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THE IMPROVISATRICE; 

AND 

OTHER POEMS. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



Poetry needs no preface : if it do not 
speak for itself, no comment can render 
it explicit. I have only, therefore, to 
state that The Improvisatrict is an at- 
tempt to illustrate that species of inspira- 
tion common in Italy, where the mind is 
wanned from earliest childhood by all 
that is beautiful in nature, and glorious in 

art. The character depicted is entirely 



Italian, — a young female with all the love- 
liness, vivid feeling and genius of her own 
impassioned land. She is supposed to 
relate her own history; with which are 
intermixed the tales and episodes which 
various circumstances call forth. 

Some of the minor poems have appear- 
ed in The Literary Gazette. 

Lf. £• li. 
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THE IMPROVISATRICE. 



I AH a daughter of that land 

Where the poet's lip and the pamter'a hand 

Are moift divine, — where the earth and aky. 

Are picture both and poetiy — 

I am of Florence. 'Mid the chill 

Of hope and feeling, oh ! I still 

Am proud to think to where I owe 

My birth, though but the dawn of woe I 

My childhood pass*d 'mid radiant things, 
Glorious as Hope's imaginings ; 
Statues but known from shapes of the earth. 
By being too lovely for mortal birth ; 
Paintings whose colours of life were caught 
From the talry tints in the rainbow wrought ; 
Music whose sighs had a spell like those 
That float on the sea at the erening's close ; 
Language so silvery, that eveiy word 
Was like the lute's awakening chord ; 
Skies half sunshine, and half starlight ; 
Flowers whose lives were a breath of delight ; 
Leaves whose green pomp knew no withering ; 
Fountains bright as the skies of our spring ; 
And songs whose wild and passionate line 
Suited a soul of romance like mine. 

My power was but a woman's power ; 
Yetf in that great and glorious dower 
Which Genius gives, I had my part : 
I poured my full and burning heart 
In song, and on the canvass made 

My dreams of beauty visible ; 
I knew not which I loved the mos^— 

Pencil or lute, — both loved so welL 

Oh, yet my pulse throbs to recall. 
When first upon the gallery's wall 
Picture of mine was placed, to share 
Wonder and praise from each one there ! 
8sd were my shades ; methinks they had 

Almost a tone of prophecy— 
I ever had, from earliest youth, 

A feeling what my iate would be. 

My first was of a gorgeous hall, 
Lijhted up for festival ; 
Braided tresses, and cheeks of bloom. 
Diamond agrafi^ and foam-white plume ; 



Censors of roses, vases of light, 

Like what the moon sheds on a summer night. 

Youths and maidens with link'd hands. 

Joined in the graceful sarabands. 

Smiled on the canvass ; but apart 

Was one who leant in silent mood, 
As revelry to his sick heart 

Were worse than veriest solitude. 
Pale, dark-eyed, beautiful, and young, 

Such as he had shone o'er my slumbers, 
When I had only slept to dream 

Over again his magic numbers. 

Divinest Petrarch ! lie whose lyre, 
Like morning light, half dew, half fire. 
To Laura and to love was vow'd — 
He looked on one, who with the crowd 
Mingled, but mix'd not; on whose cheek 

There was a blush, as if she knew 
Whose look was fix'd on hers. Her eye, 

Of a spring sky's delicious blue. 
Had not the language of that bloom, 
But mingling tears, and light, and gloom, 
Was raised abstractedly to Heaven : — 
No sign was to her lover given. 
I painted her with golden tresses. 
Such as float on the wind's caresses. 
When the laburnums wildly fling 
Their sunny blossoms to the spring, 
A cheek which had the crimson hue 

Upon the sun touched nectarine ; 
A lip of perfume and of dew ; 

A brow like twilight's darken'd line. 
I strove to catch each charm that long 
Has lived, — thanks to her lover's song ! 
Each grace he number'd one by one. 
That shone in her of Avignon. 

I ever thought that poet's fate 
Utterly lone and desolate. 
It is the spirit's bitterest pain 
To love, to be beloved again ; 
And yet between a gulf which ever 
The hearts that bum to meet must sever. 
And he was vowed to one sweet star, 
Bright yet to him, but bright afar. 

0*er some, Love's shadow miy but pe» 
As passes the breath ilKua o^cx ^^;aaa\ 

n 
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And pleasures, cares, and pride combined, 
Fill up the blank Love leaves behind. 
But there are some whose love is high. 
Entire, and sole idolatry ; 
Who, turning from a heartless world. 

Ask some dear thing, which may renew 
Affection's several links, and be 

As true us they themselves are true. 
But Love*s bright fount is never pure ; 
And all his pilgrims must endure 
All passion's mighty suffering 
Ere they may reach the blessed spring. 
And some who waste their lives to find 

A prize which they may never win : 
Like those who search for Irem's groves. 

Which found, tliey may not enter in. 
Where is the sorrow but appears 
In Love*s long catalogue of tears t 
And some there are who leave the path 

In agony and fierce disdain ; 
But bear upon each cankered breast 

The scar that never heals again. 

My next was of a minstrel too, 
Who proved that woman's hand might do, 
When, true to the heart pulse, it woke 

The harp. Her head was bending down, 
As if in weariness, and near. 

But unworn, was a laurel crown. 
She was not beautiful, if bloom 
And smiles form beau^ ; for, like death. 
Her brow was ghastly ; and her lip 
Was parched, as fever were its breath. 
There was a shade upon her dark. 
Large, floating eyes, as if each spark 
Of minstrel ecstasy was fled. 
Yet leaving them no tears to shed ; 
Fix'd in their hopelessness of care. 
And reckless in their great despair. 
She sat benf*;i Ji a cypress tree, 

A little fountain ran beside. 
And, in the distance, one dark rock 

Threw its long shadow o'er the tide ; 
And to the west, where the nightfall 
Was darkening day's gemm'd coronal. 
Its white shafts crimsoning in the sky, 
Arose the sun-god*s sanctuary. 
I deemed, that of lyre, life, and love 

She was a long, last fiunewell taking ;— 
That, from her pale and ptrch'd lips. 

Her latest, wildest song was breaking. 

8APPHo*s soiro. 

Fariwsll, my lute ! — and would that I 
Had never waked thy burning chords ! 

Poison has been upon thy sigh. 
And fever has breathed in thy wofda. 



Yet wherefore, wherefore should I blame 
Thy power, thy spell, my gentlest lute 1 

I should have been the wretch I am, 
Had every chord of thine been mute. 

It was my evil star above. 

Not my sweet lute, that wrought me wrong ; 
It was not song that taught me love, 

But it was love that taught me song. 

If song be past, and hope undone. 
And pulse, and head, and heart, are flame ; 

It is thy work, thou faithless one ! 
But, no ! — ^I will not name thy name ! 

Sun-god ! lute, wreath are vowed to thee ! 

Long be their light upon my grave — 
My glorious grave — ^yon deep blue sea : 

I shall sleep calm — beneath its wave ! 

Florence ! with what idolatry 

I've lingered in thy radiant halls, 
Worshipping, till my dizzy eye 

Grew dim with gazing on tliose walls, 
Where Time had spared each glorious gift 
By Genius unto Memory led I 
^nd when seen by the pale moonlight. 
More pure, more perfect, though less bright, 
What dreams of song flashed on my brain, 
Till each shade seem'd to Uve again ; 
And then the beautiful, the grand. 
The glorious of my native land. 
In eveiy flower that threw its veil 
Aside, when woo'd by the spring gale ; 
In every vineyard, where the sun, 
His task of summer ripening done. 
Shone on their dusters, and a song 
Came lightly from the peasant throng ^ 
In the dim loveliness of night. 
In fountains with their diamond light, 
In aged temple, ruin'd shrine. 
And its green wreath of ivy twine ;— 
In eveiy change of earth and sky. 
Breathed the deep soul of poesy. 

As yet I loved not ; — but each wild. 
High thought I nourished rais'd a pyre 
For love to light ; and lighted onoe 
By love, it would be like the fire 
The burning lava floods that dwell 
In Etna's cave unquenchable. 

One evening in the lovely June, 

Over the Arno's waters gliding, 
I had been watching the feir moon 

Amid her court of white clouds riding : 
I had been Ustening to the gale. 

Which wafted music from aroondy 
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(Far scarce a lover, at that hour, 

Bat waked his mandolines light sound.)— 
And odour was upon the breeze, 
Sweet thefts from rose and lemon trees. 

Thej stole me from my lulling dream, 

And said they knew that such an hour 
Had ever influence on my soul, 

And raised my sweetest minstrel power. 
I took my lute, — my eye had been 
Wandering round ^e lovely scene, 
FiU'd with those melancholy tears, 
Which come when all most bright appears, 
And hold their strange and secret power, 
Even on pleasure's golden hour. 
I had been looking on the river, 
Hal^marvelling to think that ever 
Wind, wave, or sky, could darken where 
All seem'd so gentle and so fair : 
And mingled with these thoughts there came 

A tale, just one that memoiy keeps — 
Forgotten music, till some chance 

Vibrate the chord whereon it sleeps ! 

A XOOBISH BOMAirCS. 

SoFTLT through the pomegranate groves 
Came the gentle song of the doves ; 
Shone the fruit in the evening light, 
Like Indian rubies, blood-red and bright ; 
Shook the date-trees each tufted head. 
As the passing wind their green nuts shed ; 
And, like dark columns, amid the sky 
The giant palms ascended on high : 
And the mosque's gilded minaret 
Glisten'd and glanced as the daylight set 
Over the town a crimson haze 
Gathered and hung oi the evening's rays ; 
And far beyond, like molten gold. 
The burning sands of the desert roll'd. 
Far to the lefl, the sky and sea 
Mingled their gray immensity ; 
And with flapping sail and idle prow 
The vessels threw their shades below 
Far down the beach, where a cypress grove 
Casts its shade round a little cove. 
Darkling and green, with just a space 
For the stars to shine on the water's face, 
A small bark lay, waiting for night 
And its breeze to waft and hide its flight 
8weet is the burthen, and lovely the freight, 
Tot which those furled-up soils await, 
To a garden, fair as those 
Where the glory of the rose 
Blushes, charm'd from the decay 
That wastes other blooms away ; 
Gardens of the fairy tale 
Told, till the wood fire grows pale, 

(2) 



By the Arab tribes, when night, 
With its dim and lovely lighi, 
And its silence, suiteth well 
With the magic tales they tell. 
Through tliat cypress avenue, 
Such a garden meets the view, 
Fill'd with flowers — flowers that seem 
Lighted up by the sunbeam ; 
Fruits of gold and gems, and leaves 
Green as hope before it grieves 
O'er the false and brokenhearted, 
All with which its youth has parted. 
Never to return again. 
Save in memories of pain ! 

There is a white rose in yon bower. 
But holds it a yet fairer flower : 
And music from that cage Lb breathing. 
Round which a jasmine braid is wreathing, 
A low song from a lonely dove, 
A song such exiles sing and love, 
Breathing of fresh fields, summer skies,— 
Not to be breathed of but in sighs ! 
But fairer smile and sweeter sigh 
Are near when Leila's step is nigh ! 
With eyes dark as the midnight time. 
Yet lighted like a summer clime 
With sun-rays from within ; yet now 
Lingers a cloud upon that brow, — 
Though never lovelier brow was give 
To Houri of an Eastern heaven ! 
Her eye is dwelling on that bower. 
As eveiy leaf and every flower 
Were being number'd in her heart;— 

There are no loolis like those which dwell 
On long-remember'd tilings, which soon 

Must take our first and last farewell. 

Day Aides apace : another day. 
That maiden will be far away, 
A wanderer o'er the dark-blue sea. 
And bound for lovely Italy, 
Her mother's land ! Hence, on her breast 
The cross beneath a Moorish vest ; 
And hence those sweetest sounds, that 
Like music murmuring in a dream, 
When in our sleeping ear is ringing 
The song the nightingale Lb singing ; 
When by that white and funeral stone. 

Half hidden by the cypress gloom, 
The hymn the mother taught her child 

Is sung each evening at her tomb. 
But quick the twilight time has past. 
Like one of those sweet calms that last 
A moment and no more, to cheer 
The turmoil of our pathway here. 

The bark is waiting in the bay. 
Night darkens round : — Lbila, away ( 
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Far, ere U>-morrow, o*er the tide, 
Or wait and be — Ab'^alla'b bride 1 

She touched her lute — ^never again 
Her ear will listen to its strain ! 
She took her cage, first kiss'd the breast — 

Then freed the white dove prison'd there : 
It paused one moment on her hand, 

Then spread its glad wings to the air. 
She drank the breath, as it were health. 

That sigh'd from every scented blossom ; 
And taking from each one a leaf. 

Hid them, like spells, upon her bosom. 
Then sought the sacred path again 

She once before had traced, when lay 
A Christian in her father's chain ; 

And gave him gold, and taught the way 
To fly. She thought upon the night, 
When, like an angel of the light, 
She stood before the prisoner's sight. 
And led him to the cypress grove. 
And show'd the bark and liidden cove ; 
And bade the wandering captive flee, 
In words he knew from infancy ! 
And when she thought how for her love 

He had braved slavery and death, 
That he might only breathe the air 

Made sweet and sacred by her breath. 
She reach'd the grove of cypresses — 

Another step is by her side : 
Another moment, and the bark 

Bears the fair Moor across the tide ! 

'Twas beautiful, by the pale moonlight. 
To mark her eyes, — now dark, now bright. 
As now they met, now shrank away. 
From the gaze that watch'd and worshippM their 

day. 
They stood on the deck, and the midnight gale 
Just waved the maiden's silver veil- 
Just lifted a curl, as if to show 
The check of rose that was burning below : 
And never spread a sky of blue 
More clear for the stars to wander through ! 
And never could their mirror be 
A calmer or a lovelier sea ! 
For every w<ive was a diamond gleam : 
And that light vessel well may seem 
A fairy ship, and that graceful pair 
Young Genii, whose home was ot light and air ! 

Another eveiung came, but dark ; 

The storm clouds hover'd round the bark 

Of misery : — they just could see 

The distant shore of Italy, 

As the dim moon through vapours shon»— 

A few sliort rays, her light was gone. 



O'er head a sullen scream was heard. 
As sought the kind the white sea bird, 
Her pale wings like a meteor streaming. 
Upon the waves a light is gleaming — 
ni-omen'd brightness, sent by Death 
To light the night-black depths beneath. 
The vessel roU'd amid the surge ; 
The winds howl'd round it, Uke a dirge 
Sung by some savage race. Then came 
The rush of thunder and of flame : 
It show'd two forms upon the deck, — 
One clasped around the other's neck. 
As there she could not dream of fear — 
In her lover's arms could danger be near 1 
He stood and watch'd her with the eye 
Of fix'd and silent agony. 
The waves swept on : he felt her heart 

Beat closer and closer yet to his ! 
They burst upon the ship ! — the sea 

Has closed upon their dream of bliss ! 

Surely theirs is a pleasant sleep 

Beneath that ancient cedar tree. 
Whose solitary stem has stood 

For years alone beside the sea I 
The last of a most noble race. 
That once had there their dwelling-place, 
Long past away ! Beneath its shade, 
A soft prcon couch the turf had made ;— 
And glad the morning sun is shining 
On those beneath the boughs reclining. 
Nearer the fisher drew. He saw 

The dark hair of the Moorish maid. 
Like a veil, floating o'er the breast 

Where tenderly her head was laid ;— 
And yet her lover's arm was placed 
Clasping around the graceful waist ; 
But then he mark'd the youth's black curls 

Were dripping wet with foam and blood ; 
And that the maiden's tresses dark 

Were heavy with the briny flood ! 
Wo for the wind ! — wo for the wave ! 
They sleep the slumber of the grave ! 
They buried tliem beneath that tree ; 

It long had been a sacred spot 
Soon it was planted round with flowen 

By many who had not forgot ; 
Or yet lived in those dreams of truth 
The Eden birds of eaily youth. 
That make the loveliness of love : 
And call'd the place ** The Maiden's Coti," 
That she who perish'd in the sea 
Might thus be kept in memory. 



From many a lip came sounds of praise. 
Like music from sweet voices ringing ; 
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For many a boat had gather'd round, 

To list the song I had been singing. 
There are some moments in our fate 

That stamp the colour of our days ; 
As, till then, life had not been felt, — 

And mine was 6eal*d in the slight gaze 
Which fixM my eye, and fired my brain, 
And bow*d my heart beneath the chain. 
Twas a dark and flashing eye, 
Shadows, too, that tenderly, 
With almost female softness, came 
0*er its mingled gloom and flame. 
"B'lM cheek was pale ; or toil, or care, 
Or midnight study, had been there, 
Making its young colours dull. 
Yet leaving it most beautiful. 
Raven curls their shadow threw, 
Like the twilight's darkening hue, 
0*er the pure and mountain snow 
Of his high and haughty brow : 
Lighted by a smile, whose spell 
Words are powerless to telL 
Such a Up !^-oh, pour'd from thence 
Lava fli.>ods of eloquence 
Would come with fiery energy, 
Like those words that cannot die. 
Words the Grecian warrior spoke 
When the Persian's chain he broke, 
Or that low and honey tone, 
Making woman's heart his own ; 
Such as should be heard at night. 
In the dim and sweet starlight ; 
Sounds that haunt a beauty's sleep. 
Treasures for her heart to keep. 
Like the pine of summer tall ; 
Apollo, on his pedestal 
In our own gallery, never bent 

More graceful, more magnificent ; 

Ne'er look'd the hero, or the king. 
More nobly than the youth who now. 

As if soul-centred in my song, 
Was leaning on a galley's prow. 

He spoke not when the others spoke, 
His heart was all too full for praise ; 

But his dark eyes kept fix'd on mine. 
Which sank beneath their burning gaze. 

Mine lank — but yet I felt the thrill 

Of that look burning on me stilL 

I heard no word that others said— 

Heard nothing, save one low-breathed sigh. 

My hand kept wandering on my lute. 
In music, but unconsciously 

My pulses throbb'd, my heart beat high, 

A flush of dizzy ecstasy 

Crimsoned my cheek ; I felt warm tears 

Dimming my sight, yet was it sweet. 

My wild heart's most bewildering beat, 
Consciousness, without hopes or fears. 



Of a new power within me waking. 
Like light before the mom's full breaking. 
I left the boat — the crowd : my mood 
Made my soul pant for solitude. 



Amid my palace halls was one. 

The most peculiarly my own : 

The roof was blue and fretted gold, 

The floor was of the Parian stone. 

Shining like snow, as only meet 

For the light tread of fairy feet; 

And in the midst, beneath a shade 

Of duster'd rose, a fountain play'd, 

Sprinkling its scented waters round. 

With a sweet and lulling sound, — 

O'er oranges, like Eastern gold, 

Half hidden by the dark green fold 

Of their large leaves ; — o'er hyacinth bells, 

Where every summer odour dwells. 

And, nestled in the midst, a pair 

Of white wood doves, whose home was there; 

And like an echo to their song. 

At times a murmur post along ; 

A dyitig tone, a plaining fall. 

So sad, so wild, so musical— 

As the wind swept across the wire. 

And waked my lone ^EoUan lyre. 

Which lay upon the casement, where 

The lattice wooM the cold night air, 

Half hidden by a bridal twine 

Of jasmine with the emerald vine. 

And ever as the curtains made 

A varying light, a changeful shade. 

As the breeze waved them to and firo. 

Came on the eye the glorious show 

Of pictured walls where landscape wild 

Of wood, and stream, or mountain piled, 

Or sunny vale, or twilight grove. 

Or shapes .whose every look was love ; 

Saints, whose diviner glance scem'd caught 

From Heaven, — some whose earthlier thought 

Was yet more lovely, — shone Uke gleams 

Of Beauty's spirit seen in dreams. 

I threw me on a couch to rest, 

Loosely I flung my long black hair ; 

It seem'd to soothe my troubled breast 
To drink the quiet evening air. 

I look'd upon the deep-blue sky, 

And it was all hope and harmony. 

Afar I could see the Arno's stream 

Glorying in the clear moonbeam ; 

And the shadowy city met my gaze, 

Like the dim memory of other days ; 

And the distant wood's black coronal 

Was like oblivion that covereth all. 

I know not why my soul felt sad ; 

I touch'd my lute, — ^it would not waken, 

Save to old songs of sorrowings- 



19 



MISS LANDON'S WORKS. 



Of hope betray'd — of hearts foraaken — 
£ach lay of lighter fooling slept, 
I sang, but, as I sang, I wept. 

TBI CHARMSD CUP. 

Akd fondly round his neck she clung ; 

Her long black tresses round him flung, — 

Love chains, which would not let him part ; 

And he could feel her beating heart, 

The pulses of her small white hand. 

The tears she could no more command. 

The lip which trembled, though near his ; 

The sigh that mingled with her kiss ; — 

Yet parted he from that embrace. 

He cast one glance upon her face : 

His very soul felt sick to see 

Its look of utter misery ; 

Yet tum'd he not ; one moment's grie^ 

One pang, like lightning, fierce and brief^ 

One thought, half pity, half remorse, 

Pass'd o*er him. On he urged Ms horse ; 

Hill, ford, and valley spurr'd he by. 

And when his castle-gate was nigh. 

White foam was on his 'broidered rein. 

And each spur had a blood-red stain. 

But soon he enter'd that fair hall : 

His laugh was loudest there of all ; 

And the cup that wont one name to bless, 

Was drain'd for its forgetfulness. 

The ring, once next his heart, was broken ; 

The gold chain kept another token. 

Where is the curl he used to wear— 

The raven tress of silken hair t 

The winds have scattered it. A braid 

Of the first spring day's golden shade. 

Waves with the dark plumes on his crest 

Fresh colours are upon his breast : 

The slight blue scarf, of simplest fold, 

Is changed for one of woven gold. 

And he is by a maiden's side. 

Whose gems of price, and robes of pride, 

Would suit the daughter of a king; 

And diamonds are glistening 

Upon her arm. There's not one curl 

Unfasten'd by a loop of pearl. 

And he is whispering in her ear 

Soft words that ladies love to hear. 

Alas ! — the tale is quickly told — 

His love hath felt the curse of gold ! 

And he is bartering his heart 

For that in which it hath no part 

There's many an ill that clings to love ; 

But this is one all else above ; — 

For love to bow before the name 

Of this world's treasure : shame ! oh, shame ! 

Love, be thy wings as light as those 

That waft the zephyr from the rose,^- 



This may be pardon'd — something rare 
In loveliness has been thy snare ! 
But how, fair love, canst thou become 
A thing of mines — a sordid gnome 1 

And she whom Juliak lefr — she stood 
A cold white statue ; as the blood 
Had, when in vain her last wild prayer, 
Flown to her heart, and frozen tlicre. 
Upon her temple, each dark vein 
Swell'd in its agony of pain. 
Chill, heavy damps were on her brow ; 
Her arms were stretch'd at length, though now 
Their clasp was on the empty air : 
A funeral pall — her long black hair 
Fell over her ; herself the tomb 
Of her own youth, and breath, and bloom. 

Alas ! that man should ever win 
So sweet a shrine to shame and sin 
As woman's heart ! — and deeper wo 
For her fond weakness, not to know 
That yielding all but breaks the chain 
That never reunites again I 

It was a dark and tempest night — 
No pleasant moon, no blest starlight ; 
But meteors glancing o'er the way. 
Only to dazzle and betray. 
And who is she that, 'mid the storm. 
Wraps her slight mantle round her form 1 
Her hair is wet with rain and sleet. 
And blood is on her small snow feet 
She has been forced a way to make 
Through prickly weed and thorned brake, 
Up rousing from its coil the snake ; 
And stirring from their damp abode 
The slimy worm and loathsome toad : 
And shudder'd as she heard the gale 
Shriek like an evil spirit's wail ; 
When foUow'd, like a curse, the crash 
Of the pines in the lightning flash :— 
A place of evil and of fear — 
Oh ! what can Juliait's love do here 1 

On, on the pale girl went At last 
The gloomy forest depths are past. 
And she has rcach'd the wizard's den, 
Accursed by God and shunn'd by men. 
And never had a ban been laid 
Upon a more unwholesome shade. 
There grevf dank elders, and the yew 
Its thick sepulchral shadow threw ; 
And brooded there each bird most foul, 
The gloomy bat and sullen owL 

But Ida entered in the cell. 
Where dwelt the wizard of the delL 
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Eer beait ky dead, her life-blood froze 

To look upon the shape which rose 

To bar her entrance. On that fiice 

Was scarcely left a single trace 

Of human likeness : the parchM skin 

ShowM each discoloured bone within ; 

Aud, but for the most evil stare 

Of the wild eyes' unearthly glare, 

It was a corpse, you would have said. 

From which li&^s freshness long had fled. 

Tet Ida knelt her down and pray'd 

To that dark sorcerer for his aid. 

He heard her prayer with withering look ; 

Then from unholy herbs he took 

▲ drug, and said it would recover 

The lost heart of her faithless lover 

She trembled as she tum*d to see 

His demon sneer's malignity ; 

And every step was wing*d with dread, 

To hear the curse howl'd as she fled. 

It is the purple twilight hour, 
And Julian is in Ida's bower. 
He has brought gold, as gold could bleM 
His work of utter desolateness ! 
He has brought gems, as if Despair 
Had any pride in being fair ! 
But Ida only wept, and wreath'd 
Her white arms round his neck ; then breathed 
Those passionate complaints that wring 
A woman's heart, yet never bring 
Redress. She call'd upon each tree 
To witness her lone constancy I 
She call'd upon the silent boughs. 
The temple of her Julian's vows 
Of happiness too dearly bought ! 
Then wept again. At length she thought 
Upon the forest sorcerer's giA— 
The last, lone hope that love had left ! 
She took the cup, and kiss'd the brim, 
Mix'd the dark spell, and gave it him 
To pledge his once dear Ida's name ! 
He drank it. Instantly the flame 
Ran through his veins: one fieiy throb 
Of bitter pain^-one gasping sob 
Of agony — the cold deatb-eweat 
Is on hu face— his teeth are sel-^ 
His t^orsting eyes are glaxed and still : 
The dmg has done its work of ilL 
Alas ! for her who watch'd eadi bieath, 
Tlie cop her love had mix'd bo ro death. 



LoBXirzo ! — when next morning came 
For the fiivt time I heard thy name I 
LoBzv3o !— how each ear-pulse drank 

The more than music of that tone ! 



LoRxirzo ! — how I sighM that name. 

As breathing it, made it mine own ! 
I sought the gallery : I was wont 

To pass the noontide there, and trace 
Some statue's shape of loveliness — 

Some saint, some nymph, or muse*s &oe. 
There, in my rapture, I could throw 

My pencil in its hues aside, 
And, as the vision past me, pour 

My song of passion, joy, and pride. 
And he was thepe, — ^Loaxirzo there I 

How soon the morning past away. 
With finding beauties in each thing 

Neither bad seen before that day I 
Spirit of Love ! soon thy rose-plumee wear 
The weight and the sully of canker and care : 
Falsehood is round thee ; Hope leads thee on, 
Till every hue from thy pinion is gone. 
But the bright moment is all thine own. 
The one ere thy visible presence is known ; 
When, like the wind of the south, thy power. 
Sunning the heavens, sweetening the flower. 
Is felt but not seen. Thou art sweet and calm 
As the sleep of a child, as the dew full of balm. 
Fear has not darken'd thee ; Hope has not made 
The blossoms expand, it but opens to fiide. 
Nothing is known of those wearing fears 
Which will shadow the light of thy after jean. 
Then art thou bliss : — but once throw by 
The veil which shrouds thy divini^ ; 
Stand confess'd,-^aDd thy quiet is fled ! 
Wild flashes of rapture may come instead. 
But pain will be with them. What may va- 

store 
The gentle happiness known before 1 
I own'd not to myself I loved, — 

No word of love Lorinzo breathed; 
But I lived in a magic ring, 

Of every pleasant flower wreath'd. 
A brighter blue was on the sky, 
A sweeter breath in music's sigh ; 
The orange shrubs all seem'd to bear 
Fruit more rich, and buds more &ir. 
There was a gloiy on the noon, 
A beauty in the crescent moon, 
A lulling stillness in the night, 
A feeling in the pale starlight 
There was a charmed note on the wind, 

A spell in Poetry's deep store— 
Heart-uttered words, passionate thou^t% 

Which I had never mark'd before. 
'Twas as my heart's full happiness 
Pour'd over all its own excess. 

One night there was a gorgeous feast 
For maskers in Court Leor's hall ; 

And all of gallant, fair and young. 
Were bidden to ths festivaL 

b 
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I went, gaxbM u t Hindoo giri ; 

Upon each arm an amulet, 
And by my side a little lute 

'Of gandal wood with gold beset 
And shall I own that I was proud 
To hear, amid the gazing crowd, 
A murmur of delight, when first 

My mask and veil I threw aside! 
For well my conscious cheek betray'd 

Whose eye was gazing on me too ! 
>nd never yet had praise been dear, 
As on that evening, to mine ear, 
LoBZHzo ! I was proud to be 
Wonhipp'd and flatter'd but for thee t 

TBI Hl'lTDOO girl's SOHO. 

Platfvl and wild as the fire-flies' light, 
This moment hidden, and next moment bright. 
Like the foam on the dark-green sea. 
Is the spell that is laid on my lover by me. 
Were your sigh as svreet as the sumbal's sigh. 
When the vrind of the evening is nigh ; 
Were your smile like that glorious light. 
Seen when the stars gem the deep midnight ; 
Were that sigh and that smile for ever the 
They were shadows, not fuel, to love's dull'd 
flame. 

Love once form'd an amulet. 
With pearls, and a rainbow, and rose-leaves set 
The pearls were pure as pearls could be. 
And white as maiden purity ; 
The rose had the beauty and breath of soul. 
And the rainbow-changes crown'd the whole. 
Frown on your lover one little while, 
Dearer will be the light of your smile ; 
Let your blush, laugh, and sigh ever mingle to- 
gether, 
Like the bloom, sun, and clouds of the sweet 

spring vreather. 
"Lpm never must sleep in security. 
Or most calm and ooU will his waking be. 



And as Aat light strain died away. 
Again I swept the breathing strings : 

But now the notes I waked were sad 
As those the pining wood-dove sings. 

THX IHDIAir BBIDB. 

Swi has lighted her lamp, and crown'd it with 

flowers. 
The sweetest that breathed of the summer hours ; 
Red and white roses link'd in a band. 
Like a maiden's Uuah, or a maiden's hand ; 



Jasmines, — some like silveiy spray. 
Some like gold in the morning ray ; 
Fragrant stars, — and &vourites they. 
When Indian girls, on a festival-day. 
Braid their dark tresses : and over all weaves 
The rosy-bower of lotus leaves — 
Canopy suiting the lamp-lighted bark. 
Love's own flowers, and Love's own axk. 

She watch'd the sky, the sunset grew dim ; 

She raised to Camdeo ha evening hymn. 

The scent of the night-flowers came on the air ; 

And then, like a bird escaped from the snare. 

She flew to the river — (no moon was bright. 

But the stars and the fire-flies gave her their light ;) 

She stood beneath the mangoes' shade. 

Half delighted and half afraid ; 

She trimm'd the lamp, and breathed on each 
bloom, 

(Oh, that breath was sweeter than all their per- 
fume!) 

Threw spices and oil on the spire of flame, 

Call'd thrice on her absent lover's name ; 

And eveiy pulse throbb'd as she gave 

Her little boat to the Gangea' wave. 

There are a thousand fimciful things 

Link'd round the young heart's imaginings. 

In its first love-dream, a leaf or a flower 

Is gifted then with a spell and a power * 

A shade is an omen, a dream is a sign, 

From which the maiden can well divine 

Passion's whole history. Those only can 

Who have loved as young hearts can love so wall. 

How the pulses will beat, and the cheek will ba 
dyed, 

When they have some love-auguiy tried 

Oh, it is not for those whose feelings are cold, 

Wither'd by care, or blunted by gold ; 

Whose brows have darkened with many yean^ 

To feel again youth's hopes and fears — 

What they now might blush to confess. 

Yet what made their spring-day's happine« ! 



Zaidi watch'd her flovrer-buUt vessel glide, 
Mirror'd beneath on the deep-blue tide ; 
Lovely and lonely, scented and bright. 
Like Hope's own bark, all bloom and light 
There's not one breath of vrind on the air. 
The heavens are cloudless, the watera are fidr. 
No dew is fiidling : yet wo to that shade ! 
The maiden is weeping — ^her lamp has dacay'd. 

Haik to the ring of the cymetar ! 
It tells that the soldier returns from a&r. 
Down from the mountains the warriors come t 
{ Haik to the thunder-roll of the dram !— 
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To the itaitliiig Toioe of the trumpet's oall !—> 

To the cymbal^s clash !— to the stabal ! 

The benneis of crimson float in the sun, 

The war&re is ended, the battle- is won. 

The mother hath taken the child from her breast, 

And raised it to look on its fidher's crest 

The pathway is lined, as the bands pass along, 

With maidens, who meet them with flowers and 

song. 
And Zaids hath forgotten in Axix's arms 
AU her so £dse lamp's falser alarms. 

This looks not a bridal,-— the singers are mute. 

Still is the mandore, and breathless the lute ; 

Tet there the bride sits. Her darii hair is bound, 

And the robe of her marriage floats white on the 
ground. 

Oh ! where is the lover, the bridegroom 1 — oh ! 

where? 

Look under yon black pall — the bridegroom is there ! 

TeC the guests are all bidden, the feast is the 



And the bride plights her troth amid smoke and 

- 'mid flame ! 
Thej have raised the death-pyre of sweet-scented 

wood. 
And sprinkled it o'er with the sacred flood 
Of the Ganges. The priests are assembled : — their 

song 
dinks deep on the ear as they bear her along. 
That bride of the dead. Ay, is not this love 1— 
That one pure, wild fiseling all others above : 
Vow'd to the living, and kept to the tomb !— 
The same in its blight as it was in its bloom. 
With no tear in her eye, and no change in her 

smile 
Young Zaids had come nigh to the funeral pile. 
The bells of the dandng-girls ceased firom their 

sound; 
Silent they stood by that holiest mound. 
Prom a crowd like the sea-waves there came not a 

breath. 
When the maiden stood by the place of death ! 
One moment was given — the last she might spare ! 
To the mother, who stood in her weeping there. 
She took the jewels that shone on her hand ; 
She took from her dark hair its floweiy band. 
And scattered them round. At once they raise 
7*be hymn of rejoicing and love in her praise. 
A prayer is mutter'd, a blessing saidy— 
Her torch is rais'd !— she is by the dead. 
She has fired the pile ! At once there came 
A mingled rush of smoke and of flame : 
7*be wind swept it off. They saw the bride,— 
Laid by her Axix, side by side. 
The bieeie had spread the long curls of her hsir : 
Like a banner of fire they play'd on the air. 
Hie smoke and the flame gather'd round as befiwe. 
Then dear'd i — but the bride was seen no more. - 



I heard the words of pnuse, but not 

The one voice that I paused to hear ; 
And other sounds to me were like 

A tale pour'd in a sleeper's ear. 
Where was LoBzirxo ? — He had stood 

Spell-bound ; but when I closed the lay, 
As if the charm ceased with the song^ 

He darted hurriedly away. 
I masqued again, and wander'd on 

Through many a gay and goi^g^ous room , 
What with sweet waters, sweeter flowersi 

The air was heavy with perfume, 
The harp was echoing the lute, 
Soft voices answer'd to the flute. 
And, like rills in the noontide clear. 
Beneath the flame-hung gondolier. 
Shone mirrors peopled with the shades 
Of stately youths and radiant maids ; 
And on the ear in whispers came 
Those winged words of soul and flame. 
Breathed in the dark-eyed beauty's ear 
By some young love-touch'd cavalier; 
Or mix'd at times some sound more gay. 
Of dance, or laugh, or roundelay. 
O, it is sickness at the heart 
To bear in reveliy its part. 
And yet feel bursting : — not one thing 
Which has part in its suffering,T- 
The laugh as glad, the step as light. 
The song as sweet, the glance as bright ; 
As the laugh, step, and glance, and song, 
Bid to young happineas belong. 

I tum'd me from the crowd, and reach'd 

A spot which seem'd unsought by alt— 
An alcove fiU'd with shrubs and flowers. 

But lighted by the distant hall. 
With one or two fair statues placed, 

Like deities of the sweet shrine. 
That human art should ever frame 

Such shapes so utterly divine ! 
A deep sigh breathed,— I knew the tone ; 

My cheek blush'd warm, my heart beat high « 
One moment more I too was known, 

I shrank before Lorxkxo's eye. 
He leant beside a pedestal. 

The glorious brow, of Parian stone, 
Of the Antinous, by his side. 

Was not more noble than his own ! 
They were alike : he had the same 

Thick-clustering curls the Roman wore— 
The fix'd and melancholy eye— 

The smile which pass'd like lightning o'er 
The-curved Up. We did not speak. 
But the heart breathed upon each cheek , 
We look'd round vrith those wandering looks, 

Which seek some object for their gaie. 
As if each other's glance was like 

The too muich\i^t ci mQKiaB!|^%T«3%« 
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I iaw a youth beside me kneel ; 

I heard my name in music steal ; 

I felt ipy hand trembling in his ;«- 

Another moment, and his kiss 

Had burnt upon it ; when, like thought, 

So swift it past) my hand was thrown 
Away, as if in sudden pain. 

LoRSHZo like a dream had flown ! 
We did not meet again : — he seem*d 

To shun each spot where I might be : 
Andy it was said, another claimed 

The heart— more than the world to me ! 

I loved him as young Genius lores. 

When its own wild and radiant heaven 
Of starry thought bums with the light. 

The love, the lifs, by passion given* 
I loved him, too, as woman loves- 
Reckless of sorrow, sin, or scorn : 
Life had no evil destiny 

Thai, with him„ I could not have borne ! 
I had been nurst in palaces ; 

Yet earth had not a spot so drear, 
That I should not have thought a home, 

In paradise, had he been near ! 
How sweet it would have been to dwell. 
Apart from all, in some green dell 
Of sunny beauty, leaves and flowers ; 
And nestling birds to sing the hours ! 
Our home, beneath some chestnut's shade. 
But of the woven branches made ; 
Our vesper hymn, the low, lone wail 
The rose hears from the nightingale ; 
And waked at morning by the call 
Of music from a waterfalL 
vBnt not alon. in dieam. like tU., 
Breathed in the very hope of bliss, 
I loved: my love had been the same 
In hush*d despair, in open shame* 
I would have rather been a slave. 

In tears, in bondage, by his side. 
Than shared in all, if wanting him. 

This world had power to give beside ! 
My heart was wither'd,— and my heart 

Had ever been the world to me : 
And love had been the first fond dream. 

Whose life w^in reality. 
I had sprung from my solitude 

Like a young bird upon the wing 
To meet the arrow; so I met 

My poisonM shaft of sufl*ering. 
And as that bird, with drooping crest . 
And broken wing, will seek his nest. 
But seek in vain ; so vain I sought 
My pleasant home of song and thought. 
There was one spell upon my brain, 
l^pon my pencil, on my strain ; 
But one face to my colours came ; 
My fibords replied but to one namo— j 



LoRSirzo ! — all seem*d vow'd to tfaee^ 
To passion, and to misery ! 
I had no interest in the things 

That once had been like life, or hght; 
No tale was pleasant to mine ear. 

No song so sweet, no picture bright 
I was wild with my great distress, 
My lone, my utter hopelessness ! 
I would sit hours by the side 
Of some clear rill, and mark it glide. 
Bearing my tears along, till night 
Came with dark hours ; and soft starlight 
Watch o*er its shadowy beauty keeping. 
Till I grew calm : — then I would take 
The lute, which had all day been sleei»ng 

Upon a cypress tree, and wake 
The echoes of the midnight air 
With words that love wrung from despair 

soiro. 

Fari w SLL ! — we shall not meet again \ 

As we are parting now ! 
I must my beating heart restrain— 

Must veil my burning brow ! 
O, I must coldly learn to hide 

One thought, all else above- 
Must call upon my woman's pride 

To hide my woman's love ! 
Check dreams I never may avow ; 
Be free, be careless, cold as thou I 
O ! those are tears of bittemrss, 

Wrung from the breaking heart. 
When two, blest in their tenderness^ 

Must learn to live — apart ! 
But what are they to tliut long sigh. 

That cold and flx'd despair, 
That weight of wasting agony 

It must bo mine to bear 1 
Methinks I should not thus repine. 
If I had but one vow of thine. 
I could forgive inconstancy 
To be one moment loved by thee I 
With me the hope of life is gone 

The sun of joy is set; 
One wish my soul still dwells upon-» 

The wish it could forget. 
I would forget that look, diat tone. 
My heart hath all too dearly known* 
But who could ever yet e&ce 
From memory love's enduring trace I 
All may revolt, all may complain- 
But who is there may break the chain t 
Farewell !— I shall not be to thee 

More than a passing thought ; 
But every time and place will be 

With thy remembrance fraught ! 
Farewell ! we have not often 

We may not meet again 1 
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Bot on my lieait the Mai ia fet 

Love never sets in vain ! 
Fmitleas as conatancy may be, 
No chance, no change, may torn from thee 
One who has loved thee wildly, weD—- 
But whose fint love-vow breathed— £uewell 1 



And lays which only told of love 

In all its varied sorrowing, 
The echoes of the broken heart, 

Were all the songs I now could sing. 
Legends of olden times in Greece, 

When not a flower but had its tale ; 
When spirits haunted each green oak ; 

When voices spoke in every gale ; 
When not a star shone in the sky 

Without its own love history. 
Amid its many songs was one 

That suited well with my nek mind. 
I sang it when the breath of flowers 

Came sweet upon the midnight wind. 

LIAOIS AKD CTOIPPB* 

She sat her in her twilight bower, 

A temple ibnn'd of leaf and flower ; 

Rose and mjrrtle framed the roof, 

To a shower of April proof; 

And primroses, pale gems of spring, 

Lay on the green turf glistening. 

Close by the violet, whose breath 

Is so sweet in a dewy wreath. 

And O, that myrtle ! how green it grew ! 

With flowers as white as the pearls of dew 

That shone beside : and the glorious rose 

Lay like a beauty in warm repose. 

Blushing in slumber. The air was bright 

With the spirit and glow of its crimson Ught 

Ctdippe had tum'd from her column'd hall. 
Where, the queen of the feast, she was worshippM 

byaU: 
Where the vases were burning with spices and 

flowers. 
And the odorous waters were playing in showers ; 
And lamps were blazing — those lamps of perfume 
Which shed such a chaiin of light over the bloom 
Of woman, when Pleasure a spell has thrown 
Over one night hour and made it her own. 
And the ruby wine-cup shone with a ray. 
As the gems of the East had there melted away; 
And the hards were singing those songs of fire, 
That bright eyes and the goblet so well inspire ; — 
While she, the glory and pride of the hour. 
Sat silent and sad in her secret bower ! 

There ia a grief that wastes the heart, 

mildew on a tulip's dyes^* 
C3) 



When hope, deferred but to depart, 

Loses its smiles, but keeps its sighs: 
When love*s bark, with its anchor gone, 
Clings to a straw, and still trusts on. 
O, more than all ! — methinks that love 

Should pray that it might ever be 
Beside the burning shrine which had 

Its young heart*8 fond idolatry. 
O, absence is the night of love ! 

Lovers are very children then ! 
Fancying ten thousand feverish shapes^ 

Until their light returns again. 
A look, a word, is then recallM, 

And thought upon until it wears, 
What is, perhaps, a very shade. 

The tone and aspect of our fears. 
And this is what was withering now 
The radiance of Ctoipps's brow. 
She watch'd until her cheek grew pale; 
The green wave bore no bounding sail : 
Her sight grew dim ; *mid the blue ah 
No snowy dove came floating there. 
The dear scroll hid beneath hia wing, 
With plume and soft eye glistening, 
To seek again, in leafy dome, 
The nest of its accustomM home ! 
Still far away, o'er land and seas, 
Linger'd the faithless Lbadxs. 

She thought on the spring days, when aha 
had been. 
Lonely and lovely, a maiden queen : 
When passion to her was a storm at sea. 
Heard 'mid the green land's tranquillity. 
But a stately warrior came from afiur ; 
He bore on his bosom the glorious scar 
So worshipp'd by woman— the death-aeal of 

war. 
And the maiden's heart was an easy pme. 
When valour and feith were her sacrifice. 

Methinks, might that sweet season last, 
In which our first love-dream is past, 
Ere doubts and cares, and jealous pain. 
Are flaws in the heart's diamond-chain :— > 
Men might forget to think on heaven. 
And yet have the sweet sin forgiven. 

But ere the marriage-feast was spread, 

LsADSs said that he must brook 
To port awhile from that best light. 

Those eyes which fix'd his every look : 
Just press again hu native shore. 

And then he would that shore resign 
For her dear sake, who was to him 

His household god! — his spirit's shrine 1 

He came not ! Then the heart's decay 
Wasted her silently away :— 



t8 

A iweet fount, which the mid-day ran 
Has all too hotly look'd upon ! 



It is most sod to watch the fall 
Of autumn leaves ! — ^but worst of all 
It is to watch the flower of spring 
Faded in its fresh blossoming ! 
To see the once so clear blue orb 
Its summer light and warmth foiget ; 

Darkening beneath its tearful lid, 
Like a rain-beaten violet ! 

To watch the banner-rose of health 

Pass from the cheek ! — to mark how plain 

Upon the wan and sunken brow, 
Become the wanderings of each vein ! 

The shadowy hand so thin, so pale I 
The languid step ! — the drooping head ! 

The long wreaths of neglected hair ! 
The lip whence red and smile are fled ! 

And having watch*d thus, day by day. 

Light, life, and colour, pass away ! 

To see, at length, the glassy eye 

Fix dull in dread mortality ; 

Mark the lost ray, catch the last breath, 

Till the grave sets its sign of death ! 

This was Ctdippi's fitte !— They laid 
The maiden underneath the shade 
Of a green cypress, — and that hour 

The tree was withered, and stood baie ! 
The spring brought leaves to other trees, 

But never other leaf grew there ! 
It stood, 'mid others flourishing, 
A blighted, solitary thing. 

The summer sun shone on that tree 
When shot a vessel o*er the sea — 
When sprang a warrior from the prow-— 
Lbadbs ! by the stately brow. 
Forgotten toil, forgotten care. 
All his worn heart has had to bear. 
That heart is full! He hears the sigh 
That breathed * Farewell !' so tenderly. 
If even then it vras most sweet. 
What will it he that now they meet 1 
Alas ! alas ! Hope's fair deceit ! 
He spurred o'er land, has cut the wave. 
To look but on Crnipps's grave. 

It haa Uossom'd in beauty, that lone tree, 

Lkades* kiss restored its bloom ; 
For virild he kissM the wither'd stem-^ 

It grew upon Ctdippk's tomb ! 
And there he dwelt The hottest ray, 
Still dew upon the branches lay 
Like constant tears. The winter came ; 
But stdl the green tree stood the same. 
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And it was said, at evening's close, 
A sound of whisperM music roee ; 
That 'twas the trace of viewless feet 
Made the flowers more than flowera 
At length Liadss died. That day, 
Bark and green foliage past away 
From the lone tree, — again a thii^ 
Of wonder and of perishing ! 



One evening I had roam'd beside 
The winding of the Amo's tide ; 
The sky was flooded with moonlight: 
Below the waters azure bright, 
Palaszos with their marble halls. 
Green gardens, silver waterfalls. 
And orange groves and citron shadee, 
And cavaliers and dark-eyed maids ; 
Sweet voices singing, echoes sent 
From many a rich-toned instrument 
I could not bear this loveliness! 
It was on such a night as this 
That love had lighted up my dream 

Of long despair and short-lived blisa. 
I sought the city ; wandering on. 

Unconscious where my steps might be s 
My heart was deep in other thoughts ; 

All places were alike to me : — 
At length I stopp'd beneath the walls 
Of San Mark's old cathedral halls. 
I enter'd : — and, beneath the roof. 
Ten thousand wax-lights burnt on high ; 
And incense on the censers fumed 
As for some great solemnity. 
The white-robed choristers were singing ; 
Their cheerful peal the bells were ringing: 
Then deep-voiced music floated round, 
Aa the fiu> arches sent forth sound — 
The stately organ : — and fair bands 
Of young girls strew'd, with lavish hands, 
Violets o'er the mosaic floor; 
And sang while scattering the sweet store. 

I tum'd me to a distant aisle 

Where but a feeble glimmering came 
(Itself in daitness) of the smile 

Sent from the tapers' perfumed flame 
And colour'd as each pictured pane 
Shed o'er the blaze its crimson stain :— 
While, from the window o'er my head, 
A dim and sickly gleam was shed 
From the young moon, — enough to show 
That tomb and tablet lay below. 
I leant upon one monument, — 

*Twas sacred to unhappy love : 
On it were oarved a blighted pine— 

A broken ring — a wounded dove. 
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And two or three brief words told all 

Hear history who lay beneath : — 
'The flowers — at mom her bridal flowera,— 

FormM, e^er the ere, her funeral wreath.' 

I could but enyy her. I thought, 
How sweet it must be thus to die I 

Your last looks watch'd— your last sigh caught, 
As life or heaven were in that sigh ! 

PassiDg in loveliness and light ; 

Tour heart as pure, — ^your cheek as bright 

As the spring-roee, wbooe petals shut 

By sun unscorch'd, by shower unwet / 

Leaving behind a memory 

^irined in love's fond eternity. 

But I was waken'd from this dream 

By a burst of light — a gush of song-^ 
A welcome, as the stately doors 

Pour'd in a gay and gorgeous throng. 
I could see all from where I stood. 

And first I look'd upon the bride ; 
She was a pale and lovely girl ;— 

But, O God ! who was by her side 1— > 
LoRiirxo ! — No« I did not speak ; 
My heart beat high, but could not break. 
I shriekM not, wept not ; but stood there 
Motionless in my stiU despair ; 
As I were forced by some strange thrall. 
To bear vrith and to look on all,— 
[ beard the hymn, I heard the vow : 
(Mine ear throbs with them even now !) 
I saw the young bride's timid cheek 

Blushing beneath her silver veiL 
I saw LoBsirzo kneel ! Methought 

(*Twas but a thought !) he too was pale. 
But when it ended, and his lip 

Was prest to hers — I saw no more 1 
My heart grew cold^ — my brain swam round,-* 

I sank upon the cloister floor ! 
I lived, — if that may be caird life, * 

From which each charm of life has fled— 
Happiness gone, with hope and love^« 

In all but breath already dead. 

Rust gathered on the silent chords 
Of my neglected lyre, — the breeze 

Was now its mistress : music broug^ 
For me too bitter memories I 

Tbe ivy darken*d o'er my bower ; 

Around, the weeds choked every flower. 

r pleased me in this desolateness, 

As each thing bore my fiite's imprew. 

At length I made myself a task^ 
To paint that Cretan maiden's fiite, 

Whom Love taught such deep happineHi 
And whom Love left ao desolate. 



I drew her on a rocky shore :— 

Her black hair loose, and sprinkled o er 

With white sea-foam ; — her arms were bare. 

Flung upwards in their last despair. 

Her naked feet the pebbles prest ; 

The tempest-wind sang in her vest : • 

A wild stare in her glassy eyes ; 

White lips, as parch'd by their hot sighs ; 

And cheek more pallid than the spray, 

Which, cold and colourless, on it lay : — 

Just such a statue as should be 

Placed ever, Love ! beside thy shrine ; 
Warning thy victim|i of what ills — 

What burning tears, false god ! are thine. 
Before her was the darkling sea : 

Behind the barren mountains ro se 
A fit home for the broken heart 

To weep away life, wrongs, and. woes ! 

I had nam but one hope : — that when 

The hand that traced these tints was cold« 

Its pulse but in their passion seen — 
LoRBNzo might these tints behold, 

And find my grief ;~-thin k see f eel all 
I felt, in this memorial ! 

It was one evening, — ^the rose-light 

Was o'er each green veranda shining ; 
Spring was just breaking, and white buds 

Were 'mid the daiker ivy twining. 
My hall was fiU'd with the perfume 
Sent firom the early orange bloom : 
The fountain, in the midst, was fraught 
With rich hues from the sunset caught ;«- 
And the first song came from the dove, 
Nestling in the shrub alcove. 
But why pause on my happiness ?— • 

Another step was with mine there 
Another sigh than mine made sweet 

With its dear breath the scented air ! 
LoRsirzo ! could it be my hand, 

That now was trembling in thine own 1 
LoREKzo ! could it be mine ear 

That drank the music of thy tone 1 

We sat us by a lattice, where 

Came in the soothing evening breeze, 
Rich with the gifts of early flowers, 

And the soft wind-lute's symphonies. 
And in the twilight's vesper-hour. 
Beneath the hanging jasmine-shower, 
I heard a tale,— as fond, as dear 
As e'er was pour'd in woman's eieur ! 

LOBIirZO's BISTORT. 

I was betroth'd from earliest youth 
To a &ir orphan, who was ItA 
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Benetth my frther*! roof and cai^— 
Of every other friend bereft : 

An heirees, with her fertile voles, 
CasketB of Indian gold and pearl ; 

Yet meek as poverty itself, 
And tioiid as a peasant girl : 

A delicate, frail thing, — but made 

For spring sunshine, or sumnier shade ; 

A slender flower, unmeet to bear 

One April shower,— ao slight, so fair. 



I loved her as a brother loves 

His &vourite siiter : — and when war 
First call'd me from our long-shared home 

To bear my &ther's sword afar, 
I parted from her, — not as one 

Whose life and soul are wrung by parting: 
With death-cold brow and throbbing pulse. 

And burning tears like lifeblood starting. 
Lost in war dreams, I scarcely heard 

The prayer that bore my name above: 
The ** Farewell !" that kiss*d off her tean^ 

Had more of pity than of love ! 
I thought of her not with that deep^ 
Intensest memory love will keep 
More tenderly than life. To me 

She was but as a dream of home,«- 
One of those calm and pleasant thoughts 

That o'er the soldier's spirit come; 
Remembering him, when battle lowrs, 
Of twilight walks and fireside hours. 

I came to thy bright Flobiitcb when 

The task of blood was done : 
I saw thee! Had I Uved before! 

O, no ! my life but then begun. 
Ay, by that blush ! the summer rose 

Has not more luxury of light ! 
Ay, by those eyes ! whose language is 

Like what the clear stars speak at night, 
Thy first look was a fever spell ! — 
Thy first word was an oracle 
Whidi seal'd my fete ! I worshippM Iheb, 
My beautiful, bright deity ! 
WoTshipp'd thee as a sacred thing 
Of Genius' high imagining ; 
But loved thee for thy sweet revealing 
Of woman*s own most gentle feeling. 
I might have broken from the chain 

Thy power, thy glory round me flung I 
But never might forget thy blush — 

The smile which on thy sweet lips hung! 
I lived but in thy sight ! One night 

From thy hair fell a mjrrtle blossom ; 
It was a relic diat breathed of thee : 

Look ! it has wither'd in my boaom I 
Tet I was wretched, though I dwelt 

In the sweet ai^ of Paradise : 



A curse lay on me. But not now. 

Thus smiled upon by thoa^ dear eyes, 
Will I think over thoughts of pain. 

I'll only tell thee that the line 
That ever told Love's misery. 

Ne'er told of misery like mine ! 
I wedded. — ^I could not have borne 

To see the young Iahths blighted 
By that worst blight the spring can knawh^ 

Trusting affection ill requited ! 
O, was it that she was too feir, 

Too innocent for this damp earth ; 
And that her native star above 

Keclaim'd again its gentle birth 1 
She feded. O, my peerless queen, 

I need not pray thee pardon me 
For owning that my heart then felt 

For any other than for thee ! 
I bore her to those azure isles 

Where health dwells by the side of spring ; 
And deem'd their green and suimy vales, 

And calm and fragrant airs, might bring 
Warmth to the cheek, light to the eye. 
Of her who was too young to die. 
It was in vain !— andj day by day 
The gentle creature died away. 
As parts the odour from the 
As fedes the sky at twilight's 
She past so tender and so feir ; 

So patient, though she knew each breath 
Might be her last; her own mild smile 

Parted her placid lips in death. 
Her grave is under snuthem skies ; 
Green turf and flowers o'er it rise. 
O ! nothing but a pale spring wreath 
Would fade o'er ber who lies beneath ! 
I gave her prayers— I gave her tears^ 

I staid awhile beside her grave ; 
Then led by Hope, and led by Love^ 

Again I cut the azure wave. 
What have I more to say, my life ! 

But just to pray one smile of thine. 
Telling I have not loved in vain — 

That thou dost join these hopes of mine 1 
Tes, smile, sweet love ! our life will be 

As radiant as a feby tale ! 
Glad as the sky*lark's earliest son^— 

Sweet as the sigh of the spring gale ! 
An, all that life wiU ever be, 
Shone o'er, divinast love ! bj thea. 



O, inockeiy of happiness 

Love now was all too late to aave. 
False Love ! O what had you to dc 

With one you had led to the gravel 
A little time I had been glad 
To mark the paleness on my cheek; 
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To feel how, day by day, my step 

Grew fiunter, and my hand more weak 
To know the fever of my soul 

Was also preying on my frame : 
But now I would have given worlds 

To change the crimson hectic's flam« 
For the pure rose of health ; to live 
For the dear life that Love could give. 
— O, youth may sicken at its bloom. 
And wealth and fame pray for the tomb ;^ 
But can love bear from love to part, 
And not cling to that one dear heart 1 
I shrank away from death, — my tears 
Had been unwept in other years :•— 
But thus, in love*s first ecstasy. 
Was it not worse than death to die 1 
Lowsxzo ! I would live for thee ! 
But thou wilt have to weep for me ! 
That sun has kiss'd the morning dews,— 

I shall not see its twilight close ! 
That rose is &ding in the noon. 

And I shall not outlive that rose ! 
Come, let me lean upon thy breast. 
My last, best place of happiest rest ! 
Once more let me breathe thy sigha-^ 
Look once more in those vratching eyes ! 
O ! but for thee, and grief of thine, 
And parting, I should not repine ! 
It is deep happiness to die, 
Yet Uve in Love's dear memory. 
Thou wilt remember me, — my name 
Is link'd with beauty and with fame. 
The summer airs, the summer sky, 
The soothing spell of Music's sigh,^ 
Stars in their poetry of night, 
The silver silence of moonlight,** 
The dim blush of the twilight hours. 
The fragrance of the bee-ldss'd flowers :— 
But, more than all, sweet songs will be 
Thrice sacred unto Love and me. 
LowsBrso ! be this kiss a spell ! 
My first ! — my last ! Faki will ! — ^Fabi will ! 



TaiRs is a lone and stately hall. 
Its master dwells apart from alL 



A wanderer through Italians land. 

One night a refuge there I found. 
The lightning flash roll'd o'er the sky, 

The torrent rain was sweeping round : 
These won me entrance. He was yoimg, 

The castle's lord, but pale like age ; 
His brow, as sculpture beautiful, 

Was wan as Grief's corroded page, 
He had no wonls, he had no smiles, 

No hopes : — his sole employ to brood 
Silently over his sick heart 

In sorrow and in solitude. 
I saw the hall where, day by day. 
He mused his weary life away ; 
It scarcely seem'd a place for wo, 

But rather like a genie's home. 
Around were graceful statues ranged, 

And pictures shone around the dome. 
But there was one-— a loveliest one !— 

One picture brightest of all there ! 
O ! never did the painter's dream 

Shape thing so gloriously frdr ! 
It was a face !->the summer day 

Is not more radiant in its light ! 
Dark flashing eyes, like the deep stars 

Lighting the azure brow of night; 
A blush like sunrise o'er the rose ; 

A cloud of raven hair, whose shade 
Was sweet as evening's, and whose curia 

Cluster'd beneath a laurel braid. 
She leant upon a harp i— one hand 

Wander'd, like snow, amid the chords ; 
The lips were opening with such life, 

You almost heard the silvery words. 
She look'd a form of light and life, — 

All soul, all passion, and all fire ; 
A priestess of Apollo's, when 

The morning beams fall on her lyre ; 
A Sappho, or ere love had tum'd 
The heart to stone where once it bum'd. 
But by the picture's side was placed 
A funeral urn, on which was traced 
The heart's recorded wretchedness ;— 

And on a tablet, hung above, 
Was 'graved one tribute of sad words— 

** LOAIHSO TO HIS MlHSTASX. LoTS." 
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ROSALIE. 

Tii a wild ttle — and aad, too, aa the ngh 

That young lipa breathe when Love's fint dream- 

ingsfly; 
When blights and cankerwonns, and chilling 

showers, 
Come withering o'er the warm heart's passion- 
flowers. 
Love ! gentlest spirit ! I do tell of thee,^ 

Of all thy thousand hopes, thy many fears, 
^ Thy morping blushes, and thy evening tears ; 
What thou hast ever been, ^d still will be,— 
Life's best, but most betraying witchery ! 

It is a night of summer, — and the sea 
Sleeps, like a child, in mute tranquillity. 
Soft o*er the deep-blue wave the moonlight breaks ; 

Gleaming, from out the white clouds of its zone. 
Like beauty's changeful smile, when that it seeks 

Some feoe it loves, yet fears to dwell upon. 
The waves are motionless, save where the oar. 

Light as Love's anger, and as quickly gone. 
Has broken in upon their azure sleep. 

Odours are on the air : — the gale has been 
Wandering in groves where the rich roses weep,-— 
Where orange, citron, and the soft lime-flowers 
Shed forth their fragrance to night's dewy hours. 
Afar the distant dty meets the gaze. 

Where tower an4 turret in the pale light shine, 
Seen like the monuments of other days- 
Monuments Time half shadows, half displays. 
And there are many, who» with witching song 

And wild guitar's soul-thrilling melody, 
Or the lute's melting music, float along 

O'er the blue waters, still and silently. 
That night had Naples sent her best display 
Of young and gallant, beautiful and gay. 

rhere was a bark a little way apart 

From all the rest, and there two lovers leant :— 
One with a blushing cheek, and beating heart, 

And bashful glance, upon the sea-wave bent ; 

She might not meet the gaze the other sent 
Upon her beauty ; — but the half-breathed sighs 
The deepening colour, timid smiling eyes. 
Told that she listened Love's sweet flatteries. 
Then they were silent : — ^words are little aid 
To love, whose deepest vows are ever made 
By the heart's beat alone. O, silence is 
Love's own peculiar eloquence of bliss !^- 



Mnsic swept past : — it was a simple tone ; 

But it has waken'd heartfelt sympathies \~^ 
It has brought into life things past and gone ; 

Has waken'd all those secret memories, 
That may be smother'd, but that stilt will be 
Present within thy soul, young Rosalts ! 
The notes had roused an answering chord within:— 
In other days, that song her vesper hymn had 

been. 
Her alter'd look is pale : — that dewy eye ' 

Almost belies the smile her rich lips wear ;— 
That smile is mock'd by a scarce-breathing sigh. 

Which tells of silent and suppress*d car&— 

Tells that the life is withering with despair. 
More irluome from its unsunned silentnese 

A festering wound the spirit pines to bear ; 
A galling chain, whose pressure will intrude. 
Fettering Mirth's step, and Pleasure's ligfatasl 
mood. 

Where are her thoughts thus wandering? — A 

spot. 

Now distant far, is pictured on her mind,— 

A chestnut shadowing a low white cot. 

With rose and jasmine round the casement 

twined, 

Mix'd with the myrtle-tree's luxuriant blind. 

Alone, (O ! should such solitude be here ?) 

An aged form beneath the shade reclined. 

Whose eye glanced round the scene ; — and then 
a tear 

Told that she miss'd one in her heart en- 
shrined! 
Then came remembrances of other times. 

When eve oped her rich bowers for the pale 
day; 
When the faint, distant tones of convent chimes 
Were answer'd by the lute and vesper lay ;«* 
When the fond mother blest her gentle child. 
And for her welfare pray'd the Virgin mild. 

And she has left the aged one to steep 
Her nightly couch with tears for that lost 
child,— 

The RosALis,- who lefl her age to weep. 
When that the tempter flatter'd her and wiled 
Her steps away, from her own home beguiled. 

She started up in agony : — her eye 

Met MANraioi's. Softly he spoke, and smiled 

Memory is past, and thought and feeling lie 

Lost in one dream— all thrown on one wild die. 
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Tbflj floated o*er the witen, till the moon 
Look*d frjm the blue sky in her zenith noon, — 
Till each glad bark at length had sought the 

ahcne. 
And the wa^es echo'd to the lute no more ; 
Then sought their gay palaszo, where the ray 
Of lampa shed light only less bright than day ; 
And there they feasted till the mom did fling 
Her blushes o'er their mirth and rerelling. 

And life was as a tale of faSrie,-* 
As when some Eastern genie rears bright bowers, 
And qveads the green turf and the colour'd 
flowers; 

And calls upon the earth, the sea, the sky, 
To yield their treasures for some g^tle queen. 
Whose reign is over the enchanted scene. 
And B0SA.LIE had pledged a magic cup— 

The maddening cup of pleasure and of lore ! 
There was tot her one only dream on earth ! 

There was for her one only star above t<— 
She bent in passionate idolatry 
Befiue her heart's sole idol — MAirtminx ! 



IL 



^Tis night again — a soft and summer night ;— 
A deep blue-heaven, white clouds, moon and star- 

Ught;— 
80 calm, so beautiful, that human eye 
Might weep to look on such a tranquil sky :-^ 
A night just form'd for Hope's first dream of 

bliss. 
Or fiir Love's yet more perfect hiqppiness ! 



It vras the image of the maid who wept 

Those precious tears that heal and purify. 
Lore yet upon her lip his station kept, 
But heaven and heavenly thoughts were in hei 
eye. 
One knelt before the shrine, ,with cheek as pale 
As was the cold white marble. Can this be 
The young— ^ loved — ^the happy Rosalii T 
Alas ! alas ! hers is a common tale : — 
She trusted, — as youth ever has believed ;— 
She heard Love*s vows— oonfided — ^was deceived ! 

Oh, Love ! thy essence is thy purity ! 

Breathe one unhallow*d breath upon thy flami^ 
And it is gone ferever, — and but leaves 

A sullied vase — its pure light lost in shame ! 



The moon is o'er a grove of cypress trees. 
Weeping, like mourners, in the plaining breeM ; 
Echoing the music of a rill, whose song 
Glided so sweetly, but so sad, along. 

There is a little chapel in the shade, 
Where many a pilgrim has knelt down and 

pray'd 
To the swoet saint, whose portrait, o'er the shrine. 
The painter's skffl has made all but divine. 
It was a pale, a melancholy feoe,— , 

A cheek which bore the trace of firequent tears, 
And worn by gric^ — though grief mig^t not 

The seal that beauty set in hi^ier yeaiv ; 
And such a smile as on the brow appean 

Of one whose earthly thoughts, long since sub- 
dued 
PiMt this life's joys and sorowb, hopes and feais — 

The worldly dreams o'er which the many 



The heart-beat hnsh'd in mild and chasten'd 
mood* 



And RosALis was loved,— not with that pore 
And holy passion which can age endure ; 
But loved with wild and self-consuming fires,— 
A torch which glares a nd scorches— and eoc- 

pires. 
A little while her dream of blias remain'd,^ 
A little while Love's wings were left unchain'd. 
But change came o'er the trusted MAinrmiDi : 
His heart forgot its vow'd idolatry ; 
And his forgotten love was left to brood 
0*er wrongs and ruin in her solitude ! 

How rery desolate that breast must be^ 
Whose only joyance is in memory ! 
And what must woman su£fer, thus betny'd !— • 
Her heart's most warm and precious feelings made 
But things wherewith to wound : that heart-HM 

weak, 
80 soft — laid open to the vulture's beak ! 
Its sweet revealings given up to scorn 
It bums to bear, and yet that must be home ! 
And, sorer still, thatl)itterer emotion. 
To know tiie shrine which had our souTs devotioo 
Is that of a ftlse deity ? — to look 
Upon the eyes we worshipp'd, and brook 
Their cold repty ! Yet these are all for her !— 
The mde world's outcast, and love's wanderer I 
Alas ! that love, which is so sweet a thing. 
Should ever cause guilt, grief^ or suffering ! 
Yet she upon whose fece the sunbeams fell- 
lliat dark-eyed girl— had felt tiieir bitterest thrall ! 

She thought upon her love ; and there was not 
In passion's record one green suimy spot- 
It had been all a madness and a dream, 
The shadow of a flower on the stream. 
Which seems, but is not ; and then memory tom'd 
To her lone mottier. How her bosom bom'd 
With sweet and iMtterthoughto! There might b« 



The wounded dove will flee into her dmI- 
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That mother't arms might fold her child again, 
The cold world scorn, the cruel smite in vain. 
And falsehood be remembered no more. 
In that calm shelter : — and she might weep o*er 
Her faults and find forgiveness. Had not she 

To whom she knelt found pardon in the eyes 

Of Heaven, in offering for sacrifice 
A broken heart 1 And might not pardon be 
Also for her ? She look'd up to the hce 

Of that pale saint ; and in that gentle brow, 
Which seem'd to hold communion with her 
thought. 

There was a smile which gave hope energy. 
She pray'd one deep, wild prayer,^that she might 

gain 
The home she hoped;— then sought that home 
again. 

A flush of beauty is upon the sky— 
Eve's last vrarm blushes— -like the crimson dye 
The maiden wears, when first her dark eyes 

meet 
The graceful lover's sighing at her ftfBL 
And there were sounds of music on the Iireeze, 
And perfume shaken firom the citron trees ; 
While the dark chestnuts caught a goklen ray 
On their green loaves, the last bright gift of day; 
And peasants dancing gayly in the shade 
To the soft mandolin, whose light notes made 
An echo fit to the glad voices singing. 
The twilight spirit his sweet um is flinging 
Of dew upon the lime and orange stems, 
And giving to the rose pearl diadems. 

There is a pilgrim by that old gray tree. 
With head upon her hand bent mournfully ; 
And looking round upon each lovely thing, 
And breathing the sweet air, as they could bring 
To her no beauty and no solacing. 
'TIS RosALis ! Her prayer was not in vain, 
The truantrchild has sought her home again ! 

It must be worth a life of toil and care, — 
Worth those dark chains the wearied one must 

bear 
Who toils up fortune's steep,— -all that can wring 
The worn-out bosom with lone sufiering,— - 
Worth restlessness, oppression, goading feari, 
And long-deferr'd hopes of many years, — 
To reach again that little quiet spot, 
So well loved once, and never quite forgot ;— 
To trace again the steps of infancy, 
And catch their freshness from their memory ! 
And it is triumph, sure, when fortune's sun 
Has shone upon us, and our task is done. 
To show our harvest to the eyes which were 
Once all the world to us ! Perhaps there are 
Some who had presaged kindly of our youth ; 
^ael we not proud their prophecy was sooth T 



But how felt RosALii ! — The veiy air 
Seem'd as it brought reproach ! there was n* 
eye 
To look delighted, welcome none was there ! 
She felt as feels an outcast wandering by 
Where every door is closed ! She look'd around !— 
Sh^ heard some voices' sweet fiuniliar sound. 
There were some changed, and some remember'd 

things; 
There were girls, whom she left in ^ir firat 

springs. 
Now blush'd into full beauty. There was one 
Whom she loved tenderly in days now gone ! 
She was not dancing gayly with the rest ; 
A rose<heek'd child within her arms was preat ; 
And it had twined its small hands in the hair 
That cluster'd o'er its mother's brow : as fair 
As buds in spring. She gave her laughing dove 
To one who clasp'd it with a father's love ; 
And if a painter's eye had sought a sc^ne 
Of love in its most perfect loveliness — 
Of childhood, and of wedded happiness,—^ 
He would have painted the sweet MioaLiBrs ! 
But Rosa LI I shrank from them, and she stray'd 
Through a small grove of cypresses, whose shade 
Hung o'er a bur}'ing-ground, where the low stone 
And the gray cross recorded those now gone ! 
There was a grave just closed. Not one seemM 

near, 
To pay the tribute of one long^ — last tear ! 
How very desolate must that one be 
Whose more than grave has not a memory ! 

Then Rosalis thought on her mother's age,— 
Just such her end would be with her away : 
No child the last cold death-pang to assuage- 
No child by her neglected tomb to pray ! 
She ask'd—- and like a hope from heaven il 

camel- 
To hear them answer with a stranger's name. 

She reach'd her mother's cottage ; by that gate 
She thought how her once lover wont to wait 
To tell her honey'd tales ; and then she thought 
On all the utter ruin he had wrought ! 
The moon shone brightly, as it used to do 
Ere youth, and hope, and love, had been untrue ; 
But it shone o'er the desolate ! The flowen 
Were dead ; the &ded jessamine, unbound, 
Trail'd, like a heavy weed, upon the ground ; 
And fell the moonlight vainly over trees. 
Which had not even one rose,— although the 

breeze. 
Almost as if in mockery, had brought 
Sweet tones it from the nightingale had caught ! 

She enter'd in the cottage. None were there ! 
The hearth was dark,— the walls look'd celd and 
hare! 
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AD — all spoke poverty and sufiering ! 
Ml — all was changed ! and but one only thing 
Kept its old place ! Rosalis'b mandolin 
Hong on the wall, where it had ever been. 
There was one other room, — and Rosalix 
Sought for her mother there. A heavy flame 
Gleam'd from a dying lamp ; a cold air came 
Damp frt>m the broken casement There one lay, 
Like marble seen but by the moonlight ray ! 
And RosALii drew near. One withered hand 
Was atretch'd, as it would reach a wretched stand 
Where some cold water stood! And by the bed 
She knelt — and gazed— and saw her mother- 
dead! 



ROLAND^S TOWER. 

▲ LBOBND OF THE BHIKB. 

O, Heaven I the deep fidelity of love 1 

Whxbx, like a courser starting from the spur, 
Hushes the deep-blue current of the Rhine, 
A little island rests ; green cypresses 
Are its chief growth, bending their heavy boug^ 
O'er gray stones marking long-foigotten graves. 
A convent once stood here ; and yet remain 
Relics of other times, pillars and walls, 
Worn away and discoloured, yet so hung 
With wreaths of ivy thi^t the work of ruin 
Is scarcely visible. How like this is 
To the so frJse exterior of the world ! 
Outside all looks so fresh and beautiful ; 
But mildew, rot, and worm, work on beneath, 
llntii the heart is utterly decayed. 
There is one grave distinguished from the rest, 
But only by a natural monument : — 
A thousand deep-blue violets have grown 
Over the sod^ — ^I do love violets : 
They tell the history of woman's love , 
Hiey open with the earliest breath of spring ; 
Lead a sweet life of perfume, dew, and light ; 
And, if they perish, perish with a sigh 
Delicious as that lifis. On the hot June 
They shed no perfume : the flowers may remain, 
But the rich, breathing of their leaves is past ;— 
Like woman, they have lost their loveliest gift, 
When yielding to the fiery hour of passion : 
The violet breath of love is purity. 

On the shore opposite, a tower stands 
Li ruins, with a mouming-robe of moes 
Hung on the gray and shattered walla, which fling 
A shadow «ui the waters ; it comes o'er 



The waves, all bright with sunshine, like the 

gloom 
Adversity throws on the heart's young gladness. 

I saw the river on a summer eve : 
The sun was setting over fields of com, — 
eTwas like a golden sea ; — and on the left 
Were vineyards, whence the grapes shone forth 

like gems, 
Rubies, and lighted amber ; and thence spread 
A wide heath cover'd with thick furze, whose 

flowers. 
So bright, are like the pleasures of this world. 
Beautiful in the distance, but, once gain'd. 
Little worth, piercing through the thorns wlMch 

grow 
Around them ever. Wilder and more steep 
The banks upon the river's other side : 
Tall pines rose up like warriors ; the wild rose 
Was there in all its luxury of bloom. 
Sown by the wind, nursed by the dew and sun : 
And on the steeps were crosses gray and old. 
Which told the fate of some poor traveller. 
The dells were fill'd with dvi^rfed oaks and firs ; 
And on the heights, which master'd all the rest. 
Were castles, tenented now by the owl. 
The spider's garrison : there is not one 
Without some strange old legend of the days 
When love was life and death, — when lady's 

glove 
Or sunny curl were banners of the battle^ — 
My histoiy is of the tower which looks 
Upon the little island. 

Loan HiKBiKT sat him in his hall : the hearth 
Was blazing as it mock'd the storm without 
With its red cheerfukiess : the dark hounds lay 
Around the fire ; and the old knight had doff 'd 
His hunting-cloak, and listen'd to the lute 
And song of the fiiir girl who at his knee 
Was seated. In the April hour of life. 
When showers are led by rainbows, and the heart 
Is all bloom and green leaves, was Isabxllb : 
A band of pearls, white Uke the brow o'er which 
They past, kept the bright curls from off the fore- 
head ; thence 
They wander'd to her feet — a golden shower. 
She had that changing colour on the cheek 
MThich speaks the heart so well ; those deep-Uoe 

eyes. 
Like summer's darkest sky, but not so glad — 
They were too passionate for happiness. 
Light was within her eves, bloom on her chedt, 
Her song had ndsed the spirit of her race 
Upon her eloquent brow. She had just told 
Of the young Rolavd's deeds, — ^how he had stood 
Against a host and conquer'd ; when there came 
A pilgrim to the halt— «nd \vb^«k ^^^ 

G 
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Had stranger aakM for Bhelter and in vain ! 

The board was spread, the Rhenish flask was 

drain'd; 
Again they gathered round the hearth, again 
The maiden raised her song ; and at its close,— 
" I would give worlds," said she, *< to see this 

chie^ 
This gallant Roland ! I could deem him all 
A man must honour and a woman love !" 
** Lady ! I pray thee not recall those words. 
For I am Rolaitd !" From his face he threw 
The hood and pilgrim's cloak,— and a young 

knight 
Knelt befbfe Isabkllx ! 

They loved; — they were beloved. O, happiness! 
I have said all that can be said of bliss, 
In saying that they loved. The young heart has 
Such store of wealth in its own fresh wild pulse ; 
And it is love that works the mind, and brings 
Its treasure to the light I did love once — 
Loved as youth — ^woman — genius loves; though 

DOW ■ 

My heart is chill'd and sear'd, and taught to wear 
That falsest of fiaJse things — a mask of smiles ; 
Yet every pulse throbs at the memory 
Of that which has been ! Love is like the ^ass 
That throws its own rich colour over all. 
And makes all beautifiiL The morning looks 
Its very loveliest, when the fresh air 
Has tinged the cheek we love with its glad red ; 
And the hot noon flits by most rapidly. 
When dearest eyes gaze with us on the page 
Bearing the poet's words of love : and then 
The twilight walk, when the link'd arms can feel 
The beating of the heart ; upon the air 
There is a music never heard but once,^ 
A light the eyes can never see again ; 
Each star has its own prophecy of hope. 
And every song and tale that breathe of love 
Seem echoes of the heart. 

And time past by — 
As time will ever pass, when Love has lent 
His rainbow plumes to aid his flights— and spring 
Had wedded with the summer, when a steed 
Stood at LoBD Hsbbxkt's gate, — and Isabxllb 
Had wept farewell to Rolasd, and had given 
Her blue scarf for his colours. He was gone 
To raise his vassals, for Lobd Hsbbxbt's towers 
Were menaced with a siege; and he had sworn 
By Isabxlls's white hand that he would claim 
Its beauty only as a conqueror's prize. 
Autumn was on the woods, when the blue Rhine 
Grew red with blood : — Lomn Hsbbbbt's banner 

flies, 
>liiJ^s21aDt is the bearing jf his ranks. 



But where is he who said that he would ride 

At his right hand to battle 1 — ^Rolaxd ! wber»— 

O I Where is Roulbd 1 

Isabxllb has watch'd 
Day after day, night afier night, in vain. 
Till she has wept in hopelessness, and though 
Upon old lustories, and said with them, 
** There is hope in man's fideli^ I" 
IsABXLLX stood upou her lonely tower ; 
And, as the evening star rose up, she saw 
An arm'd train bearing her father's baimer 
In triumph to the castle. Down she flew 
To greet the victors : — they had reach'd the hall 
Before herself! What saw the maiden there 1 
A bier ! — ^her &ther laid upon that bier ! 
RoLAVD was kneeling by the side, his face 
Bow'd on his hands and hid ; — ^but Isabbllb 
Knew the dark curling hair and stately form, 
And threw her on his breast He shrmnk awaj 
As she were death, or sickness, or despair. 
" Is AB ILLS ! it was I who slew thy father !" 
She fell almost a corpse upon the body. 
It was too true ! With all a lover's speed, 
RoLAJTD had sought the thickest of the fight ; 
He gain'd the fieki just as the crush began ;— 
Unwitting of his colours, he had slain 
The fiither of his worshipp'd Isabxllb ! 

They met once more; — and Isabxulb was 

changed 
As much as if a lapse of years had past : 
She was so thin, so pale, and her dim eye 
Had wept away its luxury of blue. 
She had cut ofi" her sunny hair, and wore 
A robe of black, with a white crucifix : — 
It told her destiny — ^her youth was vow'd 
To heaven. And in the convent of the iale 
That day she was to enter, Roland stood 
Like marble, cold, and pale, and motionless : 
The heavy sweat upon his brow was all 
His sign of life. At length he snatch'd the aeaif 
That Isabxllb had tied around his neck. 
And gave it her« — and pray'd that she would wave 
Its white folds from the lattice of her cell 
At each pale rising of the evening star, 
That he mifjtA know she lived. They parted— 

never 
Those lovers met again ! But Roland bliilt 
A tower besido the Rhine, and there he dwelt 
And every evening saw the white scarf waved, 
And heard the vesper hymn of Isabbllb 
Float in deep sweetness o'er the silent river. 
One evening, and he did not see the scarf^-— 
He watch'd and watch'd in vain ; at length his 

hope 
Grew desperate, and he pray'd his Isabbllb 
I Mig^ have fingotten hbn :— bat midnigjit came^ 
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And with it cain« the convent's heavy bell. 
Tolling for a departed soul ; and then 
He knew that Isabblls was dead ! Next day 
They laid her in her grave ; — and the moon rose 
Upon a mourner weeping there : — ^that tomb 
Was Roi^AHo's death-bed 1 



On pale lips breathing blessings which the tear 
Belie in speaking ! I have blighted all — 
AlI^Hdl their hopes, and my own happiness t 



*9 



THE GUERILLA CHIEF. 

&«t the wmT'ttomi came on the mounuia gala, 

And man*! bean beat high, though his cheek was pale 

For blood and dustUjr on the white hair, 

And the maiden wept o'er her last despair; 

Hm hearth was cold, and the child was prest 

A corpse to the murder'd mother's breast ; 

And fnr and guilt, and sorrow and shame, 

Da^en'd wherever the war-fiend came. 

It stood beneath a large old chestnut tree. 

And had stood there for yean : — the moonlight 

feU 
Over the white walls, which the vine had hung 
With its thick leaves and purple fruit : a pair 
Of pigeons, like the snow, were on the roof 
Nestled together ; and a plaining sound 
Came from a fountain murmuring through the 

wood. 
Less like the voice of sorrow than of love. 
Tall trees were gather'd round :<^the dark green 

beech; 
The sycamore, with scarlet colours on. 
The herald of the autumn ; dwarf rose trees, 
Cover'd vrith their last wealth ; the poplar tall, 
A silver spire ; olives with their pale leaves ; 
And some most graceful shrubs, amid whose 

boughs 
Were golden oranges ; and hollow oaks. 
Where the bees built their honey palaoes. 
It was a silent and a lovely place. 
Where Peace might rest her white wings. But 

one came 
From out the cottage^— not as one who comes 
To gate upon the beauty of the sky 
And fill his spirit with a calm dehght ; 
But with a quick though noiseless step, ss one 
Who fisars the very echo of that step 
May raise a sceptre. When he reach*d the fount. 
He sat down by its side, and tum*d to gaxe 
Upon the cottage : from his brow the sweat 
Ponr'd down like summer rain; there came no 

sound 
From his white lips, but you might hear his 

heart 
Beating in the deep silence. But at length 
A voice came to his sorrow — ** Never— never 
Shall I look on their face again ! Farewell I 
I cannot bear that word's reproach, nor lo(dL 



** LiAKDRo !" said a sweet and gentle voice ; 
And a soft hand pressed on his throbbing brow. 
And tears like twilight dew fell on his cheek. 
He look'd upon the maiden : — ^'twas the one 
With whom his first pure k>ve had dwelt,— the 

one 
Who was the sun and starlight of his youth I 
She stood beside him, lovely as a saint 
Looking down pity upon penitence— 
Perhaps less bright in colour and in eve 
Than the companion of his infancy : — 
But was that cheek less &ir because he knew 
That it had lost the beauty of its spring 
With passionate sorrowing for him 1 She stood 
One moment gazing on his fiu^e, as there 
Her destiny was written ; and then took ' 
A little crucifix of ebony, 
And placed it in his bosom fix>m her own : — 
'* And this, LsAxnao ! — this shall be thy guide ! 
Thy youth has been a dream of passion ; guilt 
And evil has been roimd thee : — go thy vray I 
The showers of thy youth will clear to summer. 
My prayers be with thee !"— »* Prayers !— O ! no- 
thing more? 
Have I then lost thy love — thy precious love T 
The only green leaf of my heart is withered !** 
She blush'd a deep-red bhish ; her eloquent eyes 
Met his almost reproachfully, and her &ce 
Was the next moment hidden on his bosom. 
But there was happiness even in that fiuewell, 
Affection and deep confidence. 
Tenderness, hope, — for Love lights Hope— and 

tears, 
Delidous tears ! the heart*s own dew. 

They parted. 
LsAifDRo kept that little cross like life : 
And when beneath the sky of Mexico^— 
When earth and even hea^mi were strange to 

him,— 
The trees, the flowers were of another growth ; 
The birds wore other plumes ; the very stan 
Were not those he had lodc'd upon in boyhood. 

^Tis something, if in absence we can see 
The footstepe of the past : — it soothes the heart 
To breathe the air scented in other years 
By lips beloVd ; to wander through the groves 
Where once we were not lonely,— where the rose 
Reminds us of the hair we used to wreath 
With its fresh buds — ^where every hill and vale. 
And wood and foimtain, speak of time gone by ;— 
And Hope springs up in joy from Memory's 
ashes. 
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LiAirsmo felt not these : — that crocifix 
Wai all that wore the look of other days^ 
'Twas aa a dear companion. Parents, home. 
And more than all, Biavca, whose pure reign, 
Troubled by the wild passions of his youth, 
Had now regaih'd its former influence, — 
All seem'd to hear the vows he made for her, 
To share his hopes, feel for his deep remorse, 
And bless him, and look forward. 

And at last 
Once more the white sail bore him o'er the sea. 
And he saw Spaiv again. But war was there" 
And his road lay tiirough ruin'd villages. 
Though cold, the ashes still were red, for blood 
Had quench'd the flames ; and aged men sat down. 
And would not leave the embers, for they said 
They were too old to seek another home. 
LsAKDBo met with one whom he had known 
In other days, and ask'd of hb own valley ; — 
It yet was safe, unscathM by the war-storm. 
He knelt down in deep thankfulness ; and then. 
Through death and danger, sought the grove once 
more. 

His way had been through a thick beechen 

wood; 
The moon, athwart the boughs, had poor'd her 

liglit. 
Like hope, to guide him onwards. 
One more turn, and he should gaze upon his 

home! 
He paused in his heart's overflowing bliss. 
And thought how he should wake them firom their 

dream*— 
Perchance of him ! — of his Biaitca's blush ! 
He heard the music of the fountain com&— 
A sweet and welcome voice upon the wind- 
He bounded on with the light steps of hope. 
Of youth and happiness. He left the wood. 
And looked upon — a heap of mingled blood 
And blackened ashes wet upon the ground ! 

He was awaken'd from his agony 
By the low accents of a woman's voice ;-— 
He look'd, and ki^ew Biarca. She was laid 
Beside the fountain, while her long black hair 
Hung like a veil down to her feet: her eyes, 
So large, so dark, so wild, shone through the 

gloom. 
Glaring like red insanity. She saw 
Her lover, shriek'd, and strove to fly-— 
But fell : — ^her naked feet were gash'd with wounds. 
** And have I met thee but to see thee die !" 
LiANDHo cried, as he laid the pale feoe 
Upon his breast, and sobb'd like a young child. 
In vain he dash'd the cold stream on her fSsboe,— 
Still she lay like a corpse within his arms 
AtJengih he thought him of a giant tree. 



Whose hollow trunk, when children, they had oft 
Call'd home in playfulness. He bore her there ; 
And of firesh flowers and the dry leaves he made 
A bed for his pale love. She waked at last, 
But not to consciousness : her wandering eyes 
Fix'd upon him, and yet she knew him not !— 
Fever was on her lip and in her brain. 
And as LiAirnao watch'd, his heart grew sick 
To hear her rave of outrage, wrongs, and death \-^ 
How they were waken'd from their midnight 

sleep 
By gleaming steel — curses—and flaming roof I 
And then she groan'd and pray'd herself to die ! 

It was an evening when through the green 

leaves 
Of the old chestnut shot the golden light 
Of the rich sunset; into the fresh air 
LsAimao bore the maiden he had nurst 
As the young mother nurses her sick child. 
She laid her head upon his heart, and slept 
Her first sweet, quiet sleep : the evening star 
Gleam'd through the purple twiUght when she 

waked 
Her memory aroused not to the full — 
O, that was mercy ! — ^but she knew her love ; 
And over her pale face a calm smile shone, — 
Fondly though &intly breathed and bleas'd his 

name! 
That night the moonlight shone upon LxAVD>^Oy 
And in his arms — a corpse ! * • • • 

He lived in one deep feeling — ^in revenge : 
With men he iningled not but in the battle ; — 
His mingling there was deadly ! When the Gaui 
Was driven from the land which he had spoil'd. 
That dark chief sought Biaxca's grave!— A 

cross 
Marks THi Guskxlla ahd thx Maidsx's tox^I 



THE BAYADERE. 

▲N INDIAN TJLLE. 

[** The Batadbes*' was taken from some taint rscollec 
tkm of ft tale I had either read or heard ; and meeting with 
the word " Bayadere" many yean after, recalled it to my 
memory as a subiiect exquisitely poetical. I have been, 
since, told it was a poem of Go€the's. This poem has never 
been, to my knowledge, translated; and, being Ignorant of 
the German language, I am unable to say whether the tals 
conforms to the original or not] 

Thibs were seventy pillars around the hall| 
Of wreath'd gold was each capital. 
And the roof was fretted with amber and gemiy 
Such as light kingly diadems ;' 
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Hie floor was marble, white as the snow 

Ere its purenesi ia atain'd bj its fall beiow : 

In the midst play'd a fountain, whose atany 

show en 
Fen, like beams, on the radiant flowers, 
Whose colours were gleaming, as every one 
Burnt firom the kisses just caught from th« sun ; 
And Tases srat f<nrth their silvery clouds, 
like those which the &oe of the young moon 

shrouds. 
But sweet as the breath of the twilight hour 
When the dew awakens the rose's power. 
At the end of the hall was a sun-bright throne^ 
Rich with every glorious stone } 
And the purple canopy overhead 
Was like the shade o'er the dayfiill shed ; 
And the couch beneath was of buds half blown, 
Hued with the blooms of the rainbow's zone ; 
And round, like ftstoons, a vine was roll'd. 
Whose leaf was of emerald, whose fruit was of 

gold. 
But though graced as for a festival, 
There was something sad in that stately hall : 
There floated the breath of the harp and flute,— 
But the sweetest of every music is mute : 
There are flowers of light, and spiced perfume^— 
But there wants the sweetest of breath and of 

bloom: 
And the hall is lone, and the hall is drear, 
For the smiling of woman shineth not hereti 
With urns of odour o'er him weeping^ 
Upon the couch a youth is sleeping : 
His radiant hair is bound with stars. 

Such as shine on the brow of night, 
Filling the dome with diamond rays. 

Only than his own curls less bright 
And such a brow, and such an eye 
As fit a young divinity ; 
A brow like twilight's darkening line, 
An eye like morning's first sunshine, 
Now gplanctng through the veil of dreams 
As sudden lig^t at daybreak streams. 
And richer than the mingled shade 
By gem, and gold, and purple made, 
His orient wings closed o'er his head ; 

Like that bird's, bright with every dye^ 
Whose home, as Persian bards have said, 

Is fix'd in scented Araby. 
Some dream is passing o'er him now—- 
A sadden flush is on his brow ; 
And from his lip come murmured word% 
Low, but sweet as the light lute chords 
MThen o^er its strings the night winds glide 
To woo the roses by its side. 
He, the fidr boy-god, whose nest 
Is in the water-lily's breast ; 
fle of the many-arrow'd bow, 
Of the joys diat come and go 



Like the leaves, and of the sighs 
Like the winds of summer skies. 
Blushes like the birds of spring. 
Soon seen and soon vanishing ; 
He of hopes, and he of fears. 
He of smiles, and he of tears- 
Young Camdso, he has brought 
A sweet dream of colour'd thought, 
One of love and woman's power. 
To Mandalla's sleeping hour. 



Joyless and dark was his jewell'd throne. 
When Maitdalla awaken'd and found him 

alone. 
He drank the perfume that around him swept, 
IVas not sweet as the sigh he drank as he slept ; 
There was music, but where was the voice at 

whose thrill 
Every pulse in his veiiui was throbbing still 1 
And dim was the home of his native star 
While the light of woman and love was afcr ; 
And lips of the rosebud, and violet eyes 
Are the sunniest flowers in Paradise. 
He veil'd the light of his glorious race 
In a mortal's form and a mortal's face. 
And 'mid earth's loveliest sought for one 
Who might dwell in his hall and ahare in his 

throne. 

The loorie brought to his cinnamon nest 
The bee from the midst of its honey quest, 
And open the leaves of the lotus lay 
To welcome the noon of the summer di^. 
It was glory, and light, and beauty all. 
When Makoalla closed his wing in BengaL 
He stood in the midst of a stately square. 
As the waves of the sea roll'd the thousanda 

there; 
Their gathering was round the gorgeous car 
Where sat in his triumph the Subadar ; 
For his sabre vras red viith the blood of the slain, 
And his proudest foes were slaves in his chain ; 
And the sound of the trumpet, the sound of his 

name. 
Rose in ahouts firom th« crowd as onwards he 

came. 
With gems and gold on each ataghan, 
A thousand warriors led the van, 
Meunted on steeds black as the night, 
But with foam and with stiirup gieaniing kk 

li^t; 
And another thousand came in their rear. 
On white horses, arm'd with bow and spear, 
With quiven of gold on each shoulder laid. 
And with crimaon belt for each crooked blade. 
Then foUow'd the foot ranks,— their toibeai 

show*d 

Like flaahes of li^ firom a mooBlaia doQ^ 

e 8 
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For white were the turbans as winter snow, 
And death-black the foreheads that darkened below ; 
Scarlet and white was each soldier's vest, 
And each bore a lion of gold on his breast, 
For this was the chosen band that bore 
The lion standard, — it floated o'er 
Their ranks like morning ; at every wave 
Of that purple banner, the trumpets gave 
A martial salute to the radiant fold 
That bore the lion king wrought in gold. 
And last the elephant came, whose tower 
Held the lord of this pomp and power : 
And round that chariot of his pride, 

Like chains of white sea-pearls. 
Or braids enwove of summer flowers, 

Glided fidr dancing girls ; 
"And as the roee leaves fall to earth. 

Their light feet touch'd the ground, — 
But for the zone of silver bells 

You had not heard a sound. 
As, scattering flowers o'er the way, 
Whirl'd round the beautiful array 
But there was one who 'mid them shone 
A planet lovely and alone, 
A rose, one flower amid many, 
But still the loveliest of any : 
Though fiur her arm as the moonlight, 
Others might raise an arm as white ; 
Though light her feet as music's fall, 
Others might be as musical ; 
But where were such dark eyes as hen t 

So tender, yet withal so bright. 
As the dark orbs had in their smile 

Mingled the light of day and night 
And where was that wild grace which shed 
A loveliness o'er every tread, 
A beauty shining through the whole. 
Something which spoke of heart and souL 
The Almas had pass'd lightly on. 
The arm'd ranks, the crowd, were gone. 
Yet gazed Mavdalla on the square 
As she he sought still glided there, — 
O that fond look, whose eyeballs' strain, 
And will not know its look in vain ! 
At length he tum'd, — ^his silent mood 
Sought that impassion'd solitude. 
The Eden of young hearts, when fint 
htrre in its loneliness is nurst 
He sat him by a little fount; 

A tulip tree grew by its side, 
A lily with its silver towers 

Floated in silence on the tide ; 
And &r round a banana tree 
Extended its green sanctuary ; 
And the long grass, which was his aeat. 
With every motion grew more sweet. 
Yielding a more voluptuous scent 
At eveiy blade hii pressure bent 



And there he linger'd, till the sky 
Lost somewhat of its brilliancy, 
And crimson shadows roll'd on the west. 
And raised the moon her diamond crest, 
And came a freshness on the trees. 
Harbinger of the evening breeze, 
When a sweet &r sound of song, 
Borne by the breath of flowers along, 
A mingling of the voice and lute. 

Such as the wind-harp, when it makes 
Its pleasant music to the gale 

Which kisses first the pbords it breaka. 
He followed where the echo led. 

Till in a cypress-grove he found 
A funeral train, that round a grave 

Pour'd forth their sorrows' wailing sound ; 
And by the tomb a choir of girls. 

With measured steps and mournful notes, 
And snow-white robes, while on the air. 
Unbound their wreaths, each daik curl floats, 
Paced round and sang to her who slept 
Calm, while their young eyes o'er her wept 
And she, that loveliest one, is here. 
The morning's radiant Bayadere : 
A darker light in her dark eyes,— 

For tears are there, — a paler brow 
Changed but to charm the morning's smile, 

Less sparkling, but more touching now. 
And first her sweet lip prest the flute, 

A nightingale waked by the rose. 
And when that honey breath was mute, 

Was heard her low song's plaintive close. 
Wailing for the young blossom's fail. 
The last, the most beloved of all. 
As died in gushing tears the lay. 
The band of mourners pass'd away : 
They left their wreaths upon the tomb. 
As fading leaves and long perfume 
Of her were emblems ; and unbound 
Many a cage's gilded round. 
And set the prisoners free, as none 
Were lefl to love now she was gone. 
And azure wings spread on the air. 

And songs, rejoicing songs, were heard ; 
But, pining as forgotten now, 

Linger'd one solitaiy bird : 
A beautiful and pearl-white dove. 
Alone in its remembering love. 
It was a strange and lovely thing 
To mark the drooping of its wing. 
And how into the grave it prest. 
Till soil'd the dark earth stain its breast ; 
And darker as the nightshades grew, 
Sadder became its wailing coo. 
As if it miss'd the hand that bore. 
As the cool twilight came, its store 
Of aeeds and flowers. — There was one 
Who, like that dove, was lingering lone^— > 
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The Bayadere : her part had heen 

Onlj the hired mourner*! "part 
But she had giyen what none might hny^-* 

The precious sorrow of the heart 
She woo'd the white dore to her breast, 
It sought at once its place of rest : 
Round it she threw her raven hair^-* 
It seem'd to love the gentle snare, 
And its soft beak was raised to sip 
The honey-dew of her red lip. 
Her dark eyes fill'd with tears, to feel 
The gentle creature closer steal 
Into her heart with soft caress, 
As it would thank her tenderness ; 
To her *twas strange and sweet to be 
Beloved in such fond purity, 
And sigh'd MAin>Ai.i.A to think that an 
Could dwell so fiur a shrine within. 
«* O, grief to think that she is one 
Who like the breeze is woo'd and won I 
Tet sure it were a task for love 
To come Uke dew of the night from above 
Upon her heart, and wash away. 
Like dust from the flowers, its stain of clay, 
And win her back in her tears to heaven 
Pure, loved, and humble, and forgiven : 
Tes ! freed from the soil of her earthly tfirall 
Her smile shall lig^t up my starry hall !'* 

The moonlight is on a little bower. 
With wall and with roof of leaf and of flower, 
Built of that green and koly tree 
Which heeds not how rude the storm may be. 
Like a bridal canopy overhead 
The jasmines their slender wreathings spread. 
One with stars as ivory white. 
The other with clusters of amber light ; 
Rose trees four grew by the wall, 
Beantifrd each, but different all : 
One with that pure but crimson flush 
That marks the maiden's first love-Uush ; 
By its side grew another one, 
Pale as the snow of the funeral stone ; 
The next was rich with the damask dye 
Of a monarch's purple drapery ; 
And the last had leaves like those leaves of gold 
Work'd on that drapery's royal fold. 
And there were four vases, with blossoms fill'd. 
Like censers of incense, their firagrance distill'd ; 
Lilies, heap'd like the pearls of the sea, 
Peep'd from their large leaves' security ; 
Hyadnths with their gracefril bells, 
Where the spirit of odour dwells 
Like the spirit of music in ocean shells ; 
And tulips, with every colour that shines 
In the radiant gems of Serendib's mines ; 
One tulip was found in every wreath. 
That one mnst scorch'd by the snmmei's braalfaa 



Whose passionate leaves with their ruby glow 

Hide the heart that lies burning and black below. 

And there, beneath the flower'd shade 

By a pink acacia made, 

Maicjialli, lay, and by hb side, 

With eye, and breath, and blush that vied 

With the star and with the flower 

In their own and loveliest hour. 

Was that fiur Bayadere, the dove 

Yet nestling in her long Mack hair : 
She has now more than that to love. 

And the loved one sat by her there. 
And by the sweet acada porch 
They drank the softness of the breeie.^ 

more than lovely are love's dreams, 

'Mid lights and blooms and airs like these I 
And sometimes she would leave his side. 
And like a spirit round him glide : 
A light shawl now wreath'd round her brow, 
Now waving from her hand of snow. 
Now zoned around her gracefrd waist. 
And now like fetters round her placed ; 
And then, flwig suddenly aside, 
Her many curls, instead, unbound. 
Waved in fantastic braids, till loosed. 
Her long dark tresses swept the ground : 
Then, changing from the soft slow step» 

Her white feet bounded on the wind 
Like gleaming silver, and her hair 

Like a dark banner trntapt behind ; 
Or with her sweet voice, sweet like a bird's 

When it pours forth its first song in springs 
The one like an echo to the other. 

She answer'd the sigh of her soft lutestring. 
And with eyes that darken'd in gentlest tears. 

Like the dewy light in the dark-eyed dove. 
Would she smg those sorrowing songs that breathe 

Some history of unhappy love. 
** Tes, thou art mine !" Maitdalla said,^ 
** I have lighted up love in thy youthfril heart ; 

1 taught thee its tenderness, now I must teach 

Its frith, its grie^ and its gloomier part ; 
And then, from my earth stains purified. 
In my star and my hall shalt thou reign my 
bride." 

It was an evening soft and har, 
As surely those in Eden are. 
When, bearing spinls of leaf and flower, 
Enter'd the Bayadere her bower : 
Her love lay aleeping, as die thou^ity 
And playfiifly a bunch she caught 
Of azure hyacinth bells, and o*er 

His feoe she let the blossoms fiJl : 
" Why I am jealous of thy dream% 

Awaken at thy Aia's calL" 
No answer came fitmi him whose tone 
Had been theecfao of her own. 
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She spoke agBin,— no words came forth ; 

She clasp'd his hand,— «he raised his head,-— 
One wild, loud scream, she sank beside. 

As pale, as cold, almost as dead ! 

By the Ganges raised, for the momtng son 
To shed his earliest beams upon, 
Is a funeral pile,— around it stand 
Priests and the hired mourners' band. 
But who is she that so wildly pnyt 
To share the couch and light the Uaiet 
Mahdalla's love, while scornful eye 
And chilling jeers mock her agony: 
An Alma giri ! O shame, deep shame, 
To Brahma's race and Brahma's name ! 
Unmazk'd, unpitied, she tum'd aside. 
For a moment, her bursting tears to hide. 
None thought of the Bayadere, till the fire 
Blazed redly and fiercely the funeral pyre ; 
Then like a thought she darted by, 
And sprang on the burning pile to die ! 

** Now thou art mine I away, away 
To my own bright star, to my home of di^ !" 
A dear voice sigh'd, as he bore her along 
Gently as spring breezes bear the song, 
** Thy love and thy fiuth have won for thee 
The breath of immortality. 
Maid of earth, MakbaliiA is fine to call 
Asa the queen of his heart and haH!'' 
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These are ftmillar thlnfii and 7«l how few 
Think of this miiery I— 



I Lin the crowded street and the finesh day, 
And enter'd the dark dwdting, wfaete Deadi was 
A daily visitant — ^where sickness shed 
Its weaiy languor o'er each lever'd couch. 
There was a sickly Ugfat, whose g^umner sfaow'd 
Many a shape of misery: there lay 
The vietineof disease, writhing with pain ; 
And low fidnt groans, and breathings short and 

deep. 
Each gasp a heartfelt agony, were all 
That broke the stillness^— There was one, whose 

brow 
Dark with hot climates, and gash'd o'er with sears, 
Told of the toiling march, the battle-rush. 
Where sabres flash'd, the red shots flew, and not 
One ball or blow but did Destiuetion's woik : 
^<r/ tbea Mr heart waa bigjbi, aad hie pulse beat 



Proudly and fearleesly : — now he was worn 
With many a long day's suffering, — and death's 
A fearful thing when we must count its stepe ! 
And was this, then, the end of thoee sweet dreams 
Of home, oi happiness, of quiet years 
Spent in the little valley which had been 
So long his land of promise 1 Farewell all 
Gentle remembrances and cherish'd hopes ! 
His race was run, but its goal was the graven— 
I look'd upon another, wasted, pale, 
With eyes all heavy in the sleep of death ; 
Yet she was lovely still,— the cold damps hung 
Upon a brow like marble, and her eyes, 
lliough dim, had yet their beautiful blue tinge. 
Neglected as it was, her long feir hair 
Was like the plumage of the dove, and spread 
Its waving curls like gold upon her pillow ; 
Her face was a sweet ruin. She had loved. 
Trusted, and been betray'd ! In other d^s, 
Had but her dieek look'd pale, how tenderiy 
Fond hearts had watch'd it! They were &r away ^— 
She was a stranger in her loneliness. 
And sinking to the grave of that worst ill, 
A broken heart — ^And there was one whose cheek 
Was fluflh'd with fever — 'tvras a face that seem'd 
Familiar to my monory, 'twas one 
Whom I had loved In youth. In days long paat^ 
How many glorious struct ur e s we had raised 
Upon Hope's sandy basis ! Genius gave 
To him its golden treasures : he could pour 
His own impassion'd soul upon the lyre ; 
Or, vrith a painter's skill, create such shi^ws 
Of loveliness, they were more like the hues 
Of the rich evening shadows, than the work 
Of human touch. But he was wayward, wild ,* 
And hopes that in his heart's warm summer dime 
Flourish'd, were quickly withered in the cold 
And dull realities of life ; . . . he was 
Too proud, too visionaiy for this world : 
And feelings which, like waters unconfined. 
Had carried with them fireahnees and green beauty, 
Thrown back upon themselves, q;Nread desolatioii 
On their own banks. He was a sacrifice. 
And senk beneath neglect; his glowing thoughts 
Were fires that prey'd upon himsell Periiape, 
For he has leSk some high memorials, Fame 
Will pour its sunlight o'er the picture, when 
The artist's hand is mouldering in the dust. 
And fling the laurel o'er a harp, whose chords 
Are dumb forever. But his eyes he raised 
Mutely to mine-— he knew my voice again, 
And every virion of his boyhood rush'd 
Over hii soul ; his lip was deadly pale. 
But pride was yet upon its haughty curve ; 
He raised one hand contemptuously, and seem'd 
As he would bid me mark his fidlen state, 
And that it was unheeded. So he died 
Without one struggle, and his brow in death 
Wore its pale marble look of ooU defiancab 
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THE DESERTER. 

AIM, fcr the bright promise of our youth ! 
Bow aocko the golden chorde of hope are biokeo, 
Bow loon wefind that dreame we tnnted moft 
Are very ahadowa 1 

Tww a ffweet sammer mom, the lazk had just 

Sprang from the dover bower around her neet, 

And poured her blithe song to the doudi : the ran 

Shed hia first crimaon o*er the dark gray walls • 

Of the old church, and stain*d the sparkling panes 

Of iTj-coTer'd windows. The damp grass, 

That waved in wild luxuriance roimd the grayes, 

Was white with dew, but early steps bad been 

And left a fresh green trace round yonder tomb : 

"Twas a plain atone, but graven with a name 

That many stopp*d to read — a soldier's nam»— 

And two were kneeling by it, one who had 

Been weeping ; she was widow to the brave 

Upon whose quiet bed her tears were falling. 

From off her cheek the rose of youth had fled, 

But beauty still was there, that soften'd grief^ 

Whose bitterness is gone, but which was fielt 

Too deeply for forgetfulness ; her look. 

Fraught with high feelings and intelligence, 

And such as might beseem the Roman dame 

Whose children died for liberty, was made 

More soft and touching by the patient smile 

Which piety had given the imearthly brow, 

Which Guide draws when he would form a saint 

Whose hopes are fiz'd on Heaven, but who has 

yet 

Some earthly feelings binding them to li&. 

Her arm was leant upon a graceful youth. 

The hope, the comfort of her widowhood ; 

He was departing from her, and she led 

The youthfiU soldier to his Other's tomln^ 

As in the visible presence of the dead 

She gave her farewell blesaing ; and her voice 

Lost its so tremulous aci^nta aa ahe bade 

Her child tread in that fiither's steps, and told 

How brave, how honoured he had b^en. But 

wbtan 

She did entreat him to remember all 

Her hopes were centred in him, that he was 

The stay of her declining years, that he 

Might be the happiness of her old age. 

Or bring her down with sorrow to the graven 

Her words grew inarticulate, and sobs 

Alone found utterance ; and he, whose cheek 

Was flushed with eagerness, whose ardent eye 

Gave animated promiae of the fiune 

That would be his, whose ear already rang 

With the loud trumpet's war^ong, felt these 

dreams 

Fade for a moment, and almost renounced 

The fiekls he panted for, since they most cost 

(5) 



Such tears as these. The churchyard left, they 

pa8s*d 
Down by a hawthorn hedge, where the sweet 

May 
Had shower'd its white luxuriance, intermix'd 
With crimson clusters of the wilding rose. 
And link'd with honeysuckle. O'er the path 
Many an ancient oak and stately elm 
Spread ita green canopy. How Edwabd's eye 
Linger'd on each fiuniliar sight, as if 
Even to things inanimate he would bid 
A last fiurewell ! They reach'd the cottage gate ', 
His horse stood ready ; many, too, were there, 
Who came to say good-by, and kindly wish 
To the young soldier health and happiness. 
It is a sweet, albeit most painful, feeling 
To know we arp regretted. " Farewell" said 
And oft repeated, one last wild embrace 
Given to his pale mother, who stood there, 
Her cold hands press'd upon a brow as cold. 
In all the bursting heart's full agony — 
One last, last kin, — he sprang upon his horse, 
And urged his utmost speed with spur and rein. 
He is past . . . out of sight • • 



The muffled drum is rolling, and the low 
Notes of the death-march float upon the wind. 
And stately steps are pacing round that square 
With slow and measured tread ; but every brow 
Is daiken'd with emotion, and stem eyes, 
That look'd unshrinking on the &oe of death, 
When met in battle, are now moist with teaxii 
The silent ring is form'd, and in the midst 
Stands the deserter ! Can this be the same. 
The young, the gallant Edward 1 and are tboit 
The laurels promiwd in his early dretuns ! 
Those fetter'd hands, this doom of open shame I 
Alas ! for yoimg and passionate spirits ! Soon 
False lights will dazzle. He had madly join'd 
The rebel banner ! O twas pride to link 
His &te with Eaiir's patriot few, to fight 
For liberty or the grave ! But he was now 
A prisoner ; yet there he stood, as firm 
As though his feet were not upon the towh : 
His cheek was pale as marble, and as cold ; 
But his lip trembled not, and his dark eyes 
Glanced proudly round. But when they bared his 

breast 
For the death-shot, and took a portrait thence, 
He dench'd his hands, and gasp'd, and one deep 

sob 
Of agony burst from him ; and he hid 
Hb foce awhile— his mother's look was there. 
He could not steel his soul when he recall'd 
The bitterness of her despair. It pass'd — 
That moment of wild anguish ; he knelt down ; 
That sunbeam shed iti glory over one. 
Young, proud, and brave, nerved in deep energy ; 
The next leU over oo!^ uAYAiwA^ ^^s* 
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There ii a deep Toioed sound from yonder vale, 
Which ill accords with the sweet music made 
By the iight birds nestling by those green elms ; 
And,\ strange contrast to tile bloesom'd thorns, 
Dark* plumes are waving, and a silent hearse 
Is winding through that lane. They told it bore 
A widow, who died of a bn^Len heart : 
Her child, her soul's last treasure^ — he had been 
Shot for desertion ! 



GLADESMUIR. 



*< There la no home like the home of our Inlaney, do re- 
membnoces like thoee of our youth ; the old trees whoee 
topmost bougha we have climbed, the hedge conulnlnc that 
prize A bird'! nett, the &irj tale we heard by the fireaide, 
are things of deep and serious interest in maturity. The 
heart, crushed or hardened by Its iniercourM with the 
world, turns with affbaionate delight to its early dreams. 
How I pity thoae whose childhood has been unhappy ! to 
them one of the aweetest springs of feeling has been utterly 
denied, the moat green and beautiful part of life laid waste. 
But to thoae whoae apring haa been what apring ahould ever 
be, freah, buoyant, and gladaome, whoae cup haa not been 
poisoned at the firM draught, how deliekraa la recoilsctioD ! 
they truly know the pleasurea of memoiy.'* 



Thiks is not 
A Talley of more quiet happiness, 
Boeom'd in greener trees, or with a river 
Clearer than thine, GLADssMrim! There are 

huge hills 
Like barriers by thy side, where the tall pine 
Stands stately as a warrior in his prime, 
Mix*d with low gnarled oaks, whose yellow leaves 
Are bound with ruby tendrils, emerald shoots, 
And the wild blossoms of the honeysuckle ; 
And even uKMre impervious grows the brier, 
Cover'd with thorns and roses, mingled like 
Pleasures and pains, but shedding richly forth 
Its fragrance on the air ;.and by its side 
The wilding broom as sweet, which gracefully 
Flings its long tresses like a maiden's hair 
Waving in yellow beauty. The red deer 
Crouches in safisty in its secret lair ; 
The si^hire, bird'»«ye, and blue violets, 
Mix with white daisies in the grass beneath ; 
And in the boughs above the woodlaik builds. 
And makes sweet music to the morning ; while 
All day the stock-dove's melancholy notes 
Wail plaintively — ^the only sounds beside 
Thit hum of the wild bees around some trunk 
Of an old moss-clad oak, in which is rea/d 
Their honey palace. Where the forest ends, 
Stretches a wide brown heath, till the blue sky 
Bacomm its boundary ; there the only growth 



Are straggling thickets of the white flowei'd 

thorn 
And yellow furze : beyond are the grass-fields, 
And of yet fresher verdure the young wheat ; — 
These border round the village. The bright river 
Bounds like an arrow by, buoyant as youth 
Rejoicing in its strength. On the left side, 
Half hidden by the aged trees that time 
Has spared as honouring their sanctity. 
The old gray church is seen : its mossy walls 
And ivy-cover'd windows tell how long 
It has been sacred. There is a lone path 
Winding beside yon hill : no neighbouring height 
Commands so wild a view ; the ancient spire, 
The cottages, their gardens, and the heath. 
Spread &r beyond, are in the prospect seen 
By glimpses as the greenwood screen gives way 
One is now tracing it, who gazes round 
As each look were his last The anxious gasp 
That drinks the air as every breath broug^ 

health; 
The hurried step, yet lingering at times, 
As fearful all it felt were but a dream — 
How much they tell of deep and inward feeling ! 
That stranger is worn down with toil and pain« 
His sinewy frame is wasted, and his brow 
Is darken'd with long suffering ; yet he is 
O more than happy !— he has reach'd his home, 
And RoLAHD is a wanderer no more. 
How often in that fair romantic land 
Where he had been a soldier, he had tum'd 
From the rich groves of Spaih, to think upon 
The oak and pine ; tum'd from the spicy air. 
To sicken for lus own fresh moimtun breeze ; 
And loved the night, for then familiar things. 
The moon and stars, were visible, and looked 
As they had always done, and shed sweet tears 
To think that he might see them shine again 
Over his own GurnxsMuia ! That silver moon. 
In all her perfect beauty, is now rising ; 
The purple billows of the west have yet 
A shadowy glory ; all beside is calm. 
And tender and serene-— a quiet light, 
Which suited well the melancholy joy 
Of Roland's heart At every step the lig^ 
Play'd o'er some old remembrance ; noW the n^ 
Dimpled the crystal river ; now the church 
Had all its windows glittering from beneath 
The curtaining ivy. Near and more near he 

drew— 
His heart beat quick, for the next step will be 
Upon his fruher's threshold ! But he paused— 
He heard a sweet and sacred sound — ^they join'd 
In the accustom'd psalm, and then they said 
The words of God, and, last of all, a prayer 
More solemn, and more touching. He could hear 
Low sobs as it was utter d. They did pray 
His safety, his return, his happiness ; 
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And ere they ended he was in their arms ! 
The wind roee ap, and o'er the cahn blue aky 
The tempest gathered, and the heavy rain 
Beat €fa the casement; but they preas'd them 

round 
The blazing hearth, and lat while Rovakd spoke 
Of the fierce battle ; and *all answered him 
With wonder, and with telling how they wept 
Dming his absence, how they numbered o'er 
The days for his return. Thrice hallow'd shrine 
Of the heart's intercoum, our own fireside ! 
I do remember in my early youth 
I parted from its circle ; how I pined 
Widi happy recollections— they to me 
Were sidmess and deep sorrow : how I thought 
Of the strange tale, the laugh, the gentle smile 
Breathing of love, that wiled the night away. 
The hour of absence past, I was again 
With those who loved me. What a beauty dwelt 
In each aocustom'd &09 ! what music hung 
On each fiimiHar voice ! We circled in 
Our meeting ring of happiness. If e'er 
niis life has bliss, I knew and £elt it then ! 

But there was one Rokald remember'd not 
Tet 'twas a creature beautiful as Hope, 
With eyes blue as the hsrebell when the dew 
Sparkles upon its axure leaves ; a cheek 
Flash as a mountain rose, but delicate 
Ai rainbow colours, and as changeftd too. 
** The orphan Elliv, have you then forgot 
Tour laughing playmate 1" Rovald would have 

clasp'd 
The maiden to his heart, but die shrank ba<^ : 
A crimson blush and tearful lids belied 
Her light tone, as she bade him not forget 
80 soon his former friends. But the next mom 
Were other tears than those sweet ones that 

come 
Of the fiill heart's o'erflowings. He was given, 
The loved, the wanderer, to their prayers at last ; 
But he was now so changed, there was no trace 
Left of his former self; the glow of health, 
Of youth, was gone, and in his sallow cheek 
And fivled eye decay sat visible \-^ 
AH felt that he was sinking to the grave. 
He wander'd like a ghost around ; would lean, 
For hours, and watch the river ; or would lie 
Beneath some aged tree, and hear the birds 
ffinging so cheerfully ; and with fidnt step 
Would sometimes tiy the mountain side. He 

loved 
To look upon the setting sun, and mark 
The twilight's dim approach. He aaid he was 
Most happy that all through his lifi) one wish 
Had still been present to his soul — the wish 
That he might breathe his native air again;— 
That ^njm was granted, lor he died at home. 



One wept for him when other eyes were diy, 
Treasured his name in silence and in tears, 
Till her young heart's impassion'd solitude 
Was fill'd but with his image. She had soothed 
And watch'd his few last hours — but he was gone ! 
The grave to her was now the goal of hope ! 
She pass'd, but gently as the rose leaves fidl 
Scatter'd by the spring gales. Two months had 

fled 
Since Rovalo died; they threw the sununar 

flowers 
Upon his sod, and ere those leaves were tinged 
With autumn's yellow ooloun, they were twined 
For the poor Ellsit's death-wreaths I • • • 
They made her grave by Rovald's. 



THE MINSTREL OF PORTUGAL. 



Their path had been a Utnibled one, each step 
Had trod 'mid ihorna and iprings of biiterne*; 
But they had fled away from the cold world, 
And found, in a lair valley, solitude 
And happineis in themaelves. Tiiey oft would love 
Through the dark fbreata wlien the golden light 
Of evening was upon the oak, or catch 
The firtt wild breath of rooming on the hill, 
And in the hot noon aeek some greenwood ahade, 
Fill'd with tlie music of the birda, the leaves, 
Or the descending waters' distant song. 
And that young maiden hung delightedly 
Upon her minstrel lover's words, when he 
Breallied some old melancholy verse, or told 
Love's ever-varying histories ; and her smile 
Thank'd him so tenderly, that he forgot 
Or thought of but to scorn the flatteries 
He was so proud of once. I need not say 
How happy his sweet mistress was.— O, all 
Know love b woman's happiness I 



CoMs, love ! we'll rest us from our wanderings; 
The violets are fresh among the moss, 
The dew is not yet on their purple leaves, 
Warm with the sun's last kisa — sit here, daur 

love! 
This chestnut be our canopy. Look up 
Towards the beautifril heaven ; the fidr moon 
Is shining timidly, like a young queen 
Who fears to claim her frdi authority : 
The Stan diine in her presence ; o'er the Ay 
A few light clouds are wandering, like the linn 
That even h^ypy love must know ; the air 
Is frill of perfimie and most musical. 
Although no other sounds are on the gale 
Than the soft fiilling of the mountain riU, 
Or waving of the leaves. 'Tis just the time 
For legend of romance, and, dearest ! now 
I have one framed for thee ; it is of love^ 
Most perfect love, and of a iaithfril heart 
That was a sacrifice upon the 
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Itself had rear'd ! I will begin it now, 

Like an old tale : — There was a princess once, 

More beautiful than spring, when the warm look 

Of summer calls the blush upon her cheek. 

The matchless Isabel of Pobtuojll. 

She moved in beauty, and wherever she went 

Some heart did homage to her loveliness. 

But there was one— a youth of lowly birth— 

\^o worshipped her ! — I have heard many say 

Love liTes on hope; they knew not what they 

said ; 
. Hope is Love's happiness, but not its life ; — 
How many hearts have nourbh'd a vain flame 
In silence and in secret, diougfa they knew 
They fed the scorching fire that would oonsome 

them! 
Young JuAir loved in veriest hopelessness ! — 
He saw the lady once at matin time, — 
Saw her when bent in meek humility 
Before the altar ; she was then unveird, 
And JuAir gazed upon the face which was 
Thenceforth the world to him ! Awhile he look'd 
Upon the white hands clasped gracefully ; 
The rose-bud lips, moving in silent prayer ; 
The raven hair, that hung as a dark cloud 
On the white brow of morning ! She arose. 
And as she moved, her slender figure waved 
Like the light cypress, when the breeze of spring 
Wakes music in its boughs. As Juan knelt 
It chanced her eyes met his, and all his soul 
MaddenM in that slight glahce ! She left the 

place; 
Yet still her shape seem'd visible, and still 
He felt the light through the long eyelasll steal 
And melt within his heart ! . . . . 
From that time life was one impassioned dream : 
He linger*d on the spot which she had made 
So sacred by her presence, and he thought 
It happiness to only breathe the air 
Her sigh had perfumed — but to press the floor 
Her &€ry step had hallowed. He renounced 
All projects of ambition, joy^d no more 
In pleasures of his age, but like a ghost, 
Confined to one peculiar spot, he strayM 
Where first he saw the princess ; and the court 
Through which she pess'd to matins, now became 
To him a home ; and either he recaU*d 
Fondly her every ]pok, or else embalm'd 
Her name in wild, sweet song. .... 
His love grew blazed abroad — a poet's love 
Is immortality ! The heart whose beat 
Is echo'd by the lyre, will have its griefis 
Its tenderness, remembered, when each pulse 
Has long been cold and still. Some pitied him, 
And others marvelled, half in mockery ; 
They little knew what pride love ever has 
In self-devotedness. The princess heard 
Of her pale lover ; but none ever knew 



Her secret thoughts : she heard it sileuUy. 

It could not be but wpman's heart must feel 

Such fond and faithful homage! — But some 

deemed 
Even such timid worship was not meet 
For royalty. They bade the youth depart. 
And the kuig sent him gold ; he tum'd away, 
And would not look upon the glittering treasure^ 
And then they baniah'd him ! He heard them 

say 
His was an exile with a ghastly smile. 
And murmured not — but rose and left the city. 
He went on silently, until he came 
To where a little hill rose, covered o'er 
With lemon shrubs and golden oranges : 
The windows of the palace where she dweltp— 
His so loved Isabel— o'erlook'd the place. 
There was some gorgeous fete there, for the light 
Stream'd through the lattices, and a far sound 
Of lute, and dance, and song, came echouig. 
The wanderer hid his fiice; but from his brow 
His hands fell powerless ! Some gathered round 
And rais'd him from the ground : his eyes wer» 

closed. 
His lip and cheek were colourless ; — they told 
His heart was broken ! . . . . 

His princess never knew an earthly love : 
She vowed herself to Heaven, and she died young I 
The evening of her death, a strange, sweet sound 
Of music came, delicious as a dream : 
With that her spirit parted firom this earth. 
Many rememtiered that it was the hour 
Her humble lover periflli*d ! 



THE BASQUE GIRL AND HENRI 

QUATRE. 



Love ! summer flower, how soon thoa art decay'd 
Opentng amid a psradlae of sweets, 
Djing wilh wllher'd leaves and canker'd stem I 
The very memory of thy happine« 
Departed with thy beauty ; breath and bloom 
Gone, and the trusting heart which thou hadst made 
So green, so lovely, for thy dwelling-place, 
Left but a desolation. 



*TwA8 one of .those sweet spots which seem 
just made 
For loverse meeting, or for minstrel haunt ; 
The maidenes blush would look so beautiful 
By those white roses, and the poetes dream 
Would be so soothing, lulled by the low notes 
The birds sing to the leaves, whose soft reply 
Is murmured by the wind : the grass beneath 
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Is fhll of wild flowers, and the cypress boughs 
Hsve twined o*er head, graceful and close as love. 
The sun is shining cheerfully, though scarce 
His rays may pierce through the dim shade, yet 

stiU 
Some golden hues are glancing o'er the trees, 
And the blue flood is gliding by, as bright 
As Hope's first smile. All, lingering, atay'd to 

gaze 
Upon this Eden of the painter's art, 
And, looking on its loveliness, forgot 
The crowded world around them ! — But a spell 
Stronger than the green landscape fix'd the eye — 
The spell of woman's beauty ! — By a beech 
Whose long dark shadow fell upon the stream, 
There stood a radiant girl ! — ^her chestnut hair- 
One bright gold tint was on it^-loosely fell 
In huge rich curls upon a neck whose snow 
And grace were like the swan's; she wore the 

garb 
Of her own village, and her small white feet 
And slender ancles, delicate as carved 
From Indian ivory, were bare, — the turf 
Seem'd scarce to feel their pressure. There she 

stood! 
Her head leant on her arm, the beech's trunk 
Supporting her slight figure, and one hand 
Prest to her heart, as if to still its throbs ! — 
Yet never might ferget that fece, — so young, 
So feir, yet traced with such deep characters 
Of inward wretchedness ! The eyes were dim. 
With teara on the dark lashes ; still the lip 
Could not quite lose its own accustom'd smile. 
Even by that pale cheek it kept its arch 
And tender playfulness : you look'd and said. 
What can have shadow'd such a sunny brow 1 
There is so much of natural happiness 
In that bright countenance, it seems but Ibrm'd 
For spring's light sunbeams, or yet lighter dews. 
Toa tnm'd away-— then came--«nd look'd again. 
Watching the pale and silent loveliness, 
Till even sleep was haunted bj that image. 
There was a sever'd chain upon the ground— 
Ah ! love is even more firagile than its gifb ! 
A tress of raven hair: — O ! only those 
Whose souUi have felt this one idolatry. 
Can tell how precious is the slightest thing 
AAction gives and hallows ! A dead flower 
Will long be kept, remembrancer of looks 
That made each leaf a treasure. And the tree 
Had two slight words graven upon its stem— 
The broken heart's hMt record of its faith— 
« Adibu, Hbvbi !".... 
... I learnt the history of the lovely picture : 
It was a peasant girl's, whose soul was g^ven 
To <me ss far above her as the pine 
Towers o'er the lowly violet: yet still 
She loved, and was beloved again— ere yet 



The many trammels of the world were flung 
Around a heart whose first and latest pulse 
Throbb'd but for beauty: him, the young, th« 

brave. 
Chivalrous prince, whose name in afler-yean 
A nation was to worship— that young heart 
Beat with its first wild passion — that pure feeling 
Life only once may know. I will not dwell 
On how Affection's bark was launch'd and lo8t>- 
Love, thou hast hopes like summen short and 

bright. 
Moments of ecstasy, and maddening dreams. 
Intense, delicious throbs ! But happiness 
Is not for thee. If ever thou hast known 
Quiet, yet deep enjoyment, 'tis or ere 
Thy presence is confess'd ; but, once reveal'd, 
We bow us down in passionate devotion 
Vow'd to thy altar, then the serpents wake 
That coil around thy votaries — ^hopes that mak» 
Fears burning arrows— lingering jealousy, 
And last, worst poison of thy cup — neglect ! . 
... It matters little how she was forgotteiit 
Or what she felt — a woman can but weep. 
She pray'd her lover but to say ferewoll— 
To meet her by the river where such houn 
Of happiness had pass'd, and said she knew 
How much she was beneath him ; but she pray*d 
That he would look upon her face once more I 
... He sought the spot — upon the beechen 

tree 
<* Adibu, Htirmi !" was graven, and his heart 
Felt cold within him ! He tum'd to the wave. 
And there the beautiful peasant floated— Death 
Had seal'd Love's sacrifice I 



THE SAILOR, 



1 gloriously upon the deep 

The gallant vcmeX T\6m^ 
And ihe is mittreii of the winds^ 

And mlftreM of the Udee. 

And never bat for her tall ships 

Had England been so proud ; 
Or before the might oT the island Qusea 

The kings of the earth had bow'4. 

But, alas ! for the widow and orphan's tear. 
When the death-flag sweeps the wave 

Alss ! that the laurel of victory 
Must grow but upon the grave 



Air aged widow with one only child, 
And even he was fiuraway at sea : 
Narrow and mean the street wherein she dwelt. 
And low and small the room ; but still it had 
A look of comfort ; on the whitewash'd walla 

d 
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Were ranged her many ocean treasurea— -ehells, 
Some like the anow, and some pink, with a bluah 
Caught from the sonset on the waters ; plumes 
From the bright pinions of the Indian birds ; 
Long dark sea-weeds, and black and crimson 

berries, 
Were treasured with the treasuring of the heart 
Her sailor brought them, when from his first 

voyage 
He came so sunburnt and so tall, she scarce 
Knew her fair stripling in that manly youth. 
Like a memorial of fiir better days. 
The large old Bible, with its silver dasps, 
Lay on the table; and a fragrant air 
Came from the window : there stood a rose tree- 
Lonely, but of luxuriant growth, and rich 
With thousand buds and beautifully blown 

flowers : 
It was a slip from that which grew beside 
The cottage, once her own, which ever drew 
Praise from each passer down the shadowy lone 
Where her home stood — ^the home where yet she 

thought 
To end her days in peace : that was the hope 
That made life pleasant, and it had been fed 
Hy the so ardent spirits of her boy. 
Who said that Goo would bless the efibrts made 
For hit old mother. — ^Like a holiday 
Each Sunday came, for then her patient way 
She took to the white church of her own village, 
A long five miles ; and many marveird, one 
So aged, so feeble, still should seek that church. 
They knew not how delicious the fresh air, 
How fair the green leaves and the fields, how 

glad 
The sunshine of the country, to the eyes 
That look*d so seldom on them. She would sit 
Long after service on a grave, and watch 
The cattl0 as they grazed, the yellow com. 
The lane where yet her home might be ; and then 
Return with lightened heart to her dull street, 
Refreshed with hope and pleasant memories,^ 
Listen with anxious ear to the conch shell, 
Wherein they say the rolling of the sea 
Is heard distinct, pray for her absent child. 
Bless him, then dream of him. . . • 

A shout awoke the sleeping town, the night 
Rang with the fleet's return and victory ! 
Men that were slumbering quietly rose up 
And joined the shout : the windows gleam'd with 

lights. 
The bells rang forth rejoicingly, the paths 
Weru fill'd with people : even the lone street, 
Where the poor widow dwelt, was roused, and 
sleep 



Was thought upon no more that night. Neit 

day — 
A bright and sunny day it was— high flags 
Waved from each steeple, and green boughs wen 

hung 
In the gay market place ; music was heard. 
Bands that struck up in triumph ; and the sea 
Was covered with proud vessels ; and the boats 
Went to and fro the shore, and waving hands 
Beckon'd from crowded decks to the glad strand 
Where the wife waited for her husband, — maida 
Threw the bright curls back from their glistening 

eyes 
And looked their best, and as the splashing oar 
Brought dear ones to the land, how every voice 
Grew musical with happiness ! And then 
Stood that old widow woman with the rest, 
Watching the ship wherein had sailed her son. 
A boat came from that vessel, — ^heavily 
It toil*d upon the waters, and the oars 
Were dipp*d in slowly. As it near'd the beach, 
A moaning sound came from it, and a groan 
Burst from the lips of all the anxious there. 
When they looked on each ghastly countenance ; 
For that lone boat was fiU*d with wounded men. 
Bearing them to the hosfHtal, — and then 
That aged woman saw her son. She pray'd 
And gain'd her prayer, that she might be his nune^ 
And take him home. He lived for many days. 
It soothed him so to hear his mother's voice. 
To breathe the fragrant air sent from the roses 
The roses that were gathered one by one 
For him by his fond parent nurse ; the last 
Was placed upon his pillow, and that night, 
That very night, he died ! And he was laid 
In die same churehyard where his father lay,— 
Through which his mother as a bride had pass'd. 
The grave was closed ; hot still the widow sat 
Upon a sod beside, and silently 
(Hers was not grief that words had comfort fat) 
The funeral train passed on, and she was left 
Alone amid the tombs ; — but once she look*d 
Towards the shadowy lane, then tum*d again. 
As desolate and sick at heart, to where 
Her help, her hope, her child, lay dead together ! 
She went home to bar lonely room. Next moirm 
Some entered it, and there she sat. 
Her white hair hanging o'er the wither'd hands 
On which her pale iaot leant ; the Bible lay 
Open beside, but bUster'd were the leaves 
With two or three large teara, which had dried in. 
O, happy she had not survived her child ! 
And many pitied her, for she had spent 
Her little savings, and she had no friends ; 
But strangers made her grave in that churchyaid. 
And where her sailor slept, there slept his mother! 
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SDne home is but a bUcken'd heap 

In the midjt of a lonesome wild, 
And the owl and the bat may their nights watoh keep. 

Where humaa iacai imiled. 

I rock'd the cradle of seven fair sons, 

And I work'd fur their infancy ; 
But, when like a child in mine own old age, 

There are none u> work for me 1 



Nktxb ! I will not know another home. 
Ten summers have past on, with their blue skies 
Green leaves, and singing birds, and sun-kiss'd 

fruit, 
Since here I first took up my last abode,^* 
And here mj bones shall rest You say it is 
A home for beasts, and not for humankind. 
This bleak shed and bare rock, and that the vale 
Below is beautifuL I know the time 
When it looked very beautiful to me ! 
Do you see diat bare spot, where one old oak 
Stands black and leafless, as if scorch'd by fire, 
While round it the ground seems as if a curse 
Were laid upon the soil ? Once by that tree, 
Then cover'd with its leaves and acorn crop, 
A little cottage stood : 'twas very small, 
But had an air of health and peace. The roof 
Was every morning vocal with the song 
Of the rejoicing swallows, whose warm nest 
Was built in safety underneath the thatch ; 
A honeysuckle on the sunny side 
Hung round the lattices its fragrant trumpets. 
Around was a small garden : fruit and herbs 
Were there in comely plenty i and some flowers, 
Heath from the mountains, and the wilding bush 
Gemm'd with red roses, and white apple blossoms, 
Were food for the two hives, whence all day long 
There came a music like the pleasant sound 
Of lulling waters. And at eventide 
It was a goodly sight to see around 
Bright eyes, and faces lighted up with health. 
And youth, and happiness; these were my 

children. 
That cottage was mine home. • . • 

There came a shadow o'er the land, and men 
Were haunted by their fellow-men like beasts, 
And the sweet feelings of himianity 
Were utterly forgotten ; the white head, 
Darken'd with blood and dust, was often laid 
Upon the murder'd infant, for the sword 
Of pride and cruelty was sent to slay 
Those who in age would not forgo the faith 
They had grown up in. I was one of these : 
How r^nld I close the Bible I had read 
Beside my dying mother, which had given 



To me and mine such comfort t But the hand 
Of the oppressor smote us. There were shrieks. 
And naked swords, and faces dark as guilt, 
A rush of feet, a bursting forth of flame. 
Curses, and crashing boards, and infant words 
Praying for merry, and then childish screams 
Of fear and pain. There were these the last night 
The white walls of my cottage stood ; they bound 
And flung me down beside the oak, to watch 
How the red fire gathered, like that of hell. 
There sprang one to the lattice, and leant forth. 
Gasping for the fresh air,— my own feir girl ! 
My only one ! The vision haunts me still : 
The white arms raised to Heaven, and the long 

hair, 
Bright as the light beside it, stiff on the head 
Upright, from terror. In th' accursed glare 
We knew. each other; and I heard a cry 
Half tenderness, half agony, — a crush, — 
The roof fell in, — I saw my child no more ! 
A cloud closed round me, a deep thunder-doud. 
Half darkness and half fire. At length aens^ 

came 
With a remembering, like that wMch a dream 
Leaves, of vague horrors ; but the heavy chain, 
The loathsome straw which was mine only bed. 
The sickly light through the dim bars, 
The silence, were realities ; and then 
I lay on the cold stones, and wept ^oud, 
And pray'd the fever to return again. 
And bring death with it Yet did I escape,-* 
Again I drank the fresh blue air of heaven, 
And felt the sunshine laugh upon my brow ; 
I thought then I would seek my desolate home. 
And die where it had been. I reached the place : 
The ground was bare and scorch'd, and in the 

midst 
Was a black heap of adies. ^Frantickly 
I groped amid them, ever and anon 
Meeting some human fragment, skulls and bonet 
Shapeless and dnden, till I drew a curl, 
A long and beautiful curl of sunny hair, 
Stainless and golden, as but then just severed, 
A love-gift from the head : — ^I knew the hair — 
It vnis my daughter's ! There I stood, and howl'd 
Curses upon that night There came a voice, 
There came a gentle step ; — even on that heap 
Of blood and ashes did I kneel, and pour 
To the great God my gratitude ! That curl 
Was wet with tears of happiness ; that step. 
That voice, were sweet femiliar ones,— one chil^ 
My eldest son, was sent me from the grave ! 
That night he had escaped 

We left the desolate valley, and we went 
Together to the mountains and the woods, 
And there inhabited in love and peace. 
Till a strong spirit came upon men's hearts. 
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And roused them to avenge their many wrongs. 

Yet stood they not in battle, and the arm 

Of the oppressor was at first too mighty. 

Albeit I have lived to see their bonds 

Rent likel>umt flax, yet much of blood was spilt 

Or ever the deliverance was accomplish'd, 

We fled in the dark night At length the moon 

Rose on the midnight, — when I saw the £eu» 



Of my last child was ghastly white, and set 
In the death-agony, and from his side 
The lifieblood came like tears : and then I pray'd 
That he would rest, and let me stanch the wound. 
He motion'd me to fly, and then lay down 
Upon the rock and died ! This is his grave, 
His home and mine. Ask ye now why I dwell 
Upon the rock, and loathe the vale beneath ? 



FRAGMENTS. 



LINES 

WRITTIN UNDER ▲ PICTURE OF ▲ GIRL BURN- 
llfO ▲ LOVE LETTER. 



The lines were fiird with manj a tender thing, 
All the impassion'd heart's fond communing. 



I TOOK the scroll : I could not brook, 

An eye to gaze on it save mine ; 
I could not bear another's look 

Should dwell upon one thought of thine. 
My lamp was burning by my side, 

I held thy letter to the flame, 
I maik*d the blaze swift o*er it glide, 

It did not even spare thy name. 
Soon the light from the embers past, 

I felt so sad to see it die, ^ 
So bright at first, so dark at last, 

I fear'd it was love's history. 



THE SOLDIER'S FUNERAL, 

Aim the muffled drum roU*d on the air. 
Warriors with stately step were there ; 
On every arm was the black crape bound. 
Every carbine was tum'd to the ground ; 
Solemn the sound of their measured tread. 
As silent and slow they foUow'd the dead. 
The riderless horse was led in the rear. 
Inhere were white plumes waving over the bier; 
Heunet and sword were laid on the pall 
Tof it was a soldier's funeral 

That soldier had stood on the battle-plain. 
Where every step was over the slain : 
But the brand and the ball had pass'd him by, 
Andhe came to his native land to die. 



'Twas hard to come to that native land, 

And not clasp one familiar hand ! 

'Twas hard to be numbered amid the dead, 

Or ere he could hear his welcome said ! 

But 'twas something to see its clifls once more. 

And to lay bis bones on his own loved shore ; 

To think that the friends of bis youth might weep 

O'er the green grass turf of the soldier's sleep. 

The bugles ceased their wailing sound 
As the cofiin was lower'd into the ground ; 
A volley was fired, a blessing said. 
One moment's pause— and they left the dead !— 
I saw a poor and an aged man. 
His step was feeble, his lip was wan : 
He knelt him down on the new raised mound. 
His fiice was bow'd on the cold damp ground. 
He raised his head, his tears were done, — 
The father had pray'd o'er his only son ! 



ARION. 



▲ TALX, 



The winds are high, the clouds are dark. 
But stay not thou for storm, my bark ; 
What is the song of love to me. 
Unheard, my sweet Eolxs, by thee 1 
Pair lips may smile, and eyes may shine ; 
But lip nor eye will be like thine, 
And every blush that mantles here 
But images one more bright and mora dear 
My spirit of song b languid and dead, 
If not at thine altar of beauty fed. 
Ag^ I must listen thy gentle tone, 
And make its echo of music my own ; 
Again I must look on thy smile divine, 
Again I must see the red flowers twine 
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Around my harp, enwreatbM by thine hand. 
And waken its chords at my love's command. — 
I have dwelt in a distant but lovely place, 
And worshipp*d many a radiant face ; 
And sipp*d the flowers from the purple wine. 
But they were not so sweet as one kiss of thine. 
I have wander'd o*er land, I have wander'd o'er 



But my heart his ne'er wandered, Eslji, from 

thee.^- 
And, Grbscv, my own, my glorious land I 
I will take no laurel but from thy hand. 
What is the light of a poet's name. 
If it is not his country that hallows his £une ! 
Where may he look for guerdon so fair 
As the honour and praise that await him there 1 
His name will be lost and his grave forgot, 
If the tears of his country preserve them not ! . . 
... He laid him on the deck to sleep, 
And pleasant was his rest, and deep ; 
He heard familiar voices speak, 
He felt his love's breath on his cheek : 
He look'd upon his own blue skies, 
He saw his native temples rise : 
Even in dreams he wept to see 
What he had loved so tenderly. 
The sailors look'd within the hold. 
And envied him his shining gold ; 
They waked him, bade him mark the wave 
And said 'twss for Aa ion's grave ! 
He watch'd each dark &ce that appear'd. 
And saw each heart with gold was sear'd. 
Then roused his spirit's energy. 
And stood prepared in pride to die ! 
He cast one look upon his lyre — 
He felt his heart and hand on fire. 
And pray'd the slaves to let him pour 
His spirit in its song once more ! 
He sung, — the notes at first were low. 
Like the whispers of love, or the breathings of 



The waters were hush'd, and the winds were 

stay'd. 
As he sang his farewell to his Lesbian maid ! 
Even hit murderers paused and wept, 
But look'd on the gold and their purpose kept. 
More proudly he swept the chords along, 
rPwas the stirrmg burst of a battle song— 
And with the last close of his martial strain 
He plunged with his lyre fai the deep blue main ! 
• . • The tempest has burst from its Uacken'd 

dwelling. 
The lightning is flashing, the waters are swelling 
In mountains crested with foam and with froth, 
And the wind has rush'd like a giant fbrdi ; 
The deck is all spray, the mast is shattered. 
The sails, like the leaves in the autumn, are 

scattcr'd 



The mariners pale with fear, for a grave 

Is in the dark bosom of every wave. 

The billows rush'd-— one fearful cry 

Is heard of human agony ! 

Another swell — no trace is seen 

Of what upon its breast has been ! • • . • 

But who hi he, who o'er the sea 

Rides like a god, triumphantly, 

Upon a dolphin ? All is caUn 

Around, the air he breathes is balm. 

And quiet as beneath the sky 

Of his own flowery Arcady ; 

And all grows peaceful, as he rides 

His dolphin through the glassy tides ; 

And ever as he music drew 

From his sweet harp, a brightening hue, 

Like rainbow tints, a gentle bound. 

Told how the creature loved the sound. 

Aaioir, some god has watch'd over thee. 

And saved thee alike from man and the 

The night came on, a summer night, 

With snowy clouds and sof^ starlight ; 

And glancing meteors, like the flash 

Sent from a Greek girl's dark eyelash 

O'er a sky as blue as her own blue eyes, 

Borne by winds as perfumed and light as bm 

sighs. 
The zenith moon was shedding her light 
In the silence and glory of deep midnight, 
When the voice of singing was heard from afiyr. 
Like the music that echoes a falling star ; 
And presently came gliding by 
The Spirit of the melody : 
A radiant shape, her long gold hair 
Flew like a banner on the air. 
Save one or two bright curls that fell 
Like gems upon a neck whose swell 
Rose like the dove's, when its mate's carets 
Is smoothing the soft plumes in tendernesb ; 
And one arm, white as the sea-spray. 
Amid the chords of music lay. 
She swept the strings, and fix'd the while 
Her dark eye's wild luxuriant smile 
Upon Aaioif ; and her lip. 
Like the first spring rose that the bee can sip, 
CurI'd half in the pride of its loveliness, 
And half with a love-sigh's voluptuousnc 



J 



There is a voice of music swelb 

In the ocean's coral groves; 
Sweet is the harp in the peariy cells, 

Where the step of the sea-maid roves. 
The angry storm when it rolls above. 

At war with the foaming wave. 
Is soil and low as the voice of love. 

Ere it reach her sparry cave. 
When the sun seeks his glorious les^ 

And his beams o'er ocean fiUl, 
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The gold and the crimson, spread on the west, 

Brighten her crystal halL 
The sands of amber breathe perfume, 

Gemm*d with pearls like tears of snow, 
Around in wreaths the white sea-flowers bloom, 

The waves in music flow. 
Child of the lyre ! is not this a spot 

That would suit the minstrel well 1 
Then haste thee and share the sea-maid's lot, 

Her love, and her spar built ceU. 

AmioF scarcely heard the strain. 
Her song was lost, her smile was vain. 
He had a charm, all charms above. 
To guard his heart — the charm of love. 
He floated on. The morning came. 
With lip of dew and cheek of flame ; 
He look'd upon his native shore, 
His vojrage, his perilous voyage is o'er. 
There stood a temple by the sea. 
Raised to its queen, Axphitbitb : 
Aaioir entered, and kneeling then 
He saw a girl, like spring-day fair. 
Feeding with incense the sacred flame. 
And he heard her hynm, and it breathed his 

name. 
O, Love ! a whole life is not worth this Miss 
EoLX has met her Ariob 's kiss ! — 
They raised an altar upon the seashore, 
And every spring they cover'd it o'er 
With fruits of the wood and flowers of the field, 
And the richest periiimes that the East ' could 

yield; 
And as the waves roll'd, they knelt by the side, 
And pour'd their hymn to the Queen of the 

Tide. 



MANMADIN, THE INDIAN CUPID, 

riOATINO DOWN THI OAlfOBS.* 

TnamB is a darkness on the sky, 
And the troubled waves run high. 
And the lightning flash is breaking. 
And the thunder peal is waking ; 
Reddening meteors, strange and bright. 
Cross the rainbow's timid light, 
As if mingled hope and fear. 
Storm and sunshine, shook the sphere. 

*Carodeo,or Manmadin, the Indian Cupid, Is pictured 
In Ackermann*! preujr work on Hiodostan in another funn. 
Be Is riding a green pairoi, his bow of sugarcane, the cord 
of bees, and his arrows all sorts of flowers : but one alone 
is headed, and the head covered with honey-oooib. 



Tempest winds rush fierce along, 
Bearing yet a sound of song, 
Music's on the tempest's wing. 
Wafting thee young Mabjlasib ! 
Pillow'd on a lotus flower 
Gathered in a summer hour. 
Rides he o'er the mountain wave 
Which would be a tall ship's grave ! 
At his back his bow is slung. 
Sugar-cane, with wild bees strungf-^ 
Bees bom with the buds of spring, 
Yet with each a deadly sting ; 
Grasping in his infant hand 
Arrows in their silken band. 
Each made of a signal flower. 
Emblem of its varied power ; 
Some form'd of the silver leaf 
Of the almond, bright and brie( 
Just a frail and lovely thing. 
For but one hour's flourishing ; 
Others, on whose shaft there glows 
The red beauty of the rose ; 
Some in spring's half-folded bloom, 
Some in summer's full perfiune ; 
Some with wither'd leaves and sere. 
Falling with the falling year ; 
Some bright with the rainbow dyes 
Of the tulip's vanities ; 
Some, bound with the lily's bell. 
Breathe of love that dares not tell 
Its sweet feelings ; the dark leaves 
Of the esignum, which grieves 
Droopingly, round some were bound ; 
Others were with tendrils wound 
Of the green and laughing vincy— 
And the barb was dipp'd in wine. 
But all these are summer ills. 
Like the tree whose stem distils 
Balm beneath its pleasant shade 
In the wounds its thorns have made. 
Though the flowers may fade and die, 
'TIS but a light penalty. 
All these bloom-clad darts are meant 
But for a shortlived content I 
Yet one arrow has a power 
Lasting till life's latest hour^ 
Weary day and sleepless night. 
Lightning gleams of fierce delight. 
Fragrant and yet poison'd sighs, 
Agonies and ecstasies ; 
Hopes, like fires amid the gloom. 
Lighting only to consume ! 
Happiness one hasty draught. 
And the lip has venom quaff 'd. 
Doubt, despairing, crime, and craft. 
Are upon that boney'd shaft ! 
It has made the crowned king 
Crouch beneath his suflering ; 
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Made the beauty's cheek more pale 
TYian the foldings of her veil ; 
Like a child the soldier kneel 
Who had mock'd at flame or steel ; 
Bade the fires of genius turn 
On their own breasts, and there bora ; 
A wound, a blight, a curse, a doom. 
Bowing young hearts to the tomb 1 
Well may storm be on the sky, 
And the waters roll on high, 
When Maitxadih passes by. 
Eaith below, and heayen above. 
Well may bend to thee, O Love ! 



THE FEMALE CONVICT* 

8as shrank firom all, and her silent mood 
Made her wish only for solitude : 
Her eye sought the ground, as it could not brook. 
Tor innermost shame, on another's to look ; 
And the cheerings of comfort fell on her ear 
Like deadliest words, thai w^re curses to hear ! — 
She still was young, and she had been fiur ; 
But weather stains, hunger, toil, and care, 
That frost and fever that wear the heart, 
Had made the colours of youth depart 
From the sallow cheek, save over it came 
The burning flush of the spirit's shame. 

They were sailing o'er the salt sea-foam. 
Far from her country, fiur firom her home ; 
And all she had left for her friends to keep 
Was a name to hide, and a memory to weep ! 
And her fiiture held forth but the felon's lot. 
To live forsaken — to die forgot ! 
She could not weep, and she could not pray. 
But she wasted and wither'd from day to day. 
Till you might have counted each sunken vein 
When her wrist was prest by the iron chain ; 
And sometimes I thought her large dark eye 
Had the glisten of red insanity. 

She call'd me once to her sleeping place ; 
A strange, wild look was upon her face, 
Her eye flash'd over her cheek so white, 
Like a gravestone seen in the pale moonlight. 
And she spoke in a low, unearthly tone— 
The sound from mine ear hath never gone ! 
**I had last night the loveliest dream : 
My own land shone in the summer beam, 
I saw the fields of the golden grain, 
I heard the reaper's harvest strain ; 

* Suggested by the interesting description in the Me* 
Boin of John Nicol. marioer, quoted In the Review of the 
lnamAM,r OAsarrs. 



There stood on the hiUs the green pine tree, 

And the thrush and tlie lark sang merrily. 

A long and a weary way I had come ; 

But I stopp'd, methought, by mine own sweet 

home. 
I stood by the hearth, and my frther sat there, 
With pale, thin &ce, and snow-white hair ! 
The Bible lay open upon his knee. 
But he closed the book to welcome me. 
He led me next where my mother lay. 
And together we knelt by her grave to pray, 
And heard a hymn it was heaven to hear, ^ 
For it echo'd one to my young days dear. 
This dream has waked feelings long, long since 

fled; 
And hopes which I deem'd in my heart weri 

dead! 
— We have not spoken, but still I have hung 
On the northern accents that dwell on thy tongue ; 
To me they are music, to me they recall 
The things long hidden by Memory's pall I 
Take this long curl of yellow hair. 
And give it my £ither, and tell him my prayer. 
My dying prayer, was for him." . • . 

Next day 
Upon the deck a coffin lay ; 
They raised it up, and like a dirge 
The heavy gale swept o'er the surge ; 
The corpse was cast to the wind and wave— 
The convict has fotmd in the green sea a grave. 



THE PAINTER'S LOVE, 

Team skies are blue, your sun is bright ; 
But sky nor sun has that sweet light 
Which gleam'd upon the summer sky 
Of my own lovely Ita.lt ! 
'TIS long since I have breathed the air, 
Which, fill'd with odours, floated thore^— 
Sometimes in sleep a gale sweeps by, 
Rich with the rose and myrtle's sigh }— 
'TIS long since I have seen the vine 
With Autumn's topaz clusters shine ; 
And watch'd the laden branches bending. 
And heard the vintage songs ascending ; 
*Tii very long since I have seen 
The ivy's death wreath, cold and green, 
Himg round the old and broken stone 
Raised by the hands now dead and gone( 
I do remember one lone spot, 
By most imnoticed or forgot — 
Would that I too recall'd it not ! 
It was a little temple, gray 
With half its pillars worn away, 
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No roof left, but one cypress tree 

Flinging its branches mournfully : 

In ancient days this was a shrine 

For guddess or for 'nymph divine. 

And sometimes I have dream'd I heard 

A step soft as a lover's word, 

And caught a perfume on the air, 

And saw a shadow gliding fair, 

Dim, sad as if it came tosigh 

0*er thoughts, and things, and time paie'd by I 

On one side of the temple stood 

A deep and solitary wood. 

Where che^^tnuts rear'd their giant length, 

And mock*d the fallen columns strength ; 

It was the lone wood-pigeon's home, 

And flocks of them would ofUimes come 

And, lighting on the temple, pour 

A cooing dirge to days no more ! 

And by its side there was a lake 

With only snow-white swans to break. 

With ebon feet and silver wing, 

The quiet waters' glittering. 

And when sometimes, as eve closed in, 

I waked my lonely mandolin. 

The gentle birds came gliding near, 

Ai if they loved that song to hear. 

'TIS past, 'tis past, my happineai 
Was all too pure and passionless ! 
I waked from calm and pleasant dreama 
To watch the morning's earliest gleams, 
Wandering with light feet 'mid the dew, 
Till my cheek caught its rosy hue ; 
And when uprose the brigfat«yed moon, 
I sorrow'd day was done so soon ; 
Save that I loved the sweet starlight, 
The soft, the happy sleep of night I 

Time has changed since, and I have wept 
The day away ; and when I slept. 
My sleeping eyes ceased not their tears ; 
And jealousies, griefs, hopes, and fears, 
Even in slumber held their reign. 
And gnaw*d my heart, and rack'd my brain ! 
O much, — most withering 'tis to feel 
The hours like guilty creatures steal. 
To wish the weary day was past. 
And yet to have no hope at last ! 
All's in that curse, aught else above. 
That fell on me — betrayed love ! 

There was a stranger sought our land, 
A youth, who with a painter's hand 
Traced our sweet valleys and our vines. 
The moonlight on the ruin'd shrines, 
And now and then the brow of pearl 
And black eyes of the peasant girl : 
We met and loved — ah ! even now 
9fypuhe throbt to rscall that tow 



Our first kiss seal'd, we stood beneath 

The cypress tree's funereal wreath. 

That temple*s roofl But what thought I 

Of aught like evil augury ! 

I only felt his burning sighs, 

I only look'd within his eyes, 

I saw no dooming star above. 

There is such happiness in love ! 

I left, with him, my native shore. 

Not as a bride who passes o'er 

Her father's threshold with his blessing, 

With flovfrers strewn and friends caressing, 

Kind words, and purest hopes to cheer 

The bashfulness of maiden fear ; 

But I — I fled as culprits fly. 

By night, watch*d only by one eye. 

Whose look was all the world to me. 

And it met mine so tenderly, 

I thought not of the days to come, 

I thought not of my own sweet home, 

Nor of mine aged father's sorrow, — 

Wiki love takes no thought for to-mooow. 

I left my home, and I was left 

A stranger in his land, bereft 

Of even hope ; there was not one 

Familiar &ce to look upon. — 

Their speech was strange. This penalty 

Was meet ; but surely not from thee. 

False love ! — 'twas not for thee to break 

The heart but sulUed for thy sake !— 

I could have wish'd once more to see 
Thy green hills, loveliest Italy ! 
I could have wish'd yet to have hung 
Upon the music of thy tongue ; 
I could have wish'd thy flowers to bloom— 
Thy cypress planted by the tomb ! 
This wish is vain, my grave must be 
Far distant from my own country ! 
I must rest here.— ^O lay me then 
By the white church in yonder glen , 
Amid the darkening elms, it seems. 
Thus silver'd over by the beams 
Of the pale moon, a very shrine 
For wounded hearts — it shall be mine ! 
There is one comer, green and lone, 
A dark yew over it has thrown 
Long, nightlike boughs ; 'tis thickly set 
With primrose and with violet 
Their bloom's now past ; but in the spring 
They will be sweet and glistening. 
There is a bird, too, of your clime. 
That sings there in the winter time ; 
My funeral hymn his song will be. 
Which there are none to chant, save he 
And let there be memorial none, , 
No name upon the cold white stone ! 
The only heart where I would be 
Remember'd, is now dead to me I 
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I would not even have him weep 
O'er his Italiui love s last sleep. 
O, tears are a most worthless token 

When hearts they would have soothed are broken ! 
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Alai I that cloodn should ever ■tsal 

O'er Love's delicious skjr ; 
That ever Love's sweet lip should feel 

Aught txit the geatlesi sigh 1 

Love Is a pearl of purest hoe, 
But sioroijr waves are round It j 

Aod dearly majr a woman rue 
The hour that first she Ibund it. 



Thx lips that breathed this song were fidr 
As those the rose-touched Houries wear, 
And dimpled by a smile, whose spell 
Not even sighs could quite dispel ; 
And eyes of that dark azure light 
Seen only at the deep midnight ; 
A cheek, whose crimson hues seem'd caught 
From the first tint by April brought 
To the peach bud ; and clouds of curl 
Over a brow of blue-vein'd pearl, 
Falling hke sunlight, just one shade 
Of chestnut on its golden braid. 
Is she not all too fair to weep ? 
Those young eyes should be closed m sleep, 
Dreaming those dreams the moonlight brings, 
When the dew fells and the nightingale sings 
Dreams of a word, of a look, of a sigh, 
1111 the cheek bums and the heart beats high. 
But Iwax sits and weeps in her bower, 
Pale as the gleam on the white orange-flower. 
And counting the wearying moments o'er 
For his return, who returns no more I 

There was a time— a time of bliss, 

When to have met his Iirsz' kiss, 

To but look in her deep-blue eye, 

To breathe the air sweet with her sigh. 

Young JcTAH would have urged his steed 

Widi the lightning of a lover's speed, — 

Ere she should have shed one single tear. 

He had courted danger, and smiled at fear; 

But he had parted in high disdain, 

And sworn to dash from his heart the rh»iwy 

Of one who, he said, was too light to be 

Holy and pure in her constancy. 

Alas ! that woman, not content 

With her peculiar element 

Of gentle love, should ever tiy 

Tlw meteor spells of vanity ! 



Her world should be of love alone, 

Of one fond heart, and only one. 

For heartless flattery, and sighs 

And looks false as the rainbow's dyes. 

Are veiy worthless. And that mom 

Had Jdaw from his Iwez home 

All woman's pettiness of scorn ; 

Had watch'd for her averted eye 

In vain, — had seen a rival nigh 

And smiled upon : he wildly swore 

To look on the false one no more, 

Who thus could trifle, thus could break 

A fond heart for the triumph's sake.—- 

And yet she loved him,— O ! how well, 

Let woman's own fond spirit tell. 

When the warriors met in their high career, 

Went not her heart along with his spear 1 

The dance seem'd sad, and the festival dim. 

If her hand was unclaun'd by him ; 

Waked she her lute, if it breathed not his name 1 

Lay she in dreams, but some thought of him 
camot 

No flowers, no smiles, were on life's dull tide, 

When JuAW was not by his Iw ax' side. 

And yet they parted ! Still there clings 

An earth-stain to the fairest things ; 

And love, that most delicious gift 

Upon life's shrine of sorrow led, 

Has its own share of sufiering : 

A shade falls from its radiant wing, 

A spot steals o'er its sunny brow. 

Fades the rose-lip's witching glow. 

'Tis well,— for earth were too like heaven. 

If length of life to love were given. 

He has left the land of the chestnut and lime 

For the cedar and rose of a southern clime. 

With a pilgrim's vow and a soldier's bAnd, 

To fight in the wars of the Holy Land. 

No colours are placed on his helm beside. 

No lady's scarf o'er his neck is tied, 

A dark plume alone does young J a ah wear :— 

Look where warriors are thickest, that plume will 
be there. 

But what has fame to do with one 

Whose light and hope of fame are gone 1 

O, &me is as the moon above. 

Whose sun of light and life is love. 

There is more in the smile of one gentle eye 
Than the thousand pages of history ; 
There is more in the spell of one slight gaze. 
Than the loudest plaudiu the crowd can raise. 
Take the gems in glory's coronal, 
And one smile of beauty is worth them all. 



He was not lonely quite, — a shade, 
A dream, a fimcy, round him play'd ; 
Sometimes low, at the twilight hour. 
He heard a voice hke thai whose ^^R«t 
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Was on his heart : it sangr a strain 

Of those whose love was fond, yet vain : 

Sweet like a dream, — ^yet none might say 

Whose was the voice, or whose the lay. 

And once, when worn with toil and care^ 

All that the soldier has to bear. 

With none to soothe and none to blesa 

His hour of sickly loneliness, 

When, waked to consciousness again, 

The fire gone from his heart and brain, 

He could remember some fair thing 

Around his pillow hovering ; 

Of white arms in whose clasp he slept ; 

Of young blue eyes that o*er him wept; 

How, when on the parched lip and brow 

Burnt the red fever's hottest glow, 

Some one had brought dew of the spring, 

With woman's own kind solacing 

And he had heard a voice, whose thrill 

Was echo'd by his bosom still. 

It was not hen — ^it could but be 

A dream, the fever's fantasie. • • • 

Deadly has been the fight to-day ; 
But now the infidels give way, 
And dmeter and turban'd band 
Scatter before the foeman's hand ; 
And in the rear, with sword and spur 
Follows the Christian conqueror. 
And one dark chief rides first of all— 
A warrior at his festival — 
Chasing his prey, till none are near 
To aid the single soldier's spear, 
Save one slight boy. Of those who flew. 
Three turn, the combat to renew : 
They fly, but death is on the field — 
That page's breast was Ju ah's shield. 
He bore the boy where, in the shade 
Of the green palm, a fountain made 
Its pleasant music ; tenderly 
He laid his head upon his knee. 
And from the dented helm unroll'd 
The blood-stain'd curls of summer gold. 
Knew he not then those deep-blue eyes, 
That lip of rose, and smiles, and sighs t 
His Inez I — ^his!— could this be her,-^ 
Thus for his sake a wanderer ! — 
He spoke not, moved not, but sate there, 
A statue in his cold despair, 
Watching the lip and cheek decay. 
As faded life's last hue away. 
While she lay sweet and motionless, 
As only faint with happiness. 
At length she spoke, in that sweet tone 
Woman and love have for their own : 
** This is what I have pray'd might be— 
Has death not seal'd my truth to thee 1" 



A cypress springs by yonder grave. 
And music froni the fountain wave 
Sings its low dirge to the pale rose 
That, near, ih lonely beauty blows. 
Two lovers sleep beneath. O, sweet, 
Even in the grave, it is to meet ; 
Sweet even the death-couch of stone, 
When shared with some beloved one ; 
And sweeter than life the silent rest 
Of brxx on her Juah's breast 



THE OAK. 

... It is the last survivor of a race 
Strong in their forest-pride when I was young. 
I can remember when, for miles around. 
In place of those smooth meadows and ooim- 

fields, 
There stood ten thousand tall and stately trees, 
Such as had braved the winds of March, the bolt 
Sent by the summer Ughtning, and the snow 
Heaping for weeks their boughs. Even in thB 

depth 
Of hot July the glades were cool ; the grass. 
Yellow and parch'd elsewhere, grew long and 

fi'esh. 
Shading wild strawberries and violets, 
Or the lark's nest ; and overhead the dove 
Had her lone dwelling, paying for her home 
With melancholy songs ; and scarce a beedi 
Was there without a honeysudde link'd 
Around, with its red tendrils and pink flowers ; 
Or girdled by a brier rose, whose buds 
Yield firagrant harvest for the honey bee. 
There dwelt the last red deer, those antlei'd 

kings. . . 
But this is as a dream, — the plough has paasM 
Where the stag bounded, and the day has look'd 
On the green twilight of the forest trees. 
This oak has no companion ! . . 



THE VIOLET. 

VioLXTs !— deep-blue violets ! 
April's loveliest coronets ! 
There are no flowers g^row in the vale, 
Kiss'd by the dew, woo'd by the gale, — 
None by the dew of the twilight wet. 
So sweet as the deep-blue violet ; 
I do remember how sweet a brea^ 
Came with the azure light of a wreath 
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That hong round the wild harp*s golden chorda, 

Which rang to my dark-eyed lover*8 words. 

I hare seen that dear harp roll*d 

With gems of the East and bands of gold ; 

But it nerer was sweeter than when set 

With leaves of the deep-blue Tiolet ! 

And when the grave shall open for me,—- 

I care not how soon that time may be,— 

Piever a rose shall grow on that tomb, 

It breathes too much of hope and of bloom ; 

But there be that flower's meek regret, 

The bending and deep-blue violet ! 



CHANGE, 

AwD this is what is left of youth ! • . • 
There were two boys, who were bred up together, 
Shared the same bed, and fed at the same board ; 
Each tried the other's sport, from their first chase, 
Young hunters of the butterfly and bee, 
To when they followed the fleet hare, and tried 
The swiftness of the bird. They lay beside 
The silver trout stream, watching as the sun 
Play'd on the bubbles : shared each in the store 
Of cither's garden : and together read 
Of him, the master of the desert isle. 
Till a low hut, a gun, and a canoe. 
Bounded their wishes. Or if ever came 
A thought of future days, 'twas but to say 
That they would share each other's lot, and do 
Wonders, no doubt But this was vain: they 

parted 
With promises of long remembrance, words 
Whose kindness was the heart's, and those warm 

tears. 
Hidden like shame by the young eyes which shed 

them. 
But which are thought upon in after years 
As what we would give worlds to shed once more. 

They met again, — ^but diflerent firom themselves, 
At least what each remember'd of themselves : 
The one proud as a soldier of his rank. 
And of his many battles : and the other 
Proud of his Indian wealth, and of the skill 
And toil which gather'd it ; each with a brow 
And heart alike darken'd by years and care. 
They met with cold words, and yet colder looks : 
Each was changed in himself and yet each 

diought 
The other only changed, himself the same. 
And coldness bred dislike, and rivalry 
Came like the pestilence o'er some sweet tfaou^ts 
That hnger'd yet, healthy and beaotiftU, | 



Amid dark and unkindly ones. And they. 
Whose boyhood had not known one jarring word. 
Were strangers in their age: if their eyes met, 
'Twas but to look contempt, and when they spoke. 
Their speech was wormwood ! . . . . 
. . • . And this, this is life ! 



THE GRAY CROSS. 

A esAT cross stands beneath yon old beech 
tree; 
It marks a soldier's and a maiden's grave : 
Around it is a grove of orange trees, 
With silver blossoms and with goklen firuit 
It was a Spaniard, whom he saved firom death, 
Raised that cross o'er the gallant Englishmant 

He left home a young soldier, ftill of hope 
And enterprise ! — he fell in his first field I 
There came a lovely pilgrim to his tomb^ 
The blue-eyed girl, lus own betroth'd brides- 
Pale, delicate,— one looking as the gale 
That bow'd the rose could sweep her from the 

earth. 
Tet she had left her home, where eveiy look 
Had been watch'd, O, so tenderly ! — and mile% 
Long weary miles, had wander'd. When di0 

came 
To the dim shadow of the aged beech. 
She was worn to a shadow ; colourless 
The cheek once dyed by her own mountain 
She reach'd the grave and died upon the sod I 
They laid her by her lover : — and her tale 
Is often on the songs that the guitar 
Echoes in the lime valleys of Castile 1 



CRESCENTIUS. 

I look'd upon his brow,— no sign 

Of guilt or fear was there ; 
He stood as proud by that death-shzin* 

As even o'er Despair 
He had a power; in his eye 
There was a quenchless eneigj, 

A spirit that could dare 
The deadliest form that Death oookl taka. 
And dare it for the daring's sake. 

He stood, the Ibttera on his hand,— 

He raised them haughtily ; 
Andhad that grasp been on the brand. 

It couki not wave on high 
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Whh finccr pride than it waved now. 
Around he looked with changeleas brow 

On many a torture ni^h : 
The rack, the chain, the axe, the wheel, 
And, worst of all, his own red steeL 

I saw him once before ; he rode 

Upon a coal-black steed, 
And tens of thousands throng'd the road 

And bade their warrior speed. 
His helm, his breastplate, were of gold, 
And graved with many a dent that told 

Of many a soldier's deed ; 
The sun shone on his sparkling mail, 
And danced his anow-plume on the gale. 

But now he stood chainM and alone. 

The headsman by his side. 
The plume, the helm, the charger, gone 

The sword which had defied 
The mightiest, lay broken near ; 
And yet no sign or sound of fear 

Cai^from that lip of pride ; 
And never king or conqueror*s brow 
Wore' higher look than his did now. 

He bent beneath the headsman's stroke 

With an uncovered eye ; 
A wild shout from the numbers broke 

Who throng'd to see him die. 
It was a people's loud acclaim. 
The voice of anger and of shame, 

A nation's funeral cry, 
Rome's wail above her only son. 
Her patriot and her latest one. 



ON A STAR. 

Bbavttfui star that art wandering tfarougji 
The midnight ocean's waves of blue ! 
I hav<^ watchM since thy first pale ray 
Rose on the farewell of summer's day,— - 
From thy first sweet shrine on the twilight hour, 
To thy present blaze of beauty and power ! 
Would I could read my destiny. 
Lovely and glorious star, in thee ! 
Yet why should I wish 1 — I know too wdl 
Why thy Ublet of light would tell ! 
What, O ! what could I read there. 
But the depths of Love's despair,—- 
Blighted feelings, like leaves that &0 
The first firom April's coronal,— 
Hopes like meteors that shine and depwt— > 
An eMiiy grvvt, and a broken heart ! 



BOHO. 

Farewell ! — and never think of me 

In lighted hall or lady's bower ! 
Farewell ! — and never think of me 

In spring sunshine or sununer hour !— 
But when you see a lonely grave, 

Just where a broken heart might be, 
With not one mourner by its sod. 

Then — and then only — thikk of ms I 



HOME. 

I LSFT my home ; — 'twas in a little vale 
Shelter d from snow-storms by the stately pines , 
A small clear river wandered quietly, 
Its smooth waves only cut by the Ught barks 
Of fishers, and but darken'd by the shade 
The willows fiung, when to the southern wind 
They threw their long green tresses. On tha 

slope 
Were five or six white cottages, whose roofs 
Reach *d not to the laburnum's height, whoM. 

boughs 
Shook over them bright showers of golden bloom. 
Sweet silence reign'd around : — no other sound 
Came on the air, than when the shepherd made 
The reed-pipe ruddy musical, or notes 
From the wild birds, or children in their play 
Sending forth shouts of laughter. Strangen 

come 
Rarely or never near the lonely place. . . . 
I went into far countries. Years past by. 
But still that vale in silent beauty dwelt 
Within my memory. Home I came at last 
I stood upon a mountain height, and look'd 
Into the vale below ; and smoke arose, 
And heavy sounds ; and through the thick dim air 
Shot blacken'd turrets, and brick walls, and roofii 
Of the red tile. I enter'd in the streets : 
There were ten thousand hurrying to and fro ; 
And masted vessels stood upon the river. 
And barges sullied the once dew-clear stream. 
Where were the willows, where the cottages 1 
I sought my home ; I sought, and found a ci^, 
Alas ! for the green valley ! 



THE EMERALD RING. 

▲ SUPSKSTlTIOir. 

It if a gem which hath the power to ikucm 
If plighted loveri keep their fiuth orno: 
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IT&itfafbl, h is like the leaves of spring; 
If Pithless, like those leaves when withering. 

Take ba^ again your emerald gem, 
There is no colour in the stone ; 

It might have graced a diadem, 

But now its hue and Ught are gone ! 
Take back your gift, and gtre me min»— 

The kiss that seal'd our last love-TOW ; 
Ah, other lips have been on thine,-^ 

My kiss is lost and sullied now I 
The gem is pale, the kiss forgot, 

And, more than either, you are changed ; 
But mi/ true k>Te has altered not. 

My heart is broken — not estranged ! 



LOVE. 

8hi prest her sfigfat hand to her brow, or pain 
Or bitter thoughts were passing there. The room 
Had no light but that from the fireside, 
Which show*d, then hid her &ce. How Tezj 

pale 
It look'd, when oyer it the glummer shone ! 
Is not the rose companion of the spring 1 
Tlien wherefore has the red-leaved flower for- 
gotten 
Her cheek t The tears stood in her large dark 

eye»— 
Her beautiful daric eyes — like hyacinth stars. 
When shines their shadowy glory through the 

dew 
Tliat smnmer nights have wept; — she felt them 

not, 
Her heart was fior away ! Her fragile form. 
Like the young willow when for the first time 
The wind sweeps o'er it rudely, had not lost ^ 
Its own peculiar grace ; but it was bow'd 
By sickness, or by worse than sickness — sorrow ! 
And this is Love ! — O ! why should woman love ; 
Wasting her dearest feelings, till health, hope, 
Happiness, are but things of which henceforth 
She'D only know the name ? Her heart b sear*d : 
A sweet light has been thrown upon its life. 
To make its darkness the more terrible. 
And this is Love ! 



LOVE, HOPE, AND BEAUTY. 

LovB may be increased by fean, 
May be fann'd with sighs, 

Vttist by fiuicies, fed by doubts ; 
But without Hope it dies ! 

C7) 



As in the fiur Indian isles 

Dies the young cocoa tree. 
Unless within the pleasant shade 

Of the parent plant it be : 
80 Love may spring up at first 

Lighted at Beauty's eyes ;— 
But Beauty is not all its life. 

For without Hope it dies. 



THE CRUSADER. 

Hb is c6me from the land of the sword and shrine. 
From the sainted battles of Palestine ; 
The snow plumes wave o'er his victor crest. 
Like a glory the red cross hangs at his breast ; 
His courser is black as black can be. 
Save die brow star white as the foam of the sea. 
And he wears a scarf of broidery rare, 
The last love-gift of his lady fiur : 
It bore for device a cross and a dove, 
And the words, ** I am voWd to my God and my 

love !" 
He comes not back the same that he went, 
For his sword has been tried, and his strength has 

been spent; 
His golden hair has a deeper brown. 
And his brow has caught a darker firown. 
And its lip hath lost its bojrish red. 
And the shade of the south o*er his cheek is 

spread; 
But stately his step, and his bearing high, 
And wild the light of his fieiy eye ; 
And proud in the lists were the maiden bright 
Who might daun the Knight of the Cross for her 

knight 
But he rides for the home he has pined to see 
In the court, in the camp, in captivify. 

He reached the castle, — die gate was thrown 
Open and wide, but he stood there alone ; 
He enter'd the door, — ^his own step was all 
That echo'd within the deserted hall ; 
He stood on the roof of the ancient tower. 
And for banner there waved one pale wall-flower ; 
And for sound of the trumpet and sound of the 

horn, 
Came the scream of the owl on the night^wind 

borne; 
And the turrets were felling, the vassals wers 

flown. 
And die bat ruled the halls he had diought hi* 

own. 
His heart throbb'd high : O, never again 
Might he soothe with sweet dioughts his qpinf ■ 

pain; 

t 
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He never might think on his boyish yean 

Till his eyes grew dim with those sweet wann 

tears 
Which Hope and Memory shed when they meet 
The grave of his kindred was at his feet : 
He stood alone, the last of his race. 
With the cold, wide world for his dwelling-place. 
The home x)f his fethers gone to decay, — 
AH but their memoiy vnis pass'd away ; 
No one to welcome, no one to share. 
The laurel he no more was proud to wear : 
He came in the pride of his war success 
But to weep over eveiy desolateness. 
They pointed him to a barren plain 
Where his father, his brothers, his kinsmen were 

slain; 
They show*d him the lowly grave, where slept 
The maiden whose scarf he so truly had kept; 
But they could not show him one living thing 
To which his withered heart could ding. . . . 

Amid the warriors of Palestine 
Is one, the first in the battle-line ; 
It IB not for glory he seeks the field. 
For a blasted tree is upon his shield. 
And the motto he bears is, " I fight for a grave :*' 
He found it^— that warrior has died with the brave ! 



THE WARRIOR, 

▲ SKETCH. 

Tbb warrior went forth in the morning light, — 
Waved like a meteor his plume of white, 
Scarce might his gauntleted hand restrain 
The steed that snorted beneath the rein : 
Yet curb*d he its pride, for upon him there 
Gaaed the dark eye of his ladye fair. 
She stood on the tower to watch him ride,— 
The maiden whose hand on his bosom had tied 
The scarf she had work'd ;— Hshe saw him depart 
With a tearless eye, though a beating heart ; 
But when the knight of her love was gone, 
She went to her bower to weep alone. 
The warrior past, — ^but first he took 
At the castle- wall one parting look, 
And thought of the evening when he should bring 
His lady his battle offering ; 
Then like a thought he dashed o'er the plain. 
And with banner and brand came his vassal train, 
It was a thrilling sound to hear 
The bugle's welcome of warlike cheer ; 
It was a thrilling sight to see 
The ranks of that gallant company : 



Many were there stately and tall, 

But Edith's knight was the first of all^^ 

The day is past, and the moonbeams weep 

O'er the many that rest in their last cokl sleep ; 

Near to the gash'd and nerveless hand 

Is the pointless spear and the broken brand ; 

The archer lies like an arrow spent, 

His shafts all loose and his bow unbent; 

Many a white plume torn and red, 

Bright curls rent from the graceful head. 

Helmet and breastplate scatter'd around. 

Lie a fearful show on the well-fought ground ; 

While the crow and the raven flock over head 

To feed on the hearts of the helpless dead, 

Save when scared by the glaring eye 

Of some wretch in his last death agony. 

Lighted up is that castle-wall. 
And twenty harpers wait in the hall ; 
On the board is mantling the purple wine. 
And wreaths of white flowers the maidens twine; 
For distant and faint is heard the swell 
Of bugles and voices from yonder dell, — > 
The victors are coming : and by the tower 
Had Edith watch'd for the midnight hour. 

O, that lone sickness of the heart. 
Which bids the weary moments depart, 
Yet dreads their departing ; the cross she held fiut^ 
And kiss'd ofi* the tears — they are come at last ! 
But has not the bugle a plaining wail. 
As the notes of its sadness come on the gale ; 
Why comes there no shout of the victor's pride, ' 
As red fit)m the battle they homewards ride ? 
Yet high o'er their ranks is their white banner 

borne. 
While beneath droops the foeman's, blood-atain'd 

and torn. 
Said not that young warrior thus it should be. 
When he talk'd to his Edith of victory 1 
Yet, maiden, weep o'er thy loneliness. 
Is not yon dark horse riderless ? 
She flew to the gate, — she stood there alone,— 
Where was he who to meet her had flown 1 
The dirge grew plain as the troop came near,— 
They bear the young chieftain cold on his bier ! 



APOLOGUE : 

THE THOUGHT SUGGESTED BT A SPANISH SATUffff 
" Aia — FIRE WATERS-SHAME.'* 

WATXm. 

Skbk for me in the Arab maid's bower 
Where the Ciuntain plays over the jasmine flowtr; 



BALLADS. 
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Seek for me in die light cascacle 

Hie minstrel lists in the greenwood shade ; 

8edL me at mom 'mid the violet's dyes : 

Seek me where rainbows paint April skies : 

In the Uoe mdi of nrers, the depths of the sea, 

If we dioold sever, there seek for me. 

riBs. 

SedL for me where the war-shots meet. 
Where the soldier's cloak is his windingsheet ; 
Seek for me where the lava wave 
Bnnts from Etna's secret cave ; 
8e^ for me where Christmas mirth 
Brightens the circle of love round your hearth ; 
Where meteor-flames glance, where the stars are 

bright; 
Where the heacon flashes at the dead midni^t; 



Where the lightning scathes the tall oak tree. 
If we should sever, there seek for me. 

AIR. 

Seek for me where the Spanish maid 
Hearkens at eve to the serenade : 
Seek for me where the clouds are dark, 
Where the billows fovn round the sinking bark ; 
Where the aspen-leaf floats on the summer's 

gale. 
Where the rose bends low at the nightingale's 

tale: 
Where the windharp wakens in melody. 
If we should sever, there seek for me. 

Seek not me, if we should sever : 
Parted once, we part forever. 



BALLADS. 



THE SOLDIER'S GRAVE. 

Thess's a white stone placed upon yonder tomb, 

Beneath is a soldier lying : 
^Vhe death wound came amid sword and plume, 

Mlien banner and ball were flying. 

7et now he sleeps, the turf on his breast. 

By wet wild flowers surrounded ; 
The church shadow falls o'er bis place of rest. 

Where the steps of his childhood bounded. 

lliere were tears that fell from manly eyes^ 
There was woman's gentler weeping. 

And the v^ling of age and infimt cries. 
O'er the grave where he lies sleeping. 

He had left his home in his spirit's pride. 
With his father's sword and blessing ; 

He stood with the valiant side by side. 
His countj/s wrongs redressing. 

He came again in the light of his fiune, 
When the red campaign was over : 

One heart that in secret had kept his name, 
Was claim'd by the soldier lover. 

Bot the cloud of strife came upon the sky ; 

He left his sweet home for battle : 
And his young child's lisp for the loud wamriy, 

And the cannon's long death-rattle. 



He came agam, — ^but an alter'd man : 
The path of the grave was before him. 

And the smile that he wore was cold and wan. 
For the shadow of death hung o'er him 

He spoke of victory, — spoke of cheer : — 
These are words that are vainly spoken 

To the childless mother or orphan's ear. 
Or the widow whose heart is broken. 

A helmet and sword are engraved on the stone, 

Half hidden by yonder willow ; 
There he sleeps, whose death in battle was won, 

But who died on his own home-pillow ! 



SONG OF THE HUNTER'S BRIDE 

AiroTHXR day — another day 

And yet he comes not nigh ; 
I look amid the dim blue hills, 

Yet nothing meets mine eye. 

I hear the rush of mountain streams 

Upon the echoes borne ; 
I hear the singing of the birds, 

But not my hunter's horn. 

The eagle sails in darkness past. 
The watchful chamois bounds ; 

But what I look for come^ not near,- 
My UiAic's hawk and hounds. 
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Three times I thtw have watch'd the mow 

Grow cnmson with the stain. 
The setting son threw o'er the rock. 

And I have watch'd in vain. 

I love to see the graoefbl how 

Across hii shoulder slung,— 
I love to see the golden horn 

Beside his haldiic hung. 

I lore his dariL hounds, and I lova 

His falcon's sweeping flight; 
I love to see his manly cheek 

With mountain o^ms bright 

Tve waited patiently, hut now 
Would that the chase were o*er : 

Well may he love the hunter's toil, 
But he should love me more. 

Why stays he thus 1 — ^he would be here 

If his love equall'd mine ; — 
Methinks had I one fond caged dove, 

I would not let it pin^ 

But, hark! what are those ringing steps 

That up the valley come 1 
I see his hounds, — ^I see himself — 

My Ulexcj welcome home ! 



WHEN SHOULD LOVERS 
BREATHE THEIR VOWS I 

V 

When should lovcn breathe their vowsl 

When should ladiM hear them 1 
When the dew is on Vie boughs, 

When none else are near them ; 
When the moon shines cold and pale. 

When the birds are sleeping, 
When no voice is on the gale, 

"When the rose is weeping ; 
When the stars are bright on high, 

Like hopes m young Love's dreaming, 
And glancing round the light clouds fly. 

Like soft fears to shade their beaming. 
The fairest smiles are those that live 

On the brow by starlight wreadiing ; 
And the lips their richest incense give 

When the sigh is at midnight breathing. 
O, softest is the cheek's love-ray 

When seen by moonlight hours, 
Other roses seek the day, 

But blushes are night flowers. 
O, when the moon and stars are bright. 

When the dew-drops glisten. 
Then their vows should lovers plight. 

Then should ladies listen ! 



THE TROUBADOUR; 



CATALOGUE OF PICTURES AND HISTORICAL SKETCHES. 



(S 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



The poem of The Troubadour is 
founded upon an ancient custom of Pro- 
vence, according to which a festival was 
held, and the mmstrel who bore away 
the prize from his competitors was re- 
warded, by the lady chosen to preside, 



with a Golden Violet, It is hardly ne- 
cessary to say, that this makes only the 
conclusion of the tale, — all the earlier 
parts being given to chivalrous adventure, 
and to description characteristic of the 
age* L« E« L* 



THE TROUBADOUR. 



CANTO I. 

Call to mind your loveliest droanii^- 
When your sleep is luU'd by a mountain stream. 
When your pillow is made of the violet, 
And over your head the branches are met 
Of a lime tree covered with bloom and bees^ 
When the roees' breath is on the breeie, 
When odours and light on your eyelids pn« 
With summer's delicious idleness ; 
And upon you some shadowy tikeneos may glance 
Of the &ery banks of the bright Durance ; 
Just where at first its current flows 
'Mid willows and its own white rose,— > 
Its clear and early tide, or ere 
A shade, save trees, its waters bear. 

The sun, like an Indian king, has left 
To that fair river a royal gift 
Of goki and purple ; no longer shines 
His broad red disk o'er that forest of pinet 
Sweeping beneath the burning sky 
Like a death-black ocean, whose biUows lie 
Dreaming dazk dreams of storm in their sleep 
While the wings of the tempest shall over them 

sweep. 
—And with its towers cleaving the red 
Of the sunset clouds, and its shadow spre a d 
Like a cloak before it, darkening the ranks 
Of the light young trees om the river's banks^ 
And ending there, as the waters shone 
Too bright for shadows to rest upon, 
A castle stands ; whose windows gleam 
Like the golden flash of a noonlit stream 
8een through the lily and water-flags' screen : 
Just so shine those panes through the ivy green, 
A curtain to shut out sun and air. 
Which the work of years has woven there. 
—But not in the lighted pomp of the 
Looks the evening its loveliest ; 
Enter yon turret, and round you gaxs 
On what the twilight east displays : 
One star, pure, clear, as if it shed 
The dew on each young flower's head; 
And, like a beauty of southern dime. 
Her veil thrown back for the first time^ 
Pale, timid as she feer'd to own 
Her claim upon the midnight throaty 



Shows the fiur moon her crescent sign* 

— Beneath, in many a serpentine, 

The river wanders; chestnut trees 

Spread their old boughs o'er cottages 

Where the low roois and porticoes 

Are cover'd with the Provence rose. 

And there are vineyards : none might view 

The fruit o'er which the foliage weaves ; 
And olive groves, pale as the dew 

Crusted its silver o'er the leaves* 
And there the castle garden lay 
With tints in beautiful array : 
Its dark green walks, its fountains felling, 
Its tame birds to each other calling ; 
The peacock with its orient rings, 
The silver pheasant's gleaming wings ; 
And on the breeae rich odours sent 
Sweet messages, as if they meant 
To rouse each sleeping sense to all 
The loveliness of evening's (alL— 
That lonely turret, is it not 
A minstrel's ovm peculiar spot 1 
Thus with the light of shadowy gray 
To dream the pleasant hours away. 

Slight columns were around the hall 
With wreath'd and fluted pedestal 
Of green Italian marble made, 
In likeness of the palm trees' shade 
And o'er the ceiling starry showers 
Mingled with many-colour'd flowers. 
With crimson roses o'er her weeping. 
There lay that royal maiden sleeping— 
Dakax, she vrhom gold could move— 
How could it move her heart to love 1 
Between the pillars the rich fold 
Of tapestry fell, inwrought with gold. 
And many-colour'd silks which gave» 
Strange legends of the &ir and brave. 
And there the terrace cover'd o'er 
With sonune^s fi&ir and scented store ; 
As grateful for the gentle care 
That had such pride to keep it fiir. 

And, gazing, as if heart and eye 
Were mingled with that lovely sky, 
There stood a youth, slight «a ncJC '3«)l 
With manhood^i iAz«d|^ «xAtixmD0iAiRl 
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But on his cold, pale check were caught 
The traces of some deeper thought, 
A something seen of pride and gloom, 
Not like youth's hour of light and hloom : 
A brow of pride, a lip of scorn, — 

Yet beautiful in scorn and pride — 
A conscious pride, as if he own'd 

Gems hidden from the world beside ; 
And scorn, as he cared not to learn 
Should others prize those gems or spurn. 
He was the last of a proud race 

Who left him but his sword and name, 
And boyhood past in restless dreams 

Of future deeds and future fame. 
But there were other dearer dreams 
Than the lightning flash of these war gleams 
That fill'd the depths of Ratmoxd's heart ; 
For his was now the loveliest part 
Of the young poet's life, when first, 
In solitude and silence nurst, 
His genius rises like a spring 
Unnoticed in its wandering ; 
Ere winter cloud or summer ray 
Have chill'd, or wasted it away, 
When thoughts with their own beauty filTd 

Shed their own richness over all, 
As waters firom sweet woods distill'd 

Breathe perfume out where'er they &IL 
I know not whether love can fling 
A deeper witchery firom his wing 
Than falls sweet power of song firom thine. 
Yet, ah ! the wreath that binds thy shrine, 
Though seemingly all bloom and light. 
Hides thorn and canker, worm and blight. 
Planet of wajrward destinies 
Thy victims are thy votaries ! 
Alas ! for him whose youthful fire 
Is vow'd and wasted on the lyre,— - 
Alas ! for him who shall essay. 
The laurel's long and dreary way ! 
Mocking will greet, neglect will chill 
His spirit's gush, his bosom's thrill ; 
And, worst of all, that heartless praise 
Echo'd from what another says. 
He dreams a dream of life and light. 

And grasps the rainbow that appean 
A&r all beautiful and bright, 

And finds it only form'd of teari. 
Ay, let him reach the goal, let fame 
Pour glory's sunlight on his name. 
Let his songs be on every tongue. 
Ana wealth and honours round him flung t 
Then let him show his secret thought, 
Will it not own them dearly bought 1 
See him in wearinen fling down 
The golden harp, the violet crown , 
And sigh for all the toil, the care, 
2T^ mvng- thai he haM had to hm; 



Then wish the treasures of his lute 
Had been, like his own feelings, mute, 
And curse the hour when that he gave 
To sight that wealth, his lord and slave. 

But Ratmond was in the first stagCL 
Of life's enchanted pilgrimage : 
'Tis not for spring to think on all 
The sear and waste of autunm's fall :— > 
Enough for him to watch beside 
The bursting of the mountain tide. 
To wander through the twilight shade 
By the dark, arching pine-boughs made^ 
And at the evening's starlit hour 
To seek for some less shadowy bower, 
Where dewy leaf, and flower pale 
Made the home of the nightingale. 
Or he would seek the turret hall. 
And there, unheard, unseen of all. 
When even the night winds were mute, 
His rich tones answer'd to the lute ; 
And in his pleasant solitude 
He would forget his wayward mood. 
And pour his spirit forth when none 
Broke on his solitude, save one. 

There is a light step passing by 
Like the distant sound of music's sigh ; 
It is that fair and gentle child, 
Whose sweetness has so oft begmled. 
Like sunlight on a stormy day, 
His almost sulleimess away. 

They said she was not of mortal Hrlfa, 
And her &ce was fiurer than face of earth : 
What is the diing to Uken it to ? 
A lily just dipp'd in the summer dew- 
Parian marble— snow's first fidl ? — 
Her brow w^s fairer than each and alL 
And so delicate was each vein's soft blue, 
'Twas not like blood that wander'd through. 
Rarely upon that cheek was riied. 
By health or by youth, one tinge of red ; 
And never closest look could descry. 
In shine, or in shade, the hue of her ey^ 
But as it were made of light, it changed. 
With every sunbeam that over it ranged ; 
And that eye could look through the long dark ladi. 
With the moon's dewy smile, or the lightning's 

flash. 
Her silken tresses, so bright and so fiur, 
Stream'd like a banner of light on the air. 
And seldom its sunny wealth around 
Was chaplet of flowers or riband bound; 
But amid the g^ld of its thousand curls 
Was twisted a braid of snow-white pearls,— 
They said 'twas a charmed spell ; that before^ 
This braid her nameless mother wore ; 
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And many were the stones wild 
Whispered of the neglected child. 

Loan AanRALD, (thus the tale was told,) 
The former lord of the castle hold, — 
LomD Amisald had followed the chase, 
Till he was first and last in the race ; 
The blood-dyed sweat hung on his steed. 
Each breath was a gasp, yet he itay'd not his 

speed. 
Twice the dust and foam had been wash'd 
By the mountain torrent that over them dash'd ; 
But still the stag was held on his way, 
Till a forest of pine trees before them lay, 
And bounding and crashing boughs declare 
The stag and the hunter have enter'd there. 
On, on they went, till a greenwood screen 
Lay Ax iBALD and his prey between : 
He has heard the creature sink on the ground. 
And the branches give way at his courser's bound. 

The spent stag on the grass is laid ; 
But over him is leant a maid, 
Her arms and &ir hair glistening 
With the bright waters of the spring ; 
And Ajiikald paused, and gazed, as seeing 
Were grown the sole sense of his being. 

At first she heard him not, but bent 
Upon her pitying task intent ; 
The summer clouds of hair that hung 
Orer her brow were backwards flung, 
She saw him ! Her first words were prayer 
Her gasping fiivourite's life to spare ; 
But her next tones were soft and low, 
And on her cheek a mantling glow 
Play'd like a rainbow ; and the eye 
That raised in pleaong energy, 
Shed, starlike, ifai deep beauty round, 
Seem'd now as if to earth spell-bound^^ 
They parted : but each one that night 
Thought on the meeting at twilight 

It matters not, how, day by day. 
Love made his sure but secret way. 
O, where is there the heart but knows 
LoTe*s first steps are upon the rose ! 
And here were all which still should be 
Nurses to Love's sweet infancy, — 
Hope, mystery, absence : — then each thought 
A something holy with it brought 
Their sighs were breathed, their vows were given 
Before the fiux of the high Heaven, 
Link'd not with courtly vanities, 
But birds and blossoms, leaves and trees :— > 
Love was not made for palace pride. 
For halls and domes — they met beside 
A marble fountain, overgrown 
With moss, that made it nature's own^ 

(8) 



Though through the green shone veins of taaowg 
Like the small Fairy's paved ways, 

As if a relic left to show 

The luxury of departed days. 

And show its nothingness. The wave 

That princely brows was wont to lave 

Was left now for the wild bird's bill« 

And the red deer to drink their fill 

Yet still it was as fiur a spot 

As in its once more splendid lot : 

Around, the dark sweep of the pine 

Guarded it like a wood-nymph's shrine, 

And the gold-spotted mois was set 

With crowds of the white violet 

One only oak grew by the spring, 

The forest's patriarch and king ; 

A nightingale had built her nest 

In the green shadow of ifai rest ; 

And in its hollow trunk the bees 

Dwelt in their honey palaces ; 

And underneath its shelter stood, 

licant like a beauty o'er the flood 

Watching each tender bud unclose, 

A beautiful white Provence rose ;•— 

Yet wan and pale as that it knew 

What changing skies and sun could do ; 

As that it knew, and, knowing, sigh'd ; 

The vanity of summer pride ; 

As watching could put oflf the hour 

When falls the leaf and fades the flower. 

Alas ! that every lovely thing 

Lives only but for withering, — 

That spring rainbows and sununer shine 

End but in autumn's pale decline. 

And here the lovers met, what hour 
The bee departed from the flower, 
And droop'd the bud at being left. 
Or as ashamed of each sweet theft. 
What hour the soft wind bore along 
The nightingale's moonlighted song. 

And AxiRALD heard her father's name, 
He whose it was, was link*d with fisune : 
Though driven from his heritage, 
A hunted exile in his age, 
For that he would not bend the knee, 
And draw the sword at Rome's decree. 

She led him to the lonely cot. 
And almost Amirald wiah'd his lot 
Had been cast in that humbler life, 
Over whose peace the hour of strife 
Passes but like the storm at sea 
That wakes not earth's tranquillity. 

In secret were they wed, not then 
Had AxiRALD power to f^^^i^^vok. 
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The banner of defiance wide 

To priesUj pomp and priestly pride; 

But day by day more strong his hand. 

And more his friends, and soon the brand 

That in its wrongs and silence slept 

Had from its blood-stain*d scabbard leapt. 

But here are told such varying tales 

That none may know where truth prevails; 

For there were hints of murder done, 

And deeds of blood that well might shun 

All knowledge ; but the wildest one 

Was most believed : 'twas whispered round 

Lord Amirald in hunting found 

An evil spirit, but array'd 

In semblance of a human maid ; 

That 'twas some holy word whose force 

Broke off their sinful intercourse. 

But this is sure, one evening late 

Lord Amirald reach'd his castle gate, 

And blood was on his spurs of gold. 

And blood was on his mantle's fold,— 

He flung it back, and on his arm 

A fair young child lay pillow'd warm ? 

It stretch'd its little hands and smiled, 

And Amirald said it was his child, 

And bade the train their aid afford 

Suiting the daughter of their lord. 

Then sought his brother, but alone 

Yefthere were some who heard a tone 

Of stifled agony, a prayer 

His child should meet a father's care ; 

And as he past the hall again 

He call'd around his vassal train. 

And bade them own his brother's sway, 

Then past himself like a dream away, — 

And from that hour none heard his name, 

No tale, no tidings of him came. 

Save a vague murmur, that he fell 

In fighting with the InfideL 

But his fiiir child grew like a flower 
Springing in March's earlier hour, 
'Mid storm and chill, yet loveliest — 
Though somewhat paler than the rest 

Perhaps it was her orphan'd state, 
So young, so fair, so desolate, — 
Somewhat ot likeness in their &te 
Made Katmoitd b neart lor ner confess 
Its hidden depths of tenderness. 
Neglected both ; and those that pine 
In love's despair and hope's decline, 
Can love the most when some sweet spell 
Breaks the seal on affection's well, 
And bids its waters flow like light 
Returning to the darken'd sight 
And while his fallen fortimes taught 
J^rjfoirif's pwud aoUtude of thought. 



His spirit's cold, stem haughtinc 
In her was gentle moumfulneas. 
The cold north wind which bows to earth 
The lightness of the willow's birth 
Bends not the mountain cedar trees ; 
Folding their branches from the breeze, 
They stand as if they could defy 
The utmost rage of storm and sky. 
And she, she would have thought it sin 
To harbour one sweet thought within, 
In whose delight he had no part, — 
He was the world of her young heart 
A childish fondness, yet revealing 
Somewhat of woman's deeper feeling,— 
Else wherefore is that crimson blush. 
As her cheek felt her bosom's rush 
Upon her face, while pausing now 
Her eyes are raised to Ratmoitd's brow, 
Who lute-waked to a ballad old, 
A legend of the fair and bold. 



BALLAD. 



Hb raised the golden cup firom the board. 

It sparkled with purple wealth. 
He kiss*d the brim her lip had prest, 

And drank to his ladye's health. 

Ladye, to-night I pledge thy name. 
To-morrow thou sh^t pledge mine ; 

Ever the smile of beauty should light 
The victor's blood-red wine. 

There are some flowers of brightest bloom 

Amid thy beautiful hair. 
Give me those roses, they shall be 

The favour I will wear. 

For ere their colour is whoUy gone. 
Or the breath of their sweetness fled. 

They shall be placed in thy curls again. 
But dyed of a deeper red. 

The warrior rode forth in the morning light. 
And beside his snow-white plume 

Were the roses wet with the sparkling dew. 
Like pearb on their crimson bloom. 

The maiden stood on her highest tower. 
And watch'd her knight depart ; 

She dash'd the tear aside, but her hand 
Might not still her beating heart 

An day she watch'd the distant clouda 

Float on the distant air, 
A crucifix upon her neck. 

And on her lips a prayer. 
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ne son went down, and twilight came 
W^th her banner of pearlin gray, 

And then afar she saw a band 
Wind down the rale their way. 

They came like Tictora, for high o'er their ranks 
Were their crimson colours borne ; 

And a stranger penon droop'd beneath. 
But that was bow*d and torn : 

But she saw no white steed first in the ranks. 

No rider that spurr'd before ; 
But the evenii^^ shadows were closing fiMt, 

And she could see no more. 

She tam'd from her watdi on the lonely tower 

In haste to reach the hall, 
And as she sprang down the winding stair 

8he heard the drawbridge fiUL 

A hundred harpa their welcome nrng. 

Then paused as if in fear; 
The ladye enter'd the hall, and saw 

Her true kni^ stretch'd on his bier ! 



Thk song ceased, yet not with its tone 
Is the minstrels vision wholly flown ; 
But there he stood as if he had sent 
His spirit to rove on the element 
Bat Eta broke on his trance, and the while 
Play'd o*er her lip a sigh and a smile :-^ 
** Now torn thee from that evening sky, 
And the dreaming thoughts that are passing by, 
And give me those buds thou hast pluck'd away 
The leaives of the rose roond which they lay; 
Tet still the boon thrice fair will be, 
And give them for my tidings to me. 
A hfcrald waits in the court to daim 
Aid in the Lady of Clarin's name; 
And well you know the fair CLOTiu>a 
Will have her utmost prayer fulfilled. 
Go to the hall at once, and ask 
Thai thine may be the glorious task 
To t^nnead the banner to the day 
Ai^ lead the vassaU to the fray."— 

He msh'd to the crowded hall, and thero 
He beard the heraU's words declare 
The inroad on her lands, the wrong 
The lonely Countess sufferM long 
And now 8ia HiaesaT's arm'd array 
Before her veiy castle lay ; 
But sorely there was many a knight 
Whose sword would strike for lady's right ; 
And sorely many a lover's hand 
In such a cause would draw the brand. 



And rush'd the blood, and flash'd the light 
To Ratmoicd's cheek, from Ratmoitd's eye, 

When he stood forth and claim'd the fight, 
And spoke of death and victory. 

Those words that thrill the heart when first 

Forth the young warrior!s soul has burst. 

And smiled the castle lord to see 

His ward's impetuous energy. 

** Well ! get thy sword, the dawning day 
Shall see thee lead thy best array ; 
Suits its young warrior well to fight 
For lady's cause and lady's right t 
'Tis just a field for knight to win 
His maiden spurs and honours in." 

And Ratxoiti) felt as if a gush 
Of thousand waters in one rush 
Were on his heart, as if the dreams 
Of what, alas ! life only seems, 
Wild thoughts and noontide revelries, 
Were tum'd into realities. 
Impatient, restless, first his steed 
Was hurried to its utmost speed : 
And next his felchion's edge was tried. 
Then waved the helmet's plume of pride, 
Then wandering through the courts and hall. 
Ho paused in none yet pass'd through alL 

# 

But there was one whose gentle heart 
Could ill take its accustom'd part 
In RATMOirn's feelings, one who deem'd 
That almost unkind Ratmovd seem'd n— 
If thus the very name of war. 

Could fin so utterly each thought. 
How durst she hope, that when afar 

Eva would be to memory brought. 
O, she had yet the task to learn 
How ofien woman's heart must turn 
To feed upon its own excess 
Of deep yet passionate tenderness ! 
How much of grief the heart must prove 
That yields a sanctuary to love ! 

And ever since the crimson day 
Had fielded into twilight gray, 
She had been in the gallery, where 
Hung pictured, knight and lady fiur. 
Where haughty brow and lovely face. 
Showed youth and maiden of her race 

With both it was a favourite spot. 
And names and histories which have not 
A record save in the dim light 
Tradition throws on memory's ni^ 
To them were treasures ; they could teB 
What from the finit cxuiai^\N&S^ 
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There cotild not be a solitude 
More fitted for a pendve mood 
Than this old gallery, — ^the light 
Of the full moon came coldly bright— 
A silvery stream, save where a stain 
Fell from the pictured window pane,— 
A ruby flush, a purple dye. 
Like the last sun-streak on the sky. 
And lighted lip, and cheek of bloom 
Almost in mockery of the tomb. 
How sad, how strange to think the shade^ 
The copy faint of beauty made, 
Should be the only wreck that death 
Shall leave of so much bloom and breath. 
The cheek, long since the earth-worm's prey. 
Beside the lovely of to-day 
Here smiles as bright, as fresh, as fiur. 
As if of the same hour it were. 

There pass'd a step along the hall, 
And Eya started as if all 
Her treasures, secret until now. 
Burnt in the blush upon her brow. 
There was a something in their meeting, 
A conscious trembling in her greeting. 
As coldness from his eye might hide 
The struggle of her love and pride ; 
Then fears of all too much reveaUng 
Yanish'd with a reproachful feeling. 

What, ooldneoB ! when another day 
And Ratmovd would be fiair away, 
When that to-morrow's rising sun 
Mig^t be the last he look'd upon ! 

** Come, Eya, dear ! by the moonlight 
Well visit all our haunts to night 
I could not lay me down to rest, 
For, like the feathers in my crest. 
My thoughts are waving to and fro. 
Come, Eya, dear ! I could not go 
Without a pilgrimage to all 
Of garden, nook, and water&Q,-— 
Where, amid birds, and leaves, and flowen» 
And gales that cooKd the sunny houn. 
With legend old, and plaining song. 
We found not summer's day too long.** 

Through many a shadowy spot they past. 
Looking its loveliest and its last, 
Until they paused beneath the riiade 
Of cypress and of roses made,— 
The one so sad, the one so fiedr, 
Just blent as love and sorrow are. 
And Ratxovd pray'd the maiden gather. 
And twme in a red wreath together 
The roses. ** No,*' she sigh'd, « not these 
Stpeet children of the sun and breeM, 



Bom for the beauty of a day. 
Dying as all fair things decay 
When loveliest, — ^these may not be, 
Ratmoitd, my parting gill to thee. 
From next her heart, where it had lain. 
She took an amber scented chain, 
To which a cross of g^ld was hung. 
And round the warrior's neck she flung 
The relique, while he kiss'd away 
The warm tears that upon it lay. 
And maik'd they not the pale, dim aky 
Had lost its moonlit brilliancy, 
When suddenly a bugle rang,— 
Forth at its summons Ratmoitd sprang. 
But tum'd again to say farewell 
To her whose gushing teardrops fell 
Like summer rain, — ^but he is gone ! 
And Eya weeps, and we^ alone. 

Dark was the shade of that old tower 
In the gray light of morning's hour; 
And cold and pale the maiden leant 
Over the heavy battlement, 
And look'd upon the armed show 
That hurrying throng'd the court below: 
With her white robe and long bright hair, 
A golden veil flung on the air, 
Like Peace prepared from earth to fly. 
Yet pausing, ere she wing'd on high. 
In pity for the rage and crime 
That forced her to some fairer dime. 
When suddenly her pale cheek bura'd. 
For Ratmovd's eye to her's was tum'd 
But like a meteor past its flame- 
She was too sad for maiden shame. 
She heard the heavy drawbridge fill], 
And Ratm oHn rode the first of all ; 
But when he came to the green height 
Which hid the castle from his sight, 
With useless spur and slacken'd rein, 
He was the laggard of the train. 
They paused upon the steep ascent. 
And spear, and shield, and breast-plate sent 
A light, as if the rising day 
Upon a mirror flash'd its ray. 
They pass, on, Eya only sees 
A chance plume waving in the breeze. 
And then can see no more~-but bome 
Upon the echo, came the horn ; 
At last nor sight nor sound declare 
Aught of what pass'd that morning there. 
Sweet sang &e birds, light swept the breexe^ 
And play'd the sunlight o'er the trees, 
And roU'd the river's depths of blue 
Quiet as they were wont to do. 
And Eya felt as if of aU 
Her heart were sole memoriaL 
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Thk first, ^e yery first ; O ! none 
Can feel again as they have done ; 
In love, in war, in pride^ in all 
The planets of lifers coronal. 
However beautiful or bright^ 
What cau be like their first sweet light 1 

When will the youth feel as he feh, 
When first at beauty's feet he knelt 1 
As if her least smile could confer 
A kingdom on its worshipper; 
Or ever care, or ever fear 
Had cToss'd lovers morning henusphere. 
And the young bard, the first time praise 
Sheds its spring sunlight o'er his lays, 
Though lofUer laurel, higher name, 
May crown the minstrel's noontide fame, 
They will not bring the deep content 
Of his lute's first encouragement 
And where the glory that will yield 
The flush and glow of his first field 
To the young chief? Will Ratmovd ever 
Feel as he now is feeling ? — ^Never. 

The mm went down or ere they gain'd 
The glen where the chief band remain'd. 
It was a lone and secret shade, 
As nature form'd an ambuscade 
For the bird's nest and the deer's lair. 
Though now less quiet guests were there. 
On one side like a fortress stood 
A mingled pine and chestnut wood { 
Autumn was felling, but the pine 
8eem'd as it mockM all change ; no sign 
Of season on its leaf was seen, 
The same dark gloom of changeless green. 
But like the gorgeous Persian bands 
'Mid the stern race of northern lands, 
The chestnut boughs were bright with all 
That gilds and mocks the autumn's fell. 

Like stragg l er s from an army's rear 
Gradual they grew, near and less near, 
Till ample space was left to raise. 
Amid the trees, the watch-fire's blaze ; 
And there, wrapt in their cloaks around. 
The soldiers scattered o'er the ground. 

One was more crowded than the rest, 
And to that one was Ratmon d prest ; — 
There sat the chief: kind greetings came 
At the first sound of Ratmottd's name. 
** Am I not proud that this should be. 
Thy fiirst fieki to be fought with me: 
Years since thy fether's sword and mine 
To«ether dimm'd their maiden shine. 



We were sworn brothers ; when he feQ 
*Twas mine to hear his last fiirewell : 
And how revenged I need not say, 
Though few were left to tell that day,— 
Thy brow i» his, and thou wilt wield 
A sword like his in battle-field. 
Let the day break, and thou shalt ride 
Another Ratmoitd by my side ; 
And thou shalt win and I confer, 
To-morrow, knightly brand and 8pur«" 

With thoughts of pride, and thoughts of grief 
Sat RiTMOND by that stranger chie^ 
So proud to hear his father's fame 
So sad to hear that father's name. 
And then to think that he had known 
That fether by his name alone ; 
And ay his heart within him bum'd 
When his eye to De Valxn cx tum'd, 
Mark'd his high step, his warlike mien, 
" And such my fether would have been !" 



A few words of years past away, 
A few words of tlie coming day. 
They paijted, not that night for sleep ; 
Raymond had thoughts that well might keep 
Rest firom his pillow, — memory, hope. 
In youth's horizon had full scope 
To blend and part each varied line 
Of cloud and clear, of shade and shine. 
— He rose and wander'd round, the light 
Of the full moon fell o'er each height ; 
Leaving the wood behind in riiade. 
O'er rock, and glen, and rill it play'd. 
He follow'd a small stream whose tide 
Was bank'd by lilies on each side. 
And there, as if secure of rest, 
A swan had built her lonely nest ; 
And spread out was each lifted wing. 
Like snow or silver glittering. 
Wild flowers grew around the dale, 
Sweet children of the sun and gale ; 
From every crag the wild wine fell. 
To all else inaccessible ; 
And where a dark rock rose behind. 
Their shelter from the northern wind, 
Ghrew myrtles with their fragrant leaves^ 
Veil'd with the web the gossamer weaves, 
So pearly fair, so light, so frail. 
Like beauty's self more than her veiL — 
And first to gaze upon the scene, 
Quiet as there had never been 
Heavier step than village maid 
With flowers for her nuptial braid. 
Or louder sound than hermit's prayer. 
To crush its grass or load its air. 
Then to look on the arm'd train, 
The watch fire on the wooded plain. 
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And think how with the morrow's dawn, 
Would banner wave and blade be drawn ; 
How clash of steel and trumpet's swell, 
Would wake the echoes of each delL 
— And thus it ever is with life. 
Peace sleeps upon the breast of 8tri&, 
But to be waken'd from its rest, 
Till comes that sleep the last and best 

And Ratmoitd paused at last, and laid 
Himself beneath a chestnut's shade, 
A little way impart from all, 
That he might catch the water &1I, 
Whose current swept like music round,— 
When suddenly another sound 
Came on the ear ; it was a tone. 

Rather a murmur than a song, 
As he who breathed deem'd all unknown 

The words, thoughts, echo bore along. 
Parting the boughs which hung between, 
Close, thick, as if a tapestried screen, 
Ratmokd caught sight of a white plume 
Waving o'er brow and cheek of bloom; 
And yet the song was sad and low, 
As if the chords it waked were wo. 



80H0 OF THX TOUVO KFIGHT. 

YouK scarf is bound upon my breast. 
Your colours dance upon my crest, — 
They have been soil'd by dust and rain, 
And they must wear a darker stain. 

I maik'd thy tears as fbst they fell, 
I saw but heard not thy fiirewell, 
I gave my steed the spur and rein,— 
I dared not look on thee again. 

My cheek is pale, but not with fears. 
And I have dash'd aside my tears ; 
This woman's softness of my breast 
Will vanish when my speat's in rest 

I know that fiurewell was our last. 
That life and love from me are past ; 
For I have heard the fated sign 
That speaks the downfall of our line. 

I slept the soldier's tired sleep ; 
But yet I heard the music sweep, 
Dim, faint, as when I stood beside 
The bed whereon my father died. 

Farewell, sweet love ! never again 
Will thine ear listen to the strain 
With which so, oft at midnight's hour 
^re miked the silence of thy bower. 



Farewell ! I would not tears should stain 
Thy fair cheek with their burning rain : 
Tears, sweet ! would an ill oflering be 
To one whose death was worthy thee. 



Ratvovd thought on that song next day 
When bleeding that young warrior lay. 
While his hand, in its death-pang, prest 
A bright curl to his wounded breast 



Airo waning stars, and brightening aky, 
And on the clouds a crimson dye. 
And fresher breeze, and opening flowers, 
Tell the approach of morning hours. 
O, how can breath, and light, and bloom. 
Herald a day of death and doom ! 
With knightly pennons, which were spread 
Like mirrors for the morning's red. 
Gather the ranks, while shout and horn 
Are o*er the distant mountains borne. 

'Twas a fair sight, that arm'd array 
Winding through the deep vale their way, 
Helmet and breast-plate gleaming in gold. 
Banners waving their crimson fold. 
Like clouds of the day-break : hark to the peal 
Of the war-ciy, answer'd by clanging steel ! 
The young chief strokes his courser's neck. 
The ire himself had provoked to check, 
Impatient for that battle plain 
He may reach but never leave again ; 
And with flashing eye and sudden start, 

He hears the trumpet's stately tone. 
Like the echo of his beating heart. 

And meant to rouse his ear alone. 
And by his side the warrior gray. 
With hair as white as the plumes that play 
Over his head, yet spurs he as proud. 
As keen as the youngest knight of the crowd: 
And glad and glorious en they ride 
In strength and beauty, power and pride^ 
And such the morning, but let day 
Close on that gallant fab array. 
The moon will see another sight 
Than that which met the dawning light- 
Look on that field,— 'tis the battle field ! 
Look on what harvest victory will yield I 
There the steed and his rider o'erthrowny 
Crouch together, their warfare is done : 
The bolt is undrawn, the bow is unbent, 
And the archer lies like his arrow spent 
Deep is the banner of crimson dyed. 
But not with the red of its morning pride ; 
Torn and trampled with soil and stain. 
When will it float on the breeze again , — 
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And over the ghaitly plain are ipread, 
PiUoVd together the dying and dead. 

There kiy one with an unclosed eje 
Set in bright, cold yacancy, 
While on its fiz'd gaze the moonbeam shone. 
Light mocking the eye whose light was gone ; 
And by his side another lay, 
The lifeblood ebbing fast away, 
Bat calm his cheek, and calm hii eye. 
As if leant on his mother's bosom to die. 
Too weak to move, he feebly eyed 
A wolf and a vultnre cloee to his side, 
Watching and waiting, himself the prey, 
While each one kept the other away. 

Little of this the young warrior deems 
WHen, with heart and head all hopes and dreams. 
He hastes for the battle : — ^The trumpet's call 
Waken'd RxTMoirn the first of all ; 
His the first step that to stimip sprung, 
His the first banner upwards flung ; 
And brow and cheek with his spirit glow'd. 
When first at Ds Yaleitcs's side he rode. 

The quiet glen is left behind, 

The dark wood lost in the blue sky ; 

When other sounds came on the wind. 
And other pennons float on high. 

With snow-white plumes and glancing crest, 

And standard raised, and spear in rest, 

On a small river's farther banks 

Wait their approach Sir Hsbbsrt's ranks.— 

One silent gaze, as if each band 

Could slaughter both with eye and hand. 

Then peals the war-ciy ! then the dash 

Amid the waters ! and the crash 

Of spears, — the falchion's iron ring,— 

The arrow hissing from the string, 

Tell they have met Thus from the heig^ 

The torrent rushes in its might 

With the lightning's speed, the thunder's peal. 

Flashes the lance, and strikes the steeL 

Many a steed to the earth is borne. 

Many a banner trampled and torn ; 

Or ever its brand could strike a blow. 

Many a gaUant arm lies low ; — 

Many a scarf, many a crest, 

Float with the leaves on the river's breast; 

And strange it is to see how around 

Buds and flowers strew the ground. 

For the banks were cover'd with wild rose trees, 

O ! what should they do amid scenes like these. 

In the blue stream, as it hover'd o'er, 
A hawk was mirrar'd, and before 
Its wings could reach yon pine, which staadf 
A bow-ahot off from the straggling handi^ 
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The stain of death was on the flood. 

And the red waters roU'd dark with blood.-^ 

Ratmokd's spear was the first that flew. 

He the flrst who dash'd the deep i;iver through : 

His step the first on the hostile strand. 

And the first that fell was borne down by his hand. 

The fight is ended : — the same sun 
Has seen the battle lost and won ; 
The field is cover'd with dying and dead, 
With the valiant who stood, and the coward wh« 

fled. 
And a gallant salute the trumpets sound. 
As the warriors gather from victory around. 

On a hill that skirted the purple flood. 
With his peers around, Dy Valevcb stood. 
And with bended knee, and forehead J)are, 
Save its cloud of raven hair, 
And beautiful as some wild star 
Come in its glory and light from afiir. 
With his dark eyes flashing stem and bright. 
And his cheek o'erflooded with crimson light 
And the foeman's banner over his head. 
His first field's trophy proudly spread, 
Knelt Ratmovd down his boon to name^— 
The knightly spurs he so well might claim ; 
And a softness stole to Ds Valshcb's eyes^ 
As he bade the new-made knight arise.— 
From his own belt he took the brand. 
And gave it into Ratxohd's hand. 
And said it might a memory yield 
Of his father's friend, and his own fint field. 

Pleasant through the darkening night. 
Shines from Clarin's towers the light 
Home from the battle the warriors ride. 
In the soldiers' triumph, and soldiers' pride : 
The drawbridge is lower'd, and in they pour. 
Like the sudden rush of a summer shower, 
While the red torch-light bursts through the gloon, 
Over banner and breast-plate, hehn, and plume. 

Sudden a flood of lustre play'd 
Over a lofty balustrade, 
Music and perfume swept the air, 
Messengers sweet for the spring to prepare ; 
And like a sunny vision sent 
For worship and astonishment* 
Aside a radiant ladye flung 
The veil that o'er her beauty hung. 
With stately grace to those below, 
She bent her gem encircled brow, 
And bade them welcome in the name 
Of her they saved, the castle's dame, 
Who had not let another pay 
Thank% greeting to their brave array,— 
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But she had ▼ow'd the bottle night 
To fasting, prayer, and holy rite. 

On the air the last tones of the music die. 
The odour passes away like a sigh, 
The torches flash a parting gleam, 
And she vanishes as she came, like a dream. 
But many an eye dwelt on the shade, 
Till iancy again her form display^. 
And still again seemM many an ear 
The softness of her voice to hear. 
And many a heart had a vision that night. 
Which future years never banish'd quite. 

And sign and sound of festival 
Are ringing through that castle hall ; 
Tapers, whose flame send a perfumed cloud. 
Flash their light o'er a gorgeous crowd ; 
With a thousand colours the tapestry falls 
Over the carved and gilded walls, 
And, between, the polished oak pannels bear. 
Like dark mirrors, the image of each one there. 
At one end the piled up hearth is spread 
With sparkling embers of glowing red : 
Above the branching antlers have place, 
Sign of many a hard won chase ; 
And beneath, in many a polish'd line, 
The arms of the hunter and warrior shine ; 
And around the fire, like a laurell'd arch, 
Raised from some victor's triumphal march, 
The wood is fretted with tracery fair, 
And green boughs and flowers are waving there. 
Lamps, like fiiery planets shine. 
O'er massive cups of the genial wine, 
And shed a ray more soft and fair 
Than the broad red gleam of the torches glare ; 
And, flitting like a rainbow, plays 
In beautiful and changing rays. 
When from the pictured windows fall 
The coloured shadows o'er the hall ; 
As eveiy pane some bright hue lent 
To vary the lighted element 

The ladye of the festive board 
Was ward to the castle's absent lord ; 
The Ladye Adelins, — the same 
Bright vision that with their greeting came 
Maidens four stood behind her chair. 
Each one was young, and each one fidr; 
Yet they were but as the stars at night 
When the moon shines forth in her fuUneai of 

light 
On the knot of her wreathed hair was set 
A blood-red ruby coronet ; 
But among the midnight cloud of curb 
That hung o'er her brow were eastern pearls, 
As if to tell their wealth of snow, 
How white her forehead could look below. 



Around her floated a veil of white. 

Like the silvery rack round the star of twilight ; 

And down to the ground her mantle's fold 

Spread its length of purple and gold ; 

And sparkling gems were around her arm. 

That shone like marble, only warm. 

With the blue veins wandering tide. 

And the hand with its crimson blush innde. 

A zone of precious stones embraced 

The graceful circle of her waist. 

Sparkling as if they were proud 

Of the clasp to them allow'd. 

But yet there was 'mid this excess 

Of soft and dazzling loveliness, 

A something in the eye, and hand. 

And forehead, speaking of command : 

An eye whose dark flash seem'd allied 

To even more than beauty's pride, — 

A hand as only used to wave 

Its sign to worshipper and slave,— 

A forehead, but that was too fiedr 

To read of aught but beauty there ! 

And Ratmoitd had the place of pride, 
The place so envied by her side, — 
The victor's seat, — ^and overhead 
The banner he had won was spread. 
His health was pledged ! — ^he only heard 
The murmur of one silver word; 
The pageant seem'd to fade away, 
Vanish'd the board and glad array. 
The gorgeous hall around grew dim. 
There shone one only light for him, 
That radiant form, whose brightness fell 
In power upon him like a spell. 
Laid in its strength by Love to reign 
Despotic over heart and brain. 
Silent he stood amid the mirth. 
Oh, love is timid in its birth ! 
Watching her lightest look or stir, 
As he but look'd and breathed with her. 
Gay words were passing, but he leant 
In silence ; yet, one quick glance sent, — 
His secret is no more his own. 
When has woman her power not known 1 

The feast broke up : — that midnight diade 
Heard many a gentle serenade 
Beneath the ladye's lattice. One 
Breathed after all the rest were gone. 

SBRSVADS. 

Slbip, ladye ! for the moonlit hour. 
Like peace, is shining on thy bower ; 
It is so late, the nightingale 
I Has ended even his love tale. 
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Sleep, ]Mdye ! 'neath thy turret grows, 
Covered with flowers, one pale white rose 
I envy its sweet sighs, they steep 
The perfumed sirs that lull thy sleep» 

Perchance, around thy chamher floats 
The music of my lone lute notes,— 
Oh, may they on thine eyelids fall, 
And make thy slumbers musical ! 

Sleep, ladye ! to thy rest be given 
The gleamings of thy native heaven. 
And thoughts of early paradise. 
The treasures of thy sleeping eyes. 



I VKBS not say whose was the song 
The sighing night winds bore along, 
Ratkond hsd left the maiden's side 
And was too dizzy with the tide 
To breast the stream, or strive, or shrink, 
Enough for him to feel, not think ; 
Enou^ for him the dim sweet fear, 
The twilight of the heart, or ere 
Awakening hope has named the name 
Of love, or blown its spark to flame. 
Restlessness, but as the winds range 

From leaf to leaf, firom flower to flower ; 
Changefulness, but as rainbows change. 

From colouAl sky to sunlit hour. 
Ay, well indeed may minstrel sing,— > 
What bave the heart and year like spring t 

Her vow was done : the castle dame 
Next day to join the revellers came ; 
And never had a dame more gay 
O'er hall or festival held sway. 
And youthful knight, and ladye fair, 
And juggler quaint, and minstrel rare, 
And mirth, and crowds, and music, all 
Of pleasure gather'd at her calL 

And Ratmoitd moved as in a dream 
Of song and odour, bloom and beam, 
As he dwelt in a magic bower, 
Charm'd from all by ftiry power. 
— And Adslivs rode out that mom. 
With hunting train, and hawk, and horn ; 
And bnnder'd rein, and cuib of gold. 
And housings with their purple fold 
Deck'd the white steed o'er which she leant 
Grscefnl as a young cypress, bent 
By the firrt summer wind : she wore 
A cap the heron plume waved o'er. 
And round her wrist a golden band, 
Which held the &lcon on her hand. 
The bird's full eye, so clear, so bright, 
M atch'd not her own's dark flashing li^^ 

(9) 



And Ratmovd, as he watch'd the dyw 

Of her cheek rich with exercise, 

Could almost deem her beauty's power 

Was now in its most potent hour ; 

But when at night he saw her glance 

The gayest of the meteor dance, 

The jewels in her braided hair. 

Her neck, her arms of ivory bare. 

The silver veil, the broider'd vest,— 

Look'd she not then her loveliest? 

Ah, every change of beautjr's &oe 

And beauty's shape has its own grsfoe ! 

That night his heart throbb'd when her banc 

Met his touch in the saraband : 

That night her smile first iMide love live 

On the sweet life that hope can givcr-^ 

Beautiful, but thrice wayward wild. 

Capricious as a petted child, 

She was all cbance, all change ; but now 

A smile is on her radiant brow,— 

A moment and that smile is fled. 

Coldness and scorn are there instfsad. 

Ended the dance, and Adxliits 
Flung herself, like an eastern queen. 
Upon the cushions which were laid 

Amid a niche of that gay hall, 
Hid from the lamps ; around it play'd 

The softness of the moonlight &1L 
And there the gorgeous shapes past by 
But like a distant pageantry. 
In which you have yourself no share. 
For ail its pride, and pomp, and care. 

She pass'd her hand across the chords 
Of a lute near, and with soft words 
Answer'd ; then said, " No, thou shalt sing' 
Some legend of the fair and brave." 
To RxTMoiro's hand the lute she gave, 
Whose very soul within him burn'd 
When her dark eye on his was tum'd: 
One moment's pause, it slept not long,-— 
His spirit pour'd itself in song. 

ILKVORX* 

Thk lady sits in her lone bower. 
With cheek wan as the white rose flower 
That blooms beside, 'tis pale and wet 
As that rose with its dew pearls set 
Her cheek bums with a redder dye, 
Flashes light from her tearful eye ; 
She has heard pinions beat the air, 
She sees her white dove floating there ; 
And well she knows its faithful wing, 
The treasure of her heart will bring ; 
And takes the gentle bird its stand 
Aocustonl'd on the maiden's hand, 
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With glancing eye and throbbing breast, 
As if rejoicing in its rest 
She read the scroll, — dear lore, to-night 
By the lake, all is there for flight 
What time the moon is down ; — O, then 
My own life shall we meet again !*' 
One upward look of thankfiihiessy 
One pause of joy, one fond caress 
Of her soft lipe, as to reward 
The messenger of Eoihhabd. 

That night in her proud Other's hall 
She shone the fairest one of all; 
For like the cloud of evening came 
Over her cheek the sudden flame, 
And varying as each moment brought 
Some hasty change of secret thought; 
As if its colour would confess 
The conscious heart's inmost recess. 
And the clear depdis of her dark eye 
Were bright with troubled brilliancy. 
Yet the lips droop'd as with the tear 
Which might oppress but not appear. 
And flatteries, and smile and sigh 
Loaded the air as she past by. 
It sparkled, but her jeweli'd vest 
Was crost above a troubled breast : 
Her curls, with all their sunny glow. 
Were braided o'er an aching brow : 
But well she knew how many sought 
To gaxe upon her secret thought i — 
And Love is proud, — she might not brook 
That other's on her heart should look. 
But there she sate, cold, pale, and high. 
Beneath her purple canopy ; 
And there was many a mutter'd word. 
And one low whisper'd name was heard,—- 
The name of Eei hoard, — that name 
Like some forbidden secret came. 

The theme went, that he dared to love 
One like a star his state above ; 
Here to the princess tum'd each eye, — 
And it was said, he did not sigh 
With love that pales the pining cheek. 
And leaves the slighted heart to break. 
And then a varying tale was told, 
Huw a page had betray *d for gold ; 
But ail was rumour light and vain. 
That ail might hear, but none explain. 

Like one that seeks a festival. 
Early the princess left the hall ; 
Yet said she, sleep dwelt on her eyesi 
Ttiur <«he was worn with revelries. 
And hastily her maidens' care 
Unbinds the jewels from her hair. 



Odoura are round her chamber strown 
And Elbhobs is left alone. 

With throbbing heart, whose pulses beat 
Louder than fall her ivory feet. 
She rises from her couch of down ; 
And, hurriedly, a robe is thrown 
Around her form, and her ovni hand 
Lets down her tresses golden band. 
Another moment she has shred 
Those graceful tresses from her head, 
lliere stands a plate of polish'd steel. 
She folds her cloak as to conceal 
Her strange attire, for she is drest 
As a young page in dark green vest 
Softly she steps the balustrade, 
Where myrtle, rose, and hyacinth made 
A passage to the garden shade. 

It was a lovely suimner night. 
The air was incense fiU'd, the light 
Was dim and tremulous, a gleam. 
When a star, mirror'd on the stream. 
Sent a ray round just to reveal 
How gales from flower to flower steaL 
** It was on such a night as this, 
When even a single breath is bliss. 
Such a soft air, such a mild heaven. 
My vows to Egirhard were given. 
Sigh'd Elxitors, « O, might it be 
A hope, a happy augury !*' 

She reach'd the Iake,~a blush, a smile, 
Contended on her &ce the while ; 
And safely in a little cove. 
Sheltered by willow trees above. 
An ambuscade frtim all secured. 
Her lover's little boat lay moor'd. — 
One greeting word, with muffled oar 
And silent lip, they left that shore. 



It was most like a phantom dream 
To see that boat flit o'er the stream, 
So still, that but yet less and less 
It grew, it had seem'd motionless. 
And then the silent lake, the trees 
Visible only when the breeze 
Aside the shadowy branches threw. 
And let one single star shine through. 
While the fiunt glimmer scarcely gave 
To view the wanderen of the wave. 

The breeze has borne the clouds away 
That veil'd the blushes of young day ; 
The lark has sung his morning song ; 
Surely the princess slumbers long. 
And now it is the accustom'd hour 
Her royal father seeks her bower, 
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When her toft Totoe and gentle lute, 
Hie snowfall of her. fiury foot, 
The flowers she has cuU'd, with dew 
Yet moist upon each rainbow hue ; 
The fruits with bloom upon their cheek, 
Fresh as the moming*s first sun streak ; 
Each, all conspired to wile away 
The weariness of royal sway. 

But she is gone : there hangs her lute, 
And there it may hang lone and mute : 
The flowers may fade, for who ii there 
To triumph now if they are fair : 
There are her gems, — O, let them twine 
An offering round some sainted shrine ! 
For she who wore them may not wear 
Again those jewels in her hair. 

At first the monarch's rage was wild ; 
But soon the image of his child. 
In tenderness rose on his heart, 
How could he bear from it to part 1 
And anger tum*d to grief: in vain 
Ambition had destroyed the chain 
With which love had bound hap p i n es s . 
In vain remorse, in vain redress, — 
Fruitless all search. And years past o*er. 
To tidings came of Elsbobs, 
Although the king would have laid down 
His golden sceptre, purple crown, 
His pomp, his power, but to have prest 
His child one moment to his breast 

And where was Elbitobb 1 her home 
Was now beneath the forest dome ;— 
A hundred knights had watch*d her hall. 
Her guards were now the pine trees tall : 
For harps waked with the minstrel tale. 
Sang to her sleep the nightingale : 
For silver vases, where were blent 
Rich perfumes from Arabia sent, 
Were odours when thi wild thyme flower 
Wafied its sweets on gale and shower : 
For carpets of the purple loom 
The violets spread their cloud of bloom, 
8tarr*d with primroses ; and around 
Boughs like green tapestry swept the gnnmd. 
— And there they dwelt apart from all 
Thai gilds and mocks ambition's thrall ; 
Apart from cities, crowds, and care, 
Hopes that deceive, and toils that wear ; 
For they had made themselves a workl 
Like that or ever man was hurl'd 
From his sweet Eden, to begin 
His bitter course of grief and sin^— ' 
And they were happy ; Egiwhabd 
Had won the prize fiir which he dared 



Dungeon and death ; but what is dicra 

That the young lovei will not dare 1 " 

And she, though nurtured as a flower. 

The favourite bud of a spring bower, 

Daughter of palaces, yet made 

Her dwelling place in the green shade ; 

Happy, as she remember'd not. 

Her royal in her peasant lot, — 

With gentle cares, and smiling eyee 

As love could feel no sacrifice. 

Happy her ivory brow to lave 

Without a mirror but the wave, 

As one whose sweetness could dispense 

With all save its own excellence ;— 

A fair but gentle creature, meant 

For heart, and hearth, and home content 

It was at night the chase was over. 
And Elbhobb sat by her lover, — 
Her lover still, though years had fled 
Since their first word of love was said,-* 
When one sought, at that darksome hoar. 
The refuge of their lonely bower, 
A hunter, who, amid the shade, 
Had from his own companions stray'd. 
And Elbhobb gazed on his face. 
And knew her fiuher ! In the chase 
Often the royal mourner sought 
A refuge from his one sad thought 
He knew her not, — the lowly mien. 
The simple gari) of forest green. 
The darkened brow, which told the qpoil 
The sun stole from her daily toil, 
The cheek where woodland health had shed 
The freshness of its morning red, — 
All was 80 changed. She spread the board. 
Her hand the sparkling wine cup pour'd ; 
And then around the hearth they drew. 
And cheerfully the woodfire threw 
Its light around. — Bent o*er her wheel 
Scarcely dared {Slbitobb to steal 
A look, half tenderness, half fisar. 
Yet seemM he as be loved to hear 
Her voice, as if it had a tone 
Breathing of days and feelings gone. 

« Ah ! surely,'' thought she, « Heaven has 
My father here, as that it meant 
Our years of absence ended now !" 
She gazed upon his soflcn'd brow ; 
And the next moment, all revealing 
Elxwobx at his feet is kneeling !— 

Need I relate that, reconciled, 
The frither bleas'd his truant child. 



Whbbb is the heart that has not bow'd 
J A slave, eternal Love, to thee: 
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Look on the cold, the gay, the proud, 
And ii there one among them free 1 
The cold, the proud, — O ! Love has tum'd 
The marble till with fire it bum'd ; 
The gay, the jroung, — alas that they 
Should ever bend beneath thy sway ! 
Look on the cheek the roee mi^ht own, 
The smile around like sunshine thrown ; 
The roee, the anile, alike are thine, 
To fade and darken at thy shrine. 
And what must love be in a heart 

All passion's fiery depths concealing, 
Which has in its minutest part 

More than another's whole of feeling. 

And Ratxoitd's heart ; love's morning son 
On fitter altar never shone ; 
Loving with all Che snow-white truth, 
rhat is found but in early youth ; 
Freshness of feeling as of flower. 
That hves not more than spring's first hour ; 
And loving with that wild devotion. 
That deep and paaskmate emotion, 
With which the nunstrel soul is thrown 
On all that it would make its own. 

And Rathoitd loved ; the veriest slave 
That e'er his life to passion gave: 
Upon his ear no murmur came 
That seem'd not echoing her name ; 
The lightest colour on her cheek 
Was lovelier than the morning break* 
He gaied upon her as he took 
His sense of being iivm her look ^— 
Sometimes it was idolatry, 

Like homage to some lovely star. 
Whose beauty though for hope too high, 

He yet might worship firom afiur. 
At other times his heart would swell 
With tenderness unutterable : 
He would have borne her to an isle 
Where May and June had left their smile ; 
And there, heard but by the lone gaie. 
He would have whisper'd his love tale ; 
And without change, or cloud, or cara^ 
Have kept his bosom's treasure there. 
And then, with all a lover's pride, 
He thojight it shame such gem to hide : 
And imaged he a courtly scene 
Of which she was the jewell'd queen,— 
The one on whom each glance was bent 
The beauty of the tournament, 
The magnet of the festival. 
The grace, the joy, the life of alb— 
But she, alas for her felse smile ! 
Adbuits loved him not the while. 

And it is thus that woman's heart 
Omo tiiBB with its dearest part. 



Its own pure sympathies ?^<an fling 

The poison'd arrow from the string 

In utter heartlcssness around. 

And mock, or think not of the wound 1 

And thus can woman barter all 

That makes and gilds her gentle thrall^— 

The blush which should be like the one 

White violets hide firom the sun,^- 

The soft, low sighs, like those which breathe 

In secret firom a twilight wreath, — 

The smile like a bright lamp, whose shine 

Is vow*d but only to one shrine ; 

All these sweet spells, — and can they be 

Weapons of reckless vanity 1 

And woman, in whose gentle heart 

From all save its sweet self apart, 

Love should dwell with that purity 

Which but in woman's love can be : 

A sacred fire, whose flame was given 

To shed on earth the light of heaven^^- 

That she can fling her wealth aside 

In carelessness, or sport, or pride I 



It was not form'd for length of bliss, 
A dream so fond, so fiilse as this ; 
Enough for Adklins to win 
The heart she had no pleasure in,^- 
Enough that bright eyes tum'd in vain 
On him who bow'd beneath her chain :- 
Then came the careless word and look. 
All the fond soul so ill can brook. 
The jealous doubt, the burning pain. 
That rack the lover's heart and brain ; 
The fear that will not own it fear. 
The hope that cannot disappear ; 
Faith clinging to its visions past. 
And trust confiding to the last 
And thus it is : ay, let Love throw 
Aside his arrows and his bow ; 
Out let him not with one spell part. 
The veil that binds his eyes and heart. 
Wo for Love when his eyee shall be 
Open'd upon reality ! 

One day a neighbouring baroo gave 
A revel to the fair and brave, — 
And knights upon their gallant steeds, 

And ladies on their palfineys gray. 
All shining in their gayest weeds. 

Held for the festival their way. 
A wanderer on &r distant shores. 
That baron had brought richest storae 
To his own hall, and much of rare 
And foreign luxury was there : 
Pages, with colour'd feathers, fenn'd 
The odours of Arabia's land ; 
The carpets strewn around each room 
Were all of Peraia's purple loom ; 
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And daxk slaves waited on his guests, 
Each habited in Moorish Tests, 
With turbaiui'd brows, and bands of gold 
Around their arms and ancles roU*d. 
And gazed the guests o*er many a hoard, 
Like SinbadX from his travel stored* 
Tliey look'd upon the net work dome, 
Where found the stranger birds a home, 
With rainbow wings and gleaming eye% 
Seen only beneath Indian skies. 
At length they stood around the ring, 
Where stalkM, unchain *d, the forest king^ 
With eyes of fire and mane erect, 
As if by human power unchecked* 

Full ill had Ratmon n's spirit borne 
The wayward mood, the careleM scorn. 
With which his mistress had that day 
Trifled his happiness away. — 
His very soul within him bum'd, 
When, as in chance, her dark eye tum'd 
On him, she spoke in reckless glee, — 
" Is there a knight who, for love of me, 
Into the court below will spring, 
And bear firom the lion the glove I fling 1** 

A shriek !— a pause, — then loud acclaim 
Rose to the skies with Ratmoitd's name. 
O, worthy of a lady's love ! 
Ratmohd has borne away the glove. 
He laid the prize at the maiden's feet. 
Then tum*d from the smile he dared not meet : 
A moment more he is on the steed, 
The spur has urged to its Utmost speed, 
As that he could fly from himself, and all 
Tlie misery of his spirit's thralL 

The horse sank down, and Ratmokd then 
Started to see the foaming rein. 
The drops that hung on the courser's hide. 
And the rowel's red trace on its panting side ; 
And deep shame mingled with remorse. 
As he brought the cool stream to his fallen horse. 

The spot where he paused was a little nook^ 
Like a secret page in nature*s book, — 
Around were steeps where the wild vine 
Hung, wreath'd in many a serpentine, 
Wearing each the colour'd sign 
Of the autumn's pale decline. 
Like a lake in the midst was spread 

A grassy sweep of softest green. 
Smooth, flower-dropt, as no human treid 

Upon its growth had ever been. 
Limes rose around, but lost each lea( 
Like hopes luxuriant but brief; 
And by their side the sycamore 
Grew prouder of its scarlet store : 
The air was of that cold clear light 
That herakb in an autumn night,— 



The amber west had just a surge 
Of crimson on its utmost verge ; 
And on the east were piled up banks 
Where darkness gather'd with her ranks * 
Of clouds, and in the midst a zone 
Of white with transient brightness shone 
From the young moon, who scarcely yet 
Had donn'd her lighted coronet. 

With look tum'd to the closing day, 
As he watch'd every hue decay. 
Sat Ratmowd ; and a passer by 
Had envied him his revery ; — 
But nearer look had scann'd his brow, 
And started at its fiery glow. 
As if the temples' burning swell 
Had made their pulses visible. 
Too glazed, too fix'd, his large eyes ahone 
To see aught that they gazed upon. 
Not his the paleness that may streak 
The lover's or the minstrel's cheek. 
As it had its wan colour caught 
From moods of melancholy thought ; 
'Twas that cold, diark, unearthly shade. 
But from a corpse's death-look made ; 
Speaking that desperateness of pain. 
As one more pang, and the rack'd brain 
Would turn to madness ; one more grief 
And the swoln heart breaks for reliefl 

O, misery ! to see the tomb 
Close over all our world of bloom ; 
To look our last in the dear eyes 
Which made our light of paradise ; 
To know that silent is the tone 
Whose tenderness was all our own ; 
To kiss the cheek which once had bum'd 
At the least glance, and find it tum'd 
To marble ; and then think of all 
Of hope, that memory can recalL 
Yes, misery ! but even here 
There is a somewhat left to cheer, 
A gentle treasuring of sweet things 

Remembrance gathers from the past, 
The pride of faithfulness, which dihgs 

To love kept sacred to the last 
And even if another's love 
Has touch'd the heart to us above 
The treasures of the east, yet still 
There is a solace for the ilL 
Those who have known love's utmost spell 
Can fed for those who love as well ; 
Can half forget their oWa distress. 
To share the loved one's happiness 
O, but to know our heart has been, 
Like the toy of an Indian queen, 
Tom, trampled, without thought or care,— 
Where is despair like thia deK^«sx\^-> 
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All night beneath an oak he lay, 
Till nature blushM bright into day ; 
When, at a trumpet's sudden sound. 
Started his courser from the ground : 
And his loud neigh waked Ratmond's dream, 
And, gazing round, he saw the gleam 
Of arms upon a neigbouring height, 
Where helm and cuirass stream'd in light. 
As Ratmoxd rose from his unrest 
He knew Ds Valskce*s fdlcon crest; 
And the red cross that shone like a glory afiur, 
Told the warrior was vow'd to the holy war. 

" Ay, this,'* thought Ratxoitd, <*ii the strife 
To make my sacrifice of life ; 
Wliat is it now to me that fiime 
Shall brighten over Ratxohd'b name ; 
There is no gei^tle heart to bound. 
No cheek to mantle at the sound : 
Lady's favour no more I wear, — 
My heart, my helm — O ! what are there 1 
A blighted hope, a withered rose. 
Surely this war&re is for those 
Who only of the victory crave 
A holy but a nameless grave." 

Short greeting past, Di Valxxci reed 
All that the pale lip left unsaid ; 
On the wan brow, in the dimm'd eye, 
The whole of youth's despondency. 
Which at the first shock it has known 
Deems its whole world of hope o'erthrown. 
And it was fix'd, that at Marseilles, 
Where the fleet waited favouring gales, 
Ratxoitd should join the warrior train. 
Leagued 'gainst the infidela of Spain. 

They parted : — Over Ratm oirn's though 
Came sadness mingled too with shame ; 

When suddenly his memory brought 
The long forgotten Eva's name. 
O ! Love is like the mountain tide, 
Sweeping away ail things beside. 
Till not another trace appears 
But its own jojTs, and grie&, and fean. 
He took her cross, he took her chain 
From the heart where they still had Iain ; 
And that heart felt as if its hie 
Had sudden gprown less desolate. 
In thus remembering love that still 
Would share and sooth in** good and ilL 

He spurred his steed ; but the night fidl 
Had darken'd ere he reach'd the hall ; 
And gladly chief and vassal train 
Welcomed the youthful knight again. 
And many praised hie stately tread, 
J5& Ace with darka manhood spread ; 



But of those crowding round him now. 
Who mark'd the paleness of his brow, 
But one who paused till they were past, 
Who looked the first but spoke the last: 
Her welcome in its timid fear 
Fell almost cold on Ratmohd's ear ; 
A single look, — he felt he gazed 

Upon a gentle child no more, 
The blush that like the lightning blazed. 

The cheek then paler than before, 
A something of staid maiden grace, 
A cloud of thought upon her face ; 
She who had been, in Ratmohd's sight, 
A plaything, fancy, and delight, — 
Was changed : the depth of her blue eye 
Spoke to him now of sympathy. 
And seem'd her melancholy tone 
A very echo of his own ; 
And that pale forehead, surely care 
Has graved an early lesson there. 

They roved through many a garden scene, 
Where other, happier days had been ; 
And soon had Ratxord told his all 
Of hopes, like stars but bright to fall ; 
Of feelingii, blighted, changed, and driven 
Like exiles from their native heaven ; 
And of an aimless sword, a lute. 
Whose chords were now uncharm'd and mate. 
But Eva's tender blandishing 
Was as the April rays, that fling 
A rainbow till the thickest rain 
Melts into bhie and light again. 

There is a feeling in the heart 
Of woman which can have no part 
In man ; a self-devotedness, 
As victims round their idols press^ 
And asking nothing, but to show 
How hi their zeal and faith can go. 
Pure as the snow the summer sun 
Never at noon hath look'd upon,— 
Deep as is the diamond wave. 
Hidden in the desert cave, — 
Changeless as the greenest leaves 
Of the wreath the cypress weaves,— 
Hopeless often when most fond. 
Without hope or fear beyond 
Its own pale fidelity, — 
And this woman's love can be ! 

And Raymond although not again 
Dreaming of passion's burning chain, 
Yet felt that life had still dear things 
To which the lingering spirit chugs. 
More dear, more lovely Eva shone 
In thinking of that feithless one ; ^ 
And read he not upon the cheek 
All that the lip might never speak. 
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AH the heart eheriih'd yet oonoeal'd, 
8caioe even to iteelf reYcal'd. 
And Ratm OND, though with heart fo torn 
By anger, agony, and scorn, 
Mi^t ill bear even with love's name^ 
Yet felt the maiden's hidden flame 
Come like the daystar in the east. 
When ereiy other light has ceased 
Sent fifom the bosom of the night 
To harbinger the morning light. 

Again they parted : she to brood 
O'er dreaming hopes in solitude, 
And ereiy pitying saint to pray 
For Ratxohd on the battle day. 
And he no longer deem*d the field 
But death to all his hqies could yield. 
To other, softer dreams allied, 
He thought upon the warrior's pride. 
But as he pass'd the castle gate 
He left 80 wholly desolate, 
His throbbing pulse, his burning bnin. 
The sudden grasp upon the rein, 
The breast and lip that gasp'd for air, 
ToJd Lore's shaft was still rankling there. 



TThat night, borne o'er the bounding 
The vessel swept before the breexe, 
Loaded the air the war-cry's swell, 
Wo to the Moorish infidel; 
And raising their rich hyom, abend 
Of priests were kneeling on the strand* 
To blees the parting ship, afid song 
Came firom the maidens ranged ak>ng 
The sea wall, and who incense gave 
And flowers, like ofierings to the wave 
That boie the holy and the brave. 



And Ratxoitd lelt his spirit lin. 
And bum'd his cheek and flaah'd his eyes 
With something of their ancient light. 
While plume and pennon met his sight; 
While o'er the deep swept the war-cry, 
And peal'd the trumpet's voice on high. 
While the ship rode the wavel as she 
Wero mistress of their destiny. 
And muster'd on the deck the band. 
Till died the last shout firom the strand ; 
But when the martial pomp was o'er, 
And, like the future, dim the shore 
On the horison hung, again 
Closed Ratxovd's memory, like a disln 
The spirit straggles with in vain. 

The sky with its delicious blue. 
The stars like visions wandering thnragh : 
Surely, if Fate had treasured there 
Her roUa of lilis, they must be fidr; 



The mysteries their glories hide 
Must be but of life's brightest side , 
It cannot be that Fate would write 
Her dark decrees in lines of light. 
And Ratmon D mused upon the hour 
When, comrade of the star and flower, 
He watch'd beside his lady's bower ; 
He number'd every hope and dream, 
Like blooms that threw upofi life*s stream 
Colours of beauty, and then thought 
On knowledge, all too dearly bought; 
Feelings lit up in waste to bum, 

Hopes that seem but shadows fiur, 
All that the heart so soon must learn. 

All that it finds so hard to bear. 

The young moon's vestal lamp that hoar 
Seem'd pale as that it pined for love ; 

No marvel such a night had power 
So calm below, so fiur above, 
To wake the spirit's finest chords 
Till minstrel thoughts found 



TBI LAST soira. 

It is the latest song of mine 
That ever breathes thy name, 

False idol of a dream-raised shrine^ 
Thy very thought is shame, — 

Shame that I could my spirit bow 

To one so very false as thou. 

I had past years where the greenwood 

Makes twilight of the noon. 
And I had watch'd the sflver flood 

Kiss'd by the rising moon ; 
And gazed upon the clear midnight 
In all its luxury of light 

And, thrown where the blue violets dwal^ 

I would pass houn away. 
Musing o'er some old chronicle 

FUl'd with a wild love lay ; 
Till beauty seem'd to me a thing 
Made for all nature's wonhipping. 

I saw thee, and the air grew bright 

In thy clear eyes' simshine ; 
I oft had dream'd of shapes of ligfat» 

But not of shape like thine. 
My heart bow'd down, — I worshipp'd tfaee^ 
A woman and a deity. 

I may not say how thy first lock 
Tum'd my whole soul to flame^ 

I read it as a glorious book 
Fin'd with high deeds of fiune , 
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1 felt a hero's sgmt rue, 
Unknown till lighted at thine eyes. 

False look, false hope« and falsest love ! 

All meteors sent to me 
To show how they the heart could move. 

And how deceiving be : 
They left me, darkened, cnish'd, alone, 
My boflom*s household gods overthrown. 

The world itself was changed, and all 

That I had loved before 
Seem'd as if gone beyond recall, 

And I could hope no more ; 
The sca^ of fire, the dint of steel. 
Are easier than IjOvc's wounds to heaL 

But this is past, and I can cope 

With what Fd fain forget; 
I have a sweet, a gentle hope 

That lingers with me yet, — 
A hope too fidr, too pure to be 
Pf amed in the words that speak of thee. 

Henceforth within the last recess 

Of my heart shall remain 
Thy name in all its bitterness. 

But never named again ; 
The only memory of that heart 
Will be to think how false thou art 

And yet I fain would name thy name, 
My heart's now gentle queen, 

E'en as they bum the perfumed flame 
Where the plague spot has been ; 

Methinks that it will cleanse away 

The ills that on my spirit prey. 

Sweet Eta ! the last time I gazed 

Upon thy deep blue eyes, 
The cheek whereon my look had raised 

A blush's crimson dyes, 
I marvell'd, love, this heart of mine 
Had worshipp'd at another shrine. 

I will think of thee when the atar. 

That lit our own &ir river. 
Shines in the blue sky firom afar, 

As beautiful as ever ; 
That twilight star, sweet love, shall be 
A sign and seal with thee and me ! 



CANTO in. 

Laxd of the olive and the vine. 
The saint and sailor, sword and shxine ! 



How glorious to young Ratvokd's eye 
Swell'd thy bold heights, spread thy clear sky 
When first he paused upon the height 
Where, gatherVd, lay the Christian might 
Amid a chestnut wood were raised 
Their white tents, and the red cross blazed 
Meteor-like, with its crimson shine, 
0*er many a standard's scutcheon'd line. 

On thehill opposite there stood 
The warriors of the Moorish blood, — 
With their silver crescents gleaming, 
And their horsetail pennons streaming ; 
With cymbals and the clanging gong. 
The muezzin's unchanging song. 
The turbans that like rainbows shone, 
The coursers' gay caparison. 
As if another world had been 
Where the small rivulet ran between. 

And there was desperate strife next day 
The little vale below that lay 
Was like a slaughter-pit, of green 
Could not one single trace be seen \ 
The Moslem warrior stretch'd beside 
The Christian chief by whom he died ; 
And by the broken falchion blade 
The crooked dmeter was laid. 

And gallantly had Ratmoitd borne 
The red cross through the field that mom, 
When suddenly he saw a knight 
Oppress'd by numbers in the fight : 
Instant his ready spear was flung. 
Instant amid the band he sprang ;— - 
They fight, fly, &11, — and from the fray 
He leads the wounded knight away ! 
Gently he gain'd his tent, and there 
He left him to the leech's care ; 
Then sought the field of death anew,-* 
Little was there for knight to do. 

That field was strewn with dead and dying ; 
And mark'd he there Dx Valxncx lying 
Upon the turbann'd heap, which told 
How dearly had his life been sold. 
And yet on his curl'd lip was worn 
The impress of a soldier's scom ; 
And yet his dark and glazed eye 
Glared its defiance stem and high : 
His head was on his shield, his hand 
Held to the last his own red brand. 
Felt Ratmond all too proud for grief 
In gazing on the gallant chief: 
So, thought he, should a warrior fiedl, 
A victor dying last of alL 
But sadness moved him when he gave 
Dx Valxhcx to his lowly grave,- 
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Tlie grmTe wbere the wild flowers were deeping, 
And one pale olive tree was weeping, — 
And placed the rude stone cross to show 
A Christian hero lay below. 

With the next morning's dawning light 
Was Ratmowd bj the wounded knight 
He heard strange tales, — none knew his name. 
And none might say from whence he came ; 
He wore' no cognizance, his steed 
Was raven black, and black his weed. 
An own'd his &me, but yet they deem'd 
More desperate than brave he seemM ; 
Or as he only dared the field 
For the swift death that it might yield. 

Leaning beside the curtain, where 
Came o'er his brow the morning air. 
He fimnd the stranger chief; his tone, 
Sorely 'twas one Ratxoitd had known ! 
He knew him not, what chord could be 
Thus waken'd on his memory ? 

At fbst the knight was cold and stem. 
As that his spirit khunn'd to learn 
Aught of aflectioii ; as it bi ought 
To him some shaft of venom'd thought : 
When one eve Ratxond chanced to name 
Darance's castle, whence he came ; 
And speak of Eta, and her fiite, 
80 young and yet so desolate, 
80 beautiful ! Then heard he all 
His fiuher's wrongs, her mother's fidl : 
For AxiBALD was the knight whose life 
Ratvoitd had saved amid the strife ; 
And now he seem'd to find relief 
In pouring forth his hidden grief 
Which had for years been as the stream 
Ca:ve4ock*d firom either air or beam. 



LOBD AXIBILD'S HISTOBT. 

I lOTZD her ! ay, I would have given 
A death-bed certainty of heaven 
If I had thought it could confer 
The least of happiness on her ! 
How proudly did I wait the hour 
When hid no more in lowly bower. 
She should shine, loveliest of all. 
The lady^ of my heart and hall ; — 
And soon I deem'd the time would ba^ 
For many a chief stood leagued with nM» 

It was one evening we had sate 
In my tower's secret council late, 
Our bands were number'd, and we said 
That the pale moon's declining head 

(10) 



Should shed her next fall light o'er bands 
With banners railed, and aheathless brands. 
We parted ; I to seek the shade 
Where my heart's choicest gem was laid ; 
I flung me on my fleetest steed 
I urged it to its utmost' speed,— 
On I went, like the hurrying wind. 
Hill, dale, and plain were left behind, 
And yet I thought my courser slow- 
Even when the forest lay below. 
As my wont, in a secret nook 

I left my horse, — I may not tell 
With what delight my way I took 

TiU I had reach'd the oak-hid deH 
The trees which hitherto had made 
A more than night, with lig^ten'd shade 
Now let the stars and sky ahine through 
Rejoicing, calm, and bright, and blue. 

There did not move a leaf that night 
That I cannot remember now, 

Nor yet a single star whose light 
Was on the royal midnight's brow : 
Wander'd no cloud, sigh'd not a flower. 
That is not present at this hour. 
No marvel memory thus should press 
Round its latt light pf happiness ! 
I paused one moment where I stood, 
In all a very miser's mood. 
As if that thinking of its store 
Could make my bosom's treasure more. 
I saw the guiding lamp which shone 
From the wreath'd lattice, pale and lone ; 
Another moment I was there, 
To pause, and look — upon despair. 

I saw her !^-on the ground she lay, 
The lifbblood ebbing fast away ; 
But almost as she could not die 
Without my hand to close her eye ! 
When to my bosom press'd, she raind 
Her heavy lids, and feebly gazed, 
And her lip moved : I caught its breath. 
Its last, it was the gasp of death ! 
I leant her head upon my breast. 
As I but soothed her into rest ; — 
I do not know what time might be 
Past in this stony miieiy, 
When I was waken'd from my dream 
By my forgotten infant's scream. 
Then first I thought upon my child ; 
I took it firom its' bed, it smiled, 
And its red cheek was flush*d with sleep : 
Why had it not the sense to weep t 
riaid its mother on the bed. 
O'er her pale brow a mantle spread. 
And left the wood. Calm, stem, and odd. 
The tale of blood and death I told ; 

S 
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Gave my child to my brotfaer'a care 

As hie, not mine, were this despair. 

I flang me on my steed again, 

I urged him with the spar and reiiv*- 

I left him at the usual tree, 

But left him there at liber^. 

With maddening step I sought the plaoe^ 
I raised the mantle from her fiice. 
And knelt me down beside, to gaze 
On all the mockeiy death diqplays^ 
Until it seem'd but sleep to me. 
Death,— O, no^! death it could not be. 

The cold gny light the dawn had died 
Changed gradual into melting red ; 
I watch'd the morning colour streak 
With crimson dye her marble cheek ; 
The freshness of the stirring air 
Lifted her curls of raven hair ; 
Her head lay pillow'd on her arm| 
Sweetly, as if with life yet warm ;— 
I kiss'd her Ups: O, God, the chiU! 
My heart is frosen with it still :— 
It was as suddenly on me 
Open'd my depths of misery. 
I flung me on the ground, -and mved, 
And of the wind that past me cmved 
One breath of poison, till my blood 
From lip and brow gushed in one flood. 
I watch'd the warm stream of my veins 
Mix with the death wound's clotted stains ; 
O ! how I pray*d that I might pour 
My heart's tide, and her lifo restore ! 

And night came on : — with what dim fear 
I mark'd the darkling hours i^pear^— 
I could not gaze on the dear brow. 
And seeing was all left me now. 
I grasp'd the eold hand in mine own. 
Till both alike seem'd turn'd to stone. 
Night, mom, and noontide pass'd away. 
Then cams the tokens of decay. 

Twas the third night that I had kept 
My watch, and, like a child, had wept 
Sorrow to sleep, and in my dream 
I saw her as she once could seem. 
Fair as an angel : there she bent 
As if sprung from the element, 
The bright clear fountain, whose pure wave 
Her soft and shadowy image gave. 
Methougbt that conscious beau^ threw 
Upon her cheek its own sweet hue, 
Its loveliness of morning red ; 
I woke, and gazed upon the dead. 
I mark'd the fearful stains which now 
Were darkening o'er the once white brow. 



The livid colours that declare 
The soul no longer dwelleth there. 
The gaze of even my fond eye 
Seem'd almost like impiety. 
As it were sin for looks to be 
On what the earth alone should see. 
I thought upon the loathsome doom 
Of the grave's cold, corrupted gloom ;— 
O, never shall the vile worm rest 
A lover on thy lip and breast ! 
O, never shall a careless tread 
Soil with its step thy sacred bed ! 
Never shall leaf or blossom bloom 
With vainest mockeiy o'er thy tomb ! 

And forth I went, and raised a shzine 
Of the dried branches of the pine,— 
I laid her there, and o'er her flung 
The wild flowers that around her i^rung 
I tore them up, and root and aD, 
I bade them wait her funeral. 
With a strange joy that each feir thing 
Should, like herself be withering. 
I lit the pyre, — the evening skies 
Rain'd tears upon the sacriflce ; 
How did its wild and awful light 
Struggle with the fierce winds of night; 
Red was the battle, but in vain 
Hiss'd the hot embers with the rain, 
It wasted to a single spark ; 
That feded, and all around was dark : 
Then, like a madman who has burst 
The chain which made him doubly cunt, 
I fled away. I may not tell— 
The agony that on me fell :-~ 
I fled away, for fiends were near. 
My brain was fire, my heart was fear ! 

I was borne on an eagle's wing. 
Till with the noon-sun perishing ; 
Then I stood in a world alone. 
From which all other life was gone, 
Whence vrarmth, and breath, and light were fled 
A world o'er which a curse was said : 
The trees stood leafless all, and bare^ 
The sky spread, but no sun was then : 
Night came, no stars were on her way. 
Mom came without a look of day^— 
As night and day shared one pale ahnNid 
Without a colour or a cloud. 
And there were rivers^ but they stood 
Without a murmur on the flood, 
Waveless and dark, their task was o'er,— 
The sea lay silent on the shoro^ 
Without a sign upon its breast « 

Save of interminable rest : 
And there were palaces and halls 
But silenoe reign'd amid their walls, 
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Tlioo^ erowdfl yet fiird them ; for no sound 
Roie from the thoumnda gathered round ; 
All wore the same white, bloodless hue, 
All the same eyes of glassy blue, 
Meaningless, cold, corpselike as those 
No gentle hand was near to close. 
And*all seem'd, as they look'd on me, 
In wonder that I yet could be 
A moving shape of warmth and breadi 
Alone amid a world of death* 

lis strange how much I stiD retain 
Of these wild tortures of my brain. 
Though now they but to memory seem 
A cum, a madness, and a dream ; 
But well I can recall the hour 
When first the fever lost its power ; 
As one whom heavy opiates steep, 
Rather in feverish trance than sleep, 
I waken'd scarce to consciousness,-* 
Memory had fainted with excess : 
I only saw that I was laid 
Beneath an olive tree's green shade ; 
I knew I was where flowers grew fair 
I felt their balm upon the air, 
I drank it as it had been wine ; 
I saw a gift of red sunshine 
CHittering upon a fountain's brim ; 
I heard the small birds' vesper hymn, 
As they a vigil o'er me kept, — 
I heard their music, and I wept 
I felt a friendly arm upraise 
My head, a kind look on me gaze ! 

Ratxoitd, it has been mine to see 
The godlike heads which Italy 
Has given to prophet and to saint, 
All of least earthly art could paint ! 
But never saw I such a brow 
As that which gazed upon me now ;— 
It was an aged man, his hair 
Was white with time, perhaps with care ; 
For over his pale &ce were wrought 
The characters of painful thought ; 
But on that lip and in that eye 
Were patience, peace, and piety. 
The hope which was not of this earth. 
The peace which has in pangs, its birth. 
As if in its last stage the mind. 
Like silver seven times refined 
In life's red furnace, all its clay. 
All its dross purified away, 
Paused yet a little while below. 
Its beauty and its power to show. 
As if the tumult of this life. 
Its sorrow, vanity, and strife, 
Had been but as the lightning's shock 
Shedding rich ore upon the rock. 



Though in the trial scorch'd and rivoiif 
The gold it wins is gold from heaven. 
He watched, he soothed me day to day. 
How kindly words may never say : 
All angel ministering could be 
That old man's succour was to me; 
I dwelt wUh him ; for all in vain 
He urged me to return again 
And mix with life :— and months past on 
Without a trace to mark them gone ; 
I had one only wish, to be 
Left to my grieFs monotony. 
There is a calm which is not peace, 
Like that when ocean's tempests cease, 
When worn out with the storm, the 
Sleeps in her dark tranquillity, 
As dreading that the lightest stir 
Would bring again the winds on her. 
I felt aa if I could not brook 
A sound, a breath, a voice a look, 
As I fear'd they would bring again 
Madness upon my heart and brain. 
It was a haunting curse to me, 
The simoom of insanity. 
The links of life's enchanted chain, 
Itahope, its pleasure, fear or pain, 
Conneded but with what had been. 
Clung not to any future scene. 
There is an indolence in grief 
Whidi will not even seek relief: 
I sat me down, like one who knowi 
The poison tree above him grows. 
Yet moves not ; my life-task was done 
With that hour which left me alone. 



It was one glad and glorious noon, 
Fill'd with the golden aira of June, 
When leaf and flower look to the son 
As if his light and life were one,— 
A day of those diviner days 
When breaft seems only given for pnise, 
Beneath a stately tree which shed 
A cool green shadow overhead ; 
I listen'd to that old man's words 
Till my heart's pulses were as chords 
Of a lute waked at the command 
Of some thrice powerful master's hand. 
He paused : I saw his fece was bright 
With even more than morning's lights 
As his cheek felt the spirit's glow ; 
A glory sate upon his brow, 
His eye flash'd as to it were given 
A vision of his coming heaven. 
I tum'd away in awe and fear, , 
My spirit was not of his sphere ; 
lU might an earthly care intrude 
Upon such high and holy mood : 
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I felt the same as I had done 
Had angel hce upon me shone, 
When sudden, as sent from on high. 
Music came slowly sweeping by. 
It was not harp, it was not song, 
Nor aught that might to earth belong ! 
The birds sang not, the leaves were still. 
Silence was sleeping on the rill ; 
But with a deep and solemn sound 
The viewless music swept around. 

never yet was such a tone 

To hand or lip of mortal known ! 
It was as if a hymn were sent 
From heaven's stany instrument, 
In joy, such joy as seraphs feel 
For some pure soul's immortal weal. 
When that its human task is done. 
Earth's trials past, and heaven won. 
I I felt, before I fear'd, my dread, 

1 tum'd and saw the old man dead ! 
Without a struggle or a sigh. 
And is it thus the righteous die 1 
There he lay in the sun, calm, pale, 
As if life had been like a tale 
Which, whatsoe'er its sorrows past. 
Breaks off in hope and peace jat last 

I stretch'd him by the olive tree, 
Where his death, there his grave should he ; 
The place was a thrice hallow'd spot. 
There had he drawn his golden lot 
Of immortality ; 'twas blest, 
A green and holy place of reat 

But ill my burthen'd heart could bear 
Its after loneliness of care ; 
The calmness round seem'd but to be 
A mockery of grief and me,— 
The azure flowers, the sunlit sky, 
The rin, with its stiD melody. 
The leaves, the birds, — ^with my despair. 
The light and freshness had no share : 
The one nnbidde^ of them all 
To join in summer's festivaL 

I wander'd first to many a shrine 
By seal or ages made divine ; 
And then I visited each place 
Where valour's deeds had left a trace ; 
Or sought the spots renown'd no less 
For nature's lasting loveliness. 
In vain that all things changed around. 
No change in my own heart was found. 
In sad or gay, in dark or fair. 
My spirit found a likeness there. 

At last my bosom yeam'd to see 
Mjr Eta's blooming infiincy 



I saw, myself unseen the while, 
O, God ! it was her mother's smile ! 
Wherefore, O, wherefore had they flung 
The veil just as her mother's hung !•— 
Another look I dared not take. 
Another look njy heart would break ! 
I rush'd away to the lime grove 
Where first I told my tale of love ; 
And leaves and flowers breathed of spring 
As in our first sweet wandering. 
I look'd towards the clear blue sky, 
I saw the gemlike stream run by ; 
How did I wish that, like these, fiite 
Had made the heart inanimate. 
O ! why should spring for others be, 
When there can come no spring to thee. 

Again, again, I rush'd away ; 
Madness was on an instant's stay ! 
And since that moment, near and far, 
In rest, in toil, in peace, m war, 
Fve wander'd on without an aim 
In all, save lapse of years the same. 
Where was the star to rise and shine 
Upon a night so dark as mine ?— 
My life was as a frozen stream. 
Which shares but feels not the sunbeam. 
All careless where its course may tend. 
So that it leads but to an end. 
I fear my fete too much to crave 
More than it must bestow — ^the grave. 



Aim Amibald from that hour sought 
A refiige from each mournful thought 
In Ratxond's sad but soothing smile ; 
And listening what might well beguile 
The spirit from its last recess 
Of dark and silent wretchedness. 
He spoke of Eva, and he tried 
To rouse her fether into pride 
Of her feir beauty ; rather strove 
To waken hope yet more than love. 

He saw how deeply Axirald fear'd 
To touch a wound not hed'd but sear'd t 
His gentle care was not ih vain. 
And Axirald leam'd to think again 
Of hope, if not of happiness ; 
And soon his bosom pined to press 
The child whom he so long had left 
An orphan doubly thus bereft. 
He mark'd with what enamour'd tongue 
Ratxond and Eva's mention hung, — 
The soften'd tone, the downward gaze, 
All that so well the heart betrays ; 
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And a reviving future stole , 

Like dew and vunlight on his souL 

Soon the Crasaders would be met 
Where winter's rest from w^ was set ; 
And then &reweU to arms and Spain ; — 
Then for their own fiur France again. 

One mom there swelled the trumpet's Uasty 
Calling to battle, but the last ; 
And AxiBALD watchM the youthful knight 
Spur his proud courser to the fight : 
Tail as the young pine yet unbent 
By strife with its mountain element,— 
His vizor was up, and his full dark eye 
Flash'd as its flashing were victory ; 
And hope and pride sate on his brow 
As his earlier war-dreams were on him now. 
Well might he be proud, for where was there one 
Who had won the honour that he had won 1 
And first of the line it was his to lead 
His band to many a daiing deed. 

But roee on the breath of the evening gale. 
Not the trumpet's salute, but a mournful tale 
Of treachery, that had betiay'd the flower 
Of the Christian force to the Infidel's power. 
One came who told he saw ItATxoirs fall. 
Left in the battle the last of all ; 
His helm was gone, and his wearied hand 
Held a red but a broken brand. — 
What could a warrior do alone ? 
And AxiKALD felt all hope was gone. 
Alas for the young ! alas for the brave ! 
For the morning's hope, and the evening's grave ! 
And gush'd for him hot briny tears, 
Such as AxiKAiv had not shed for yean ;— 
With heavy step and alter'd heart 
Again he turn'd him to depart 
He sought his child, but half her bloom 
Was withering in Ratxoitd's tomb. 

Albeit not with those who fled, 
Tet was not Ratxoitd with the dead. 
There is a lofty castle stands 
On the verge of Grenada's lands ; 
It has a dungeon, and a chain, 
And there the young knight must remain. 
Day after day,— or rather night, — 
Can morning come without its light) 
Pass'd on without a sound or sight 
The only thing that he could feel, 
Was the same weight of fettering sted,— 
The only sound that he could hear, 
Was when his own voice mock'd his ear,-^ 
His only sight was the drear lamp 
That feintly show'd the dungeon's damp^ 



When by his side the jailer stood. 

And brought his loathed and scanty food. 

What IS the toil, or care, or pain, 
The human heart cannot sustain 1 
Enough if struggling can create 
A change or colour in our fiite ; 
But Where's the spirit that can cope 
With listless sufiering, when hope. 
The last of misery's allies, 
Sickens of its sweet self, and diet. 

He thought on Eta : — tell not me 
Of happiness in memory ! 
O ! what ii memory but a gift 
Within a ruin'd temple left. 
Recalling what its beauties were. 
And then presenting what they are. 
And many houre pass'd by,— each one 
Sad counterpart of others gone ; ' 
Till even to his dreams was brought 
The sameness of his waking thought 
And in his sleep he felt again 
The dungeon, darkness, damp, and ofaiiib 

One weary time, when he had tfaiawn 
Himself on his cold bed of stone, 
Sudden he heard a stranger hand 
Undo the grating's iron band : 
He knew 'twas stranger, for no Jar 
Came from the hastily dmwn bar. 
Too fiuntly gleam'd the lamp to shovr 
The fiuse of either friend or foe ; 
But there was softness in the tread. 
And Ratxond raised his weary head. 
And saw a muflied figure kneel. 
And loose the heavy links of steeL 
He heard a whisper, to which heaven 
Had surely all its music given :-» 
** Vow to thy saints for liberty. 
Sir knight, and softly follow me !" 
He heard her light step on the stair. 
And felt 'twas woman led him there. 
And dim and dark the way they past 
Till on the daxed sight flash'd at last 
A burst of light, and Ratmoicd stood 
Where censers bum'd with sandal wood, 
And silver lamps like moonshine fell 
O'er mirrors and the tapestried sweQ 
Of gold and purple : on they went 
Through rooms each more magnificent 

And Ratxohd look'd upon the brow 
Of the feir guide who led him now : 
It was a pale but lovely face, 
Tet in its first fresh spring of grace, 
That spring before or leaf or flower 
Has known a singjle withering ldVQX\ 
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With lips red as the easiest rose 
That opens for the bee's repose. 
But it was not on lip, or cheek 
Too marble £ur, too soft, too meek, 
That aught was traced that might ezpresi 
More than unconscious loveliness ; 
But her dark eyes ! as the wild light - 
Streams from the stars at deep midnight, 
Speaks of the future, — so those eyes 
8eem*d with their fate to sympathize, 
As mocking with their conscious shade 
The smile that on the red lip play'd, 
As that they knew their destiny 
Was love, and that such love would be 
The uttermost of misery. 

There came a new burst of perfume, 
But difierent, firom one stately room. 
Not of sweet woods, water's distill'd, 
But with fresh flowers' breathing's fiU'd ; 
And there the maiden paused, as thought 
Some painful memory to her brought 
Around all spoke of woman*8 hand : 
There a guitar lay on a stand 
Of polish'd ebony, and raised 
In rainbow ranks the hyacinth blazed 
Like banner'd lancers of the spring, 
Save that they were too languishing. 
And gush'd the tears from her dark eyes. 
And swell'd her lip and breast with sighs ; 
But RATMOifD spoke, and at the sound 
The maiden's eye glanced hurried round. 

Motioning with her hand she led, 
With watching gaze and noiseless tread, 
Along a flower-fiird terrace, where 
Flow'd the first tide of open air. 
They reach'd the garden ; there was all 
That gold could win, or luxury call 
From northern or from southern skies 
To make an earthly paradise. 
Their path was through a little grove^ 
Where cypress branches met above. 
Green, shadowy, as nature meant 
To make the rose a summer tent, 
In fear and care, lest the hot noon 
Should kiss her hragrant brow too sooB. 
O ! passion's history, ever thus 
Love's light and breath were perilous ! 
On the one side a fountain play'd 
As if it were a Fairy's shade. 
Who showered diamonds to streak 
The red pomegranate's ruby cheek. 
The grove led to a lake, one side 
Sweet scented shrubs and willows hide : 
There winds a path, the clear moonshine 
Pierces not its dim serpentine. 
Thegnrden lay behind in light, 
H^icA Jkfwar mad with fountaia hrigfat; 



The lake like sheeted silver gave 
The stars a mirror in each wave ; 
And distant £Bur the torchlight fell. 
Where paced the walls the sentinel : 
And as each scene met Ratmokd's view 
He deemM the tales of magic true, — 
With such a path, and such a night. 
And such a guide, and such a flight 

The way led to a grotto's shade. 
Just for a noon in summer made ; 
For scarcely might its arch be seen 
Through the thick ivy's curtain green, 
And not a sunbeam might intrude 
Upon its twilight solitude. 
It was the very place to strew 
The latest violets that grew 
Upon the feathery moss, then dream,-^ 
LuU'd by the music of the stream, — 
Fann'd by those scented gales which bring 
The garden's wealth upon their wing. 
Till languid with its own delight. 
Sleep steals like love upon the sight, 
Bearing those visionings of bliss 
That only visit sleep like this. 

And paused the maid, — the moonlight shed 
Its light where leaves and flowen were spread* 
As there she had their sweetness borne, 
A pillow for a summer mom ; 
But when those leaves and flowera were raised* 
A lamp beneath their covering blazed. 
She led through a small path whose birth 
Seem'd in the hidden depths of earth, — 
'Twas dark and damp, and on the ear 
There came a rush of watera near. 
At length the drear path finds an end,— 
Beneath a dark low oreh they bend ; 
" Safe, safe !" the maiden cried, and preat 
The red cross to her panting breast ! 
** Yes, we are safe !— on, stranger, on. 
The worst is past, and freedom won ! 
Somewhat of peril yet remains. 
But peril not from Moorish chains :— 
With hope and heaven be our lot !" 
She spoke, but Ratmoitd answer'd not: 
It was as he at once had come 
Into some star's eternal home, — 
He look'd upon a spacious cave. 
Rich with the gifts wherewith the wave 
Had heap'd the temple of that source 
Which gave it to its daylight course. 
Here pillara crowded round the hall. 
Each with a glistening capital : — 
The roof was set with thousand spars, 
A very midnight heaven of stars; 
The walls were bright with every gem 
That ever graced a diadem; 
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Snow tom'd to treasore, — ciyttal flowen 
With every hue of summer houn. 
While light and colour round him blazed. 
It aeem'd to Ratmohd that he gazed 
Upon a fisdiy's palace, raised 
By spells from ore and jewels, that shine 
In Afiic's stream and Indian mine ; 
And she, his darkeyed guide, were queen 
Alone in the enchanted scene. 

They past the columns, and they stood 
By the depths of a pitchy flood. 
Where silent, leaning on his oar, 
An Ethiop slave stood by the shore. 
** My fidthful Ali !" cried the maid. 
And then to gain the boat essay *d, 
Then paused, as in her heart afraid 
To trust that slight and fragile bark 
Upon a stream so fierce, so dark ; 
8uch sullen waves, the torch's glare 
Fell wholly unreflected there. 
'Twas but a moment ; on they went 
Over the gravelike element ; 
At first in silence, for so drear 
Was all that met the eye and ear^— 
Before, behind, all was like night. 
And the red torch's cheerless light. 
Fitful and dim, but served to show 
How the black waters roll*d below ; 
And how the cavern roof overhead 
8eem*d like the tomb above them spread. 
And ever as each heavy stroke 
Of the oar upon these waters broke. 
Ten thousand echoes sent the sound 
Like omens through the hollows round. 
Till Ratxcitd, who awhile subdued 
His spirit's earnest gratitude, 
Now pour'd his hurried thanks to her, 
Heaven's own loveliest minister. 
E'en by that torch he could espy 
The burning cheek, the downcast ejrer* 
The Altering lip, which owns too well 
All that its words might never tell ;-— 
Once her dark eye met his, and then 
Sank *neath its silken shade again ; 
She spoke a few short hurried words^ 
But indistinct, like those low chords 
Waked from the lute or ere the hand 
Knows yet what song it shall command. 
Was It m maiden fearfulness 
He might her bosom's secret guess. 
Or but in maiden modesty 
At what a stranger's thought might be 
Of this a Moorish maiden*s flight 
In secret with a Christian knight 
And the bright colour on her cheek 
Was various as the.moming break,—- 
Now spring-rose red, now lily pale. 
As thus the maiden told her tale. 



XOOBISH XAIBXir'S TALI. 

Albxit on my brow and breast 
Is Moorish turban, Moorish vest ; 
Albeit too of Moorish line, 
Yet Christian blood and faith are mine. 
Even from earliest infancy 
I have been taught to bend the knee 
Before the sweet Madonna's face. 
To pray from her a Saviour's grace ! 
My mother's youthful heart was given 
To one an infidel to heaven ; 
Alas ! that ever earthly love 
Could tuni her hope from that above ; 
Yet surely 'tis for tears, not blame. 
To be upon that mother's name. 

Well can I deem my &ther all 
That holds a woman's heart in thrall,— 
In truth his was as proud a form 
As ever stemm'd a battle storm. 
As ever moved first in the hall 
Of crowds and courtly festival 
Upon each temple the black hair 
Was mix'd with gray, as eariy cars 
Had been to him like age, — ^his eye, 
And lip, and brow, were dark and high ; 
And yet there was a look that seem'd 
As if at other times he dream'd 
Of gentle thoughts he strove to press 
Back to their unsunn'd loneliness. 
Your first gaze cower'd beneath his glance^ 
Keen like the flashing of a lance, 
As forced a homage to allow 
To that tall form, that stately brow ; 
But the next dwelt upon the trace 
That time may bring, but not efiaoe, 
Of cares that wasted life's best years, 
Of griefr sear'd more than soothed by teai% 
And homage changed to a sad feeling 
For a proud heart its grief concealing. 
If such his brow, when griefii that wear. 
And hopes that waste, were written there^ 
What must have been, at the hour 
When in my mother's moonlit bower. 
If any step moved, 'twas to take 
The life he ventured for her sake 1 
He urged his love ; to such a suit 
Could woman's eye or heart be mute ! 
She fled with him, — it matters not. 
To dwell at length upon their lot. 
But that my mother's frequent sighs 
Swell'd at the thoughts of former ties, 
First loved, then fear'd she loved too well. 
Then fear'd to love an Infidel ; 
A struggle all, she had the will 
But scarce the strength to love him still ^— 
But for this weakness of the heart 
Which could no^ ftom \\a\ot« ^«^wi^ik 



80 



MISS LANDON'S WORKS. 



Rebelled, but quickly dung again, 
"Which broke and then renew'd its chain, 
Without the power to love, and be 
Repaid by love's fidelity : — 
Without this contest of the mind, 
Though yet its early fetters bind, 
Which still pants to be unconfined, 
They had been happy. 

Twas when fint 
My spirit from its childhood burst, 
That to our roof a maiden came. 
My mother's sister, and the same 
In form, in face, in smiles, in tears, 
In step, in voice, in all but years, 
Save that there was upon her brow 
A calm my mother's wanted now ; 
And that Elvira's loveliness 
Seem'd scarce of earth, so passionleMi, 
So pale, all that the heart could paint 
Of the pure beauty of a saint. 
Tea, I have seen Eltiba kneel, 
And seen the rays of evening steal, 
Lightiitg the blue depths of her eye 
With so much of divinity. 
As if her every thought was raised 
To the bright heaven on which she gaxed ! 
Then oflen I have deem'd her form 
Rather with light than with life warm. 

My father's d^ken'd brow was glad. 
My mother's burthen'd heart less sad 
With her, for she was not of those 
Who all the heart's affections close 
In a drear hour of grief or wrath,^* 
Her path was as an angel's path, 
Known only by the flowers which tpnn^ 
Beneath the influence of its wing ; 
And that her high and holy mood 
Was such as suited solitude. 
Still she had gentle words and smiles. 
And all that sweetness which beguile^ 
Like sunshine on an April d|iy. 
The heaviness of gloom away. 
It was as the sours weal were sore 
When prayer rose from lips so pure. 

She left us ; — the same evening cams 
Tidings of wo, and death, and shame. 
Her guard had been attack'd by one 
Whose love it had been hers to shun. 
Fierce was the struggle, and her flight 
Meanwhile had gain'd a neighbouring height, 
Which dark above the river stood. 
And look'd upon the rushing flood ; 
'Twas compaas'd round, she was bereft 
Of the vague hope that flight had left. 
One moment, and they saw her kneel, 
Ajad then, ma Heaveu heaxd her appeal^ 



She flung her downwards from the rock : 
Her heart was nerved by death to mock 
What that heart never might endure, 
The slavery of a godless Moor. 

And madness in its burning pain 
Seized on my mother's heart and brain : 
She died that night, and the next day 
Beheld my father far away. 
But wherefore should I dwell on all 
Of sorrow memory can recall. 
Enough to know that I must roam 
An orphan to a stranger home.— ^ 
My father's death in battle field 
Forced me a &ther*s rights to yield 
To his stern brother ; how my heart 
Was forced with one by one to part 
Of its best hopes, till life became 
Existence only in its name ; 
Left but a single wish, — to share 
The cold home where my parents were. 

At last I heard, I may not say 
How my soul brighten'd into day, 
Elvira lived ; a miracle 
Had surely saved her as she fell ! 
A fisherman who saw her float. 
Bore her in silence to his boat 
She lived ! how often had I said 
To mine own heart she is not dead ; 
And she remember'd me, and when 
They bade us never meet again, 
She sent to me an Ethiop slave, 
The same who guides us o'er the wave, 
Whom she had led to that pure faith 
Which sains and saves in life and death, 
And plann'd escape. 

It was one moni 
I saw our conquering standards borne. 
And gazed upon a Christian knight 
Wounded and prisoner from the fight ; 
I made a tow that be should be 
Redeem'd from his captivity. 
Sir knight, the Virgin heard my vow,— 
Yon light, — ^we are in safety now ! 



The arch was past, the crimson ^mub 
Of morning fell upon the stream. 
And flash'd upon the dazzled eye 
The daybreak of a summer sky ; 
And they are sailing amfd ranks 
Of cypress on the river banks : 
They land where water-lilies spread 
Seem almost too fair for the tread ; 
And knelt they down upon the shora^ 
The heart's deep gratitude to poor. 
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Led by their daik guide on they preas 
Through many a green and lone recess : 
The morning air, the bright sunshine, 
To Ratmohd were like the red wine,^ 
Each leaf, each flower seemed to be 
With his own joy in sympathy, 
80 fresh, so glad ; but the fair Moor, 
From peril and pursuit secure. 
Though hidden by her close-drawn Teil, 
Yet seemM more tremulous, more pale ; 
The hour of dread and danger past, 
Fear's timid thoughts came thronging fiut; 
Her cold hand trembled in his own. 
Her strength seem'd with its trial gone, 
And downcast eye, and faltering word. 
But dimly seen, but faintly heard, 
Seem'd scarcely hers that just had been 
His dauntless guide through the wild scene. 

At length a stately avenue 
Of ancient chestnuts met their view, 
And they could see the time-worn walla 
Of her they sought, Eltiba's halls. 
A small path led a nearer way 
Through flower-beds in their spring array. 
They reach'd the steps, and stood below 
A high and marble portico ; 
They entered, and saw kneeling there 
A creature even more than fair. 
On each white temple the dusk braid 
Of parted hair made twilight shade. 
That brow whose blue veins shone to show 
It was more beautiful than snow. 
Her large dark eyes were almost hid 
By the nightfiBdl of the fringed lid ; 
And tears which filled their orbs with light. 
Like summer showers blent soft with bright. 
Her cheek was saintly pale, as nought 
Were there to flush with earthly thought; 
As the heart which in youth had given 
Its feelings and its hopes to Heaven, 
Knew no emotions that could spread 
A maiden's cheek with sudden red,^ 
Made for an atmosphere above, 
Too much to bend to mortal love. 

And Ratmoiti) watch'd as if his eye 
Were on a young divinity,^ 
As her bright presence made him feel 
Awe that could only gaze and kneel : 
And LiiLA paused, as if afraid 
To break upon the recluse maid. 
As if her heart took its rebuke 
From that cold, caljc, and placid look. 



Fondly the Moorish maid was praat 

To her she sought, Eltiba's breasL 

** I pray'd for thee, my hope, my fear 

My LiiLA ! and now thou art near. 

Nay, weep not, welcome as thou art 

To my ftith, friends, and home and heart !" 

And Ratmokd almost deem'd that earth 
To such had never given birth 
As the fiur creatures, who, like light. 
Floated upon his dazzled sight : — 
One with her bright and burning cheek. 
All passion, tremulous and weak, 
A woman in her woman's sphere 
Of joy and grief, of hope and fear. 
The other, whose mild tenderness 
Seem'd as less made to share than bless ; 
One to whom human joy was such 
That her heart fear'd to trust too much, 
While her wan brow seem'd as it meant 
To soften raptare to cpntent ; — 
To whom all earth's delight was food 
For high and holy gratitude. 

Gazed RiTxcirD till his burning brun 
Grew dizzy with excess of pain ; 
For unheal'd wounds his strength had worn. 
And all the toil his flight had borne ; 
His lip, and cheek, and brow were flame ; 
And when Elvira's welcome came, 
It fell on a regardless ear. 
As bow'd beside a column near. 
He leant insensible to all 
Of good or ill that could befiJL 



** Elttba !" — though the name was 
Low as she fear'd to wake the dead, 
Yet it was heard, and, all revealing. 
Of her most treasured mortal feeling. 



said 



CANTO IV. 

It was a wild and untrained bower, 
Enough to screen from April shower. 
Or shelter from June's hotter hour. 
Tapestried with starry jessamines. 
The summer's gold and silver mines ; 
With a moss seat, and its turf set 
With crowds of the white violet. 
And close beside a fountain play'd. 
Dim, cool, from its encircling shade ; 
And lemon trees grew round, as pale 
As never yet to them the gale 
Had brought a message from the sun 
To say their summer task was done. 
It was a very solitude 
For love in its despairing mood, 
With just enough of breath and bloom, 
With just enough of calm and gloom. 
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To suit a beart where love has wrought 

His wasting work, with saddest thought 

Where all its sickly fantasies 

May call up suiting images : 

With flowers like hopes that spring and &de 

As only for a mockery made, 

And shadows of the boughs that fidl 

Like sorrow drooping over alL 

And LiiLA, loveliest! can it be 
Such destiny is made for thee 1 
Yes, it b written on thy brow 
The all thy lip may not avow, — 
All that in woman*s heart can dwdl. 
Save by a blush unutterable. 
Alas I diat ever Ratm ohd came 
To light thy cheek and heart to flame, — 
A hidden fire, but not the leas 
Consuming in its dark recess. 

She had leant by his couch of pain, 
When throbbing pulse and bursting vein 
Fierce spoke the fever, when fiite near 
Rode on the tainted atmosphere ; 
And though thai parch'd lip spoke tlooe 
Of other love, in fondest tone, 
And though the maiden knew that death 
Might be upon his lightest breath, 
Tet never by her lover's side 
More fondly watched affianced bride,^ 
With pain or fear more anxious strove, 
Than Lsila watch'd another's love. 

But he was safe ! — ^that very day 
Farewell, it had been hers to say ; 
And he was gone to his own land, 
To seek another maiden's hand. 

Who that had look'd on her that mom. 
Could dream of all her heart had borne ; 
Her cheek was red, but who could know 
rPwas flushing with the strife below ; — 
Her eye was bright, but who could tell 
It shone with tears she strove to quell ; 
Her voice was gay, her step was light ; 
And, beaming, beautiful, and bright. 
It was as if life could confer 
Nothing but happiness on her. 
Ah ! who could think that all so fair 
Was semblance, and but nuseiy there. 

"Tis strange with how much power and pride 
The softness is of love allied ; 
How much of power to force the breast 
To be in outward show at rest,— 
How much of pride that never eye 
May look upon its^ony ! 



Ah ! little will the lip reveal 
Of all the burning heart can feel. 
But this was past, and she was now 
With clasp*d hands prest to her brow, 
And head bow'd down upon her knee. 
And heart-pulse throbbing audibly. 
And tears that gush'd like autumn rain. 
The more for that they gush'd in vain. 
O ! why should woman ever love. 
Trusting to one false star above ; 
And fling her little chance away 
Of sunshine for its treacherous ray. 

At first Elvira had not sought 
To break upon her lonely thought. 
But it was now the vesper time. 
And she retum'd not at the chime 
Of holy bells, — she knew the hour :^ 
At last they search'd her favourite bower ; 
Beside the fount they found the maid 
On head bow'd down, as if she pray'd ; 
Her long black hair fell like a veil, 
Making her pale brow yet more pale. 
Twas strange to look upon her face. 
Then turn and see its shadowy trace 
Within the fountain ; one like stone. 
So cold, so colourless, so lone,— 
A statue nymph, placed there to show 
How &r the sculptor's art could go. 
The other, and that too the shade, 
In light and crimson warmth array'd ; 
For the red glow of day declining. 
Was now upon the fountain shining, 
And the shape in its mirror bright 
Of sparkling waves caught warmth and li^t» 
Elviba spoke not, though so near. 
Her words lay mute in their own foar : 
At last she whisper'd Lbila's name,— - 
No answer from the maiden came. 
She took one cold hand in her own. 
Started, and it dropp'd lifeless down ! 
She gazed upon the fixed eye. 
And read in it n^ortality. 

And lingers yet that maiden's tale 
A legend of the lemon vale : 
They say that never from that hour 
Has flourish'd there a single flower,— 
The jasmine droop'd, the violets died. 
Nothing grew by that fountain side. 
Save the pale pining lemon trees. 
And the dark weeping cypreraes. — 
And now when to the twilight star 
The lover wakes his lone guitar. 
Or maiden bids a song impart 
All that is veil'd in her own heart, 
The wild and mournful tale they tell 
Of her who loved, alas ! too welL 
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And vrhen was "Ratxottd, where was he t 
Borne homeward o'er the rapid sea, 
l¥hile sunny days and favouring gales 
Brought welcome speed to the white sails — 
With bended knee and upraised hand, 
He stood upon his native land. 
With all that happiness can be 
When resting on futurity. 
On, on he went, and o*er the plain 
He rode an armed knight again ; 
He urged his steed with hand and bed. 
It bounded conscious of the steeL 
And never yet to Ratxohd's eye 
^iread such an earth, shone such a tikj. 
Blew such sweet breeies o*er his brow. 
As those his native land had now. 

He tfionght upon young Eta's name, 
\nd felt that she was still the same ; 
He thoughi on Ax i a alb, Ins child 
Had surely his dark cares beguiled ; 
He thought upon the welcome sweet 
It would be his so soon to meet : 
And never had the star of hope 
Shone on a lovelier horoscope. 

And evening shades were on the boor 
When Ratxokd rode beneath the tower 
Remembered well, for Adxlihx 
Had there been his heart's summer queen. 
Could this be it t — he knew the heath 
Which, lake-like, spread its walls beneath/— 
He saw the dark old chestnut wood 
Which had for ages by it stood ; 
And but for these the place had been 
As one that he had never seen. 
The walls were rent, the gates were gone^ 
No red light from the watch tower sbooe. 
He enter'd, and the hall wai» bare, 
It diow'd the qwiler had been there ; 
Even upon the very hearth 
The green grass found * place of birth. 
O, vanity ! that the stone wall 
May sooner than a blossom figJi ! 
The tower in its strength may be 
Laid low before the willow tree. 
There stood the wood, subject to all 
The aatomn wind, the winter foil,— 
There stood the castle which the ndii 
And wind had buffistted m vain^ — 
But one in ruins stood beside 
Hie other green in its spring piide. 

And Ratmoks paced the lonely hall 
As if he fear'd his own footfolL 
It is the very worst, the gloom 
Of a deeerted baoquet-foom, 
To see the spider's web outvie 
The torn and foded tapestry,— 



To shudder at the cold damp air, 
Then think how once were burning there 
The incense vase with odour glowing, 
The silver lamp its softness throwing 
O'er cheeks as beautiful and bright 
As roses bathed in summer light,— 
How through the portals sweeping came 
Proud cavalier and high-bom dame, 
With gems like stars 'mid raven curls, 
And snow-white plumes and wreathed pearls^- 
Gold cups, whose lighted flames made dim 
The sparkling stones around the brim ;— f 
Sofi voices answering to the lute. 
The swelling harp, the sigh-waked flute,— 
The glanqng lightness of the dancer- 
Then, starting sudden from thy trance, 
QBie round the lonely place and see 
Its silence and obscurity : 
Then commune with thine heart, and mj 
These are the footprints of decay,^ 
And I, even thus shall pass away. 

And RATxoirn tum'd him to depart, 
With darken'd brow and heavy heart 
Can outrage or can time remove 
The sting, the scar of slighted love 1 
He could not' look upon the scene 
And not remember Adilihs, 
Fair queen of gone festivity,-^ 
0, where was it, and where was she I 

At distance short a village lay 
And thither Ratxoitd took his way. 
And in its hostel shelter found. 
While the dark night was dosing round. 
It was a cheerful scene, the hearth 
Was bright with woodfire and with mirth. 
And in the midst a harper bent 
O'er Us companion instrument : 
'Twas an old man, his hair was gray,— 
For winter tracks in snow its way,— 
But yet his dark, keen eye was bright. 
With somewhat of its youthful light ; 
Like one whose path of life had been 
Its course through mingled sheen and shade; 
But one whose buoyant spirit still 
Pass'd lightly on through good or iU^— * 
One reckless if bcMme o*er the sea 
In storm or in tranquillity ; 
The same to him, as if content 
Wera Ins peculiar element 
'TIS strange how the heart can cieate 
Or colour from itself its fote ; 
We make ourselves our own distress. 
We are ourselves our hapjnneai. 

And many a song and many a lay. 
Had pass'd the cheerful hour away. 
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When one pray'd that he would relate, 
Hia tale of the proud ladye's fate, — 
The lady Adilin a ; — the name 
Like Ughtning upon Ratmokp came ! 
And swept the liarper o'er his chorda 
As that he paused for minstrel words, 
Or stayed till silence should prevail, 
When thus the old man told the taleu 



THE PBOUD LADTI. 

O, what could the ladye*s heauty match. 
An it were not the ladye's pride ; 

An hundred knights from far and near 
Woo'd at that ladye's side. 

The rose of the summer slept on her cheek. 

Its lily upon her hroast, 
And her eye shone forth like the glorious star 

That rises the first in the west 

Tliere are some that woo'd for her land and gold, 

And some for her noble name, 
And more that woo'd for her lovelineas ; 

But her answer was still the same. 

" There is a steep and lofty wall, 

Where my warders trembling stand. 

He who at speed shall ride round its height, 
F6r him shall be my hand." 

Ifany tum'd away firom the deed, 
The hope of their wooing o'er ; 

Bat many a young knight mounted the steed 
He never mounted more. 

At last there came a youthful knight. 
From a strange and far countrie, 

The steed that he rode was white as the foam 
Upon a stormy 



And he who had soom'd the name of love, 

Now bow'd before its might. 
And the ladye grew meek as if disdain 

Were not made for that stranger knight 

8ha sought at first to steal his soul 

By dance, song, and fostiral ; 
At length on bended knee she pny'd 

He would not ride the waU. 

But gayly the young knight laughM at her fears, 

And flung him on his steed, — 
There was not a saint in the calendar 

That she pray'd not to in her need. 

8ha dared not raise her eyes to see 
If heaven had granted her prayer. 

Till she heard a light step bound to her aide,^ 
The gallant knight stood there ! 



And took the ladye Adiltitk 

Frdm her hair a jewell'd band, 

But the knight repell'd the offer'd gift, 
And tum'd from the oflfer'd hand. 

And deemest thou that I dared this deed, 

Ladye, for love of thee ; 
The honour that guides the soldier's lance 

Is mistress enough for me. 

Enough for me to ride the ring. 
The victor's crown to wear ; 

But not in honour of the eyes 
Of any ladye there. 

I had a brother whom I lost 

Through thy proud crueltie. 

And for more was to me his love, 
Than woman's love can be. 

I came to triuinph o'er the pride 

Through which that brother fell, 

I laugh to scorn thy love and thee. 
And now, pcoud dame, forewell ! 

And from that hour the ladye pined, 

For love was in her heart. 
And on her slumber there came dreams 

She could not bid depart. 

Her eye lost all its starry light, 
Her cheek grew wan and pale. 

Till she hid her faded loveliness 
Beneath the sacred veil 

And she cut off her long dark hair. 
And bade the world farewell. 

And she now dwells a veil'd nun 
In Saint Marie's celL 



Aim what were RATMOirn's dreams that night } 
The morning^ s gift of crimson light 
Waked not his sleep, for his pale cheek 
Did not of aught like slumber speak ; 
Though not upon a mom like this 
Should Ratkond turn to aught but bliss. 
To-day, when Eva will be prest. 
Ere evening, to his throl>bing breast- 
To day, when all his own will be 
That cheer'd his long captivity. 
Care to the wind of heaven was flung 
As the young knight to stirrup sprung. 

He reach'd the castle ; save one, all 
Rush'd to his welcome in the halL 
He gazed, but there no Eva came. 
Scarce his low voice named Eta's 
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** Our Eta, the is fiur away 
Amid the young, the fiur, the gay. 
At Thoulouse, now the bright reeort 
Of beaaty and the Minstrel Court ; 
For this time it is hen to set 
The ▼ictor's hrow With violet. 
Her fiither, — but yoti're worn and paIe<-~ 
Come, the wine cup will aid my tale." 
The greeting of the elder knight, 
The cheerful board, the vintage bright, 
Not all could chase from RATxoirD's soo^ 
The cloud that o*er its gladness stole ; 
And soon, pretending toil, he sought 
A solitude for lonely thought — 
'Tis strange how much of vanity 
Almost unconsciously will be 
With our best feelings miz*d, and now 
But that, what wbadown RATxoim's brow. 

He had deem'd a declining flower. 
Pining in solitary bower, 
He should find Eva, sad and lone,^ 
He sought the cage, the bird had flown, 
With bumish'd plume, and careless wing, 
A follower of the sunny Spring. 
He pictured her the first of all 
In masque, and dance, and festival,— 
With cheek at its own piaiaes burning. 
And eyes but on adoreis turning, 
The lady of the tournament, 
For whoee bright sake the lance was sent ; 
While minstrels borrowed from her name 
The beauty which they paid by fiime : 
Beloved ! not even his hot brain 
Dared whisper, — loving too again. 

But the next mom, and Ratmoud bent 
His steps to that &ir Parliament, 
While pride and hasty anger strove 
Against his memory and bis love. 
But leave we him awhile to rave 
Against the fiiith which, like the wave. 
By every grain of sand can be 
Moved from its own tranquillity. 
Tin settled he that woman's mind 
Was but a leaf before the wind,^ 
Left to remain, retreat, advance, 
Without a destiny but chance^— 

And where is Eva 1 on her cheek 
Is there ought that of love may speak t 
Amid the music and perfume 
That, mingling, fill yon stately room 
A maiden sits, around her chair 
Stand others who, with graceful care^ 
Bind Indian jewels in her hair. 
*T\» Eva ! on one side a stand 
Of dark wood from the Ethiop's land 
Is oover'd with all genurthat deck 
A maiden*s arm, or maiden's neck : 



The diamond with its veins of light. 
The sapphire like a summer night. 
The ruby rich as it had won 
A red gift from the setting sun. 
And white pearls, such ss might have been 
A l^ridal ofierihg for a queen. 
On the side opposite were thrown. 
Rainbow-like mix*d, a sparicling zone, 
A snow-white veil, a purple vest 
Embroidered with a golden cresL 
Before, the silver mirror's trace 
Is the sweet shadow of her face, 
Placed as appealing to her eyes 
For the truth of the flatteries, 
With which her gay attendants seek 
To drive all sadness from her cheek. — 
She heard them not ; she reck'd not how 
They wreath'd the bright hair o'er her 

brow, 
Whate'er iti sunny grace might be 
There was an eye that would not see. 
They told of words of royal praise. 
They told of minstrel's moonlight lays, 
Of youthful knigbti who swore to die 
For her least smile, her lightest sigh. 
But he was gone, her young, her brave, 
Her heart was with him in the grave. 

Wearied, for ill the heart may bear 
Light words in which it has no share. 
She tum'd to a pale maid, who, mute. 
Dreaming of song, leant o'er her lute ; 
And at her sign, that maiden's words 
Came echolike to its sweet chords,^ 
It was a low and silver tone. 
And very sad, like sorrow's own ; 
She sang of love as it will be. 
And has been in reality, — 
Of fond hearts broken and betray'd. 
Of roses opening but to fade, 
Of wither'd hope, and wasted bloom. 
Of the young warrior's early tomb ; 
And the while her dark mournful eye 
Held with her words deep sympathy. 

And Eva listen'd ; — ^music's power 
Is little felt in sunlit hotir ; 
But hear its voice when hopes depart, 
Like swallows, flying from the heart 
On which the summer's late decline 
Has set a sadness and a sign ; 
When friends whose commune once we sought 
For every bosom wish and thought. 
Have given in our hour of need 
Such a support as givM the reed, — 
When we have seen the green grass grow 
Over what once was life below ; 
How deeply will the spirit feel 
The lute, the son^'a a>NeeXNo\c^^Y^«8\\ 
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And how the heart drink in their sighs 
Af echoes they from Paradise. 

Tis done : the last bright gem is set 
In Eya's sparkling coronet ; 
A soil on her rich Teil appears,— 
Unsuiting here— and is it tears ! 

Her father met her, he was proud 
To lead his daughter through the crowd. 
And see the many eyes that gazed. 
Then mark the blush their gazing raised ; 
And for his sake, she forced away 
The clouds that on her forehead lay, 
The sob rose in her throat, 'twas all ; 
The tears swam, but they dared not fall ; 
And the pale lip put on a smile, 
Alas it was too sad for guile ! 

A beautiful and festal day 
Shone summer bright o'er the arrays 
And purple banners workM in gold. 
And azure pennons ^read their fold, 
0*er the rich awnings which were round 
The galleries that hemm'd in the ground, 
The green and open space, where met 
The Minstrels of the Violet ; 
And two or three old stately treee 
Soften'd the sun, skreen'd from the breese. 
And there came many a lovely dame, 
With cheek of rose, and eye of flame ; 
And many a radiant arm was raised. 
Whose rubies in the sunshine blazed ; 
And many a white veil swept the air 
Only than what they hid less fair : 
And placed at his own beauty'a feet 
Found many a youthful knight his seal^ 
And flung his jewell'd cap aside. 
And wore his scarf with gayer pride. 
And whisper'd soft and gallant things, 
And bade the bards' imaginings 
WhencTer love awoke the tone, 
With their sweet passion plead his own. 

Beneath an azure canopy, 
Blue as the sweep of April's sky. 
Upon a snowy couch recline 
Like a white cloud before the wind. 
Leant Eva : — there was many a tent 
More royal, more magnificent. 
With purple, gold, and crimson swelling, 
But none so like a fairy dwelling : 
One curtain bore her father's crest, 
But summer flowers confined the rest; 
And, at her feet, the ground was strew'd 
With the June's rainbow multitude : 
Berde her knelt a page, who bore 
A vase with jewels sparkling o'er, 
AnS in that shining vase was set 
T/te prize, — tbm Goldxit Violmt, 



Alas for her whom every eye 
Worshipp'd like a divinity ! 
Alas fbr her whose ear was fill'd 
With flatteries like sweet woods distiU'd ! 
Alas for Eva ! bloom and beam, 
Music and mirth, came like a dream. 
In which she mingled not, — apart 
From all in heaviness of heart 
There were soft tales pour'd in her ear. 
She look'd on many a cavalier, 
Wander'd her eye round the glad scene, 
It was as if they had not been : — 
To ear, eye, heart, there only came 
Her Ratxoitd's image, Ratxoitd's nam» i 

There is a flower, a snow-white flower^ 
Fragile as if a morning shower 
Would end its being, and the earth 
Forget to what it gave a birth ; 
And it looks innocent and pale. 
Slight as the least force could avail 
To pluck it from its bed, and yet 
Its root in depth and strength is set 
The July sun, the autumn rain. 
Beat on its slender stalk in vain :— 
Around it spreads, despite of care. 
Till the whole garden is its share ; 
And other plants must fiide and fall 
Beneath its deep and deadly thrall. 
This is love's emblem ; it is nurst 
In all unconsciousness at first. 
Too slight, too fiadr, to wake distrust ; 
No sign how that an after hour 
WDl rue and weep its fatal power. 
'Twas thus with Eva ; she had dream'd 
Of love as his first likeness seem'd, 
A sweet thought o'er which she might 
brood. 

The treasure of her solitude ; 

But tidings of young Ratxoitd's fate 

Waken'd her from her dream too late. 

Even her timid love could be 

The ruling star of destiny. 

And when a calmer mood prevail'd 

O'er that whose joy her father hail'd 

Too well he saw how day by day 

Some other emblem of decay 

Came on her lip and o'er her brow. 

Which only she would disallow ; 

The cheek the lightest word could flush 

Not with health's rose, but the heart's gush 

Of feverish anxiousness ; he caught 

At the least hope, and vainly sought 

By change, by pleasure, to dispel 

Her sorrow from its secret celL 

In vain ; — ^what can reanimate 

A heart too early desolate ! 

It had boen his, it could not save. 

But it could follow to his grave. 
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The tmmpets peal'd their latest round, 
Btole from the flutes a softer sound, 
Swell'd the harp to each master's hand, 
As onward came the minstrel band ! 
And many a bright cheek grew more bright, 
And many a dark eye flash'd with light, 
As bent the minstrel o*er his lute, 
And urged the lover's plaining suit. 
Or swept a louder chord, and gave 
Some glorious history of the brave. 

At hst from 'mid the crowd one came. 
Unknown himself, unknown lus name, 
Both knight and bard, — the stranger wore 
The garb of a young Troubadour i 
His dark green mantle loosely flung, 
Conceal'd the form o'er which it hung ; 
And his cap, with its shadowy plume. 
Hid lus face by its raven gloom. 
Little did Eta's careless eye 
Dream that it wander'd Ratmokd by. 
Though his first tone thrill'd every vein, 
It only made her turn again, 
Forget the scene, the song, and dwell 
But on what memory felt too welL 



THB SOKO OF TBI TROUlADOUB. 

Iir some valley low and lone, 
Where I was the only one 
Of the human dwellers there, 
Would I dream away my care ; 
Fd forget how in the world 
Snakes lay amid roses curl'd, 
Fd forget my once distress 
For young Love's insidiousness. 
False foes, and yet felser friends. 
Seeming but for their own ends ; 
Pleasures known but by their wings, 
Tet remember'd by their stings ; 
Gold's decrease, and health's decay, 
I will fly like t&ese away. 
To some lovely solitude, 
Where the nightingale's young brood 
Lives amid the shrine of leaves. 
Which the wild roae round them weaves, 
And my dwelling shall be made 
Underneath the beech tree's shade. 
Twining ivy for the walls 
Over which the jasmine falls. 
Like a tapestry work'd with gold 
And pearls around each emerald fold : 
And my couches shall be set 
With the purple violet. 
And the white ones too, inside 
Each a blush to suit a bride. 
That flower which of all that live. 
Lovers, should be those who give. 



Primroses, for each appears 

Pale and wet with many tears. 

Alas tears and pallid cheek 

All too often love bespeak ! 

There the gilderose should fling 

Silver treasures to the spring, 

And the bright laburnum's tresses 

Seddng the young wind's caresses ; 

In the midst an azure lake. 

Where no oar e'er dips to break 

The clear bed of its blue rest, 

Where the halcyon builds her. nest ; 

And amid the sedges green. 

And the water-flag's thick screen. 

The solitary swan resides ; 

And the bright kingfisher hides. 

With its colours rich like those 

Which the bird of India shows.— 

Once I thought that I would seek 

Some fiiir creature, young and meek. 

Whose most gentle smile would bless 

My too utter loneliness ; 

But I then remember'd all 

I had sufier'd fit>m love's thrall. 

And I thought Fd not again 

Enter in the lion's den ; 

But, with my wrung heart now fine, 

So I thought I still will be. 

Love is like a kingly dome, 

Yet too often, sorrow's home ; 

Sometimes smiles, but oftener tears. 

Jealousies, and hopes, and fears, 

A sweet liquor sparkling up. 

But drank from a poison'd cup. 

Would you guard your heart from care 

Love must never enter there. 

I will dwell with summer flowers. 

Fit friends for the summer hours, 

My companions honey-bees. 

And birds, and buds, and leaves, and trees. 

And the dew of the twilight, 

And the thousand stars of night : 

I will cherish that sweet gift, 

The least earthly one now left 

Of the gems of Paradise, 

Poesy's delicious sighs. 

ni may that soft spirit bear 

Crowds' or cities' healthless air ; 

Was not her sweet breathing meant 

To echo the low murmur sent 

By the flowers, and by the rill, 

When all save the wind b still 1 

As if to tell of those &ir things 

High thoughts, pure imaginings. 

That recall how bright, how fiur 

In our other state we were. 

And at last, when I have spent 

A calm life in mild content, 
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May my spirit pass away 
As the early leaves decay : 
Spring Hhakea her gay coronal, 
One sweet breath, aiid then they falL 
Only let the red-breast bring 
Moss to strew me with, and sing 
One low mournful dirge to tell 
I have bid the world iaifewelL • 



Avu praise rang forth, and praise is won^ 
Young minstrel, thou hast equal none ! 
They led hun to the lady's seat. 
And knelt he down at Eva's feet ; 
She bent his victor brow to deck. 
And, fainting, sunk upon his neck ! 
The cap and plume aside wei^e thrown, 
Twas as the grave restored its own. 
And sent its victim forth to share 
Light, life, and hope, and sun, and air. 

That day the feast spread gay and bright 
In honour of the youthful kni^t» 
And it was Eva's fairy hand 
Met Ratmohd's in the saraband. 
And it was Eva's ear that heard 
Many a low and lovetuned word. — 
And life seem'd as a sunny stream, 
And hope awaken'd as from a dream ; 
But what has minstrel left to tell 
When love has not an obstacle ? 
My lute is hush'd, and mute its chords, 
The heart and happiness have no words ! 



My tale is told, the glad sunshine 
Fell over its commencing line,^ 
It wav a mom in June, the sun 
Was blessing all it shone upon. 
The sky was clear as not a doud 
Were ever on its face allow'd ; 
The hill whereon I stood was made 
A pleasant place of summer shade 
By the green elms which seem'd as meant 
To make the noon a shadowy tent 
I had been bent half sleep, half wake, 
Dreaming those rainbow dreams that take 
The spirit prisoner in their chain. 
Too beautiful to be quite vain,^ 
Enough if they can soothe to cheer 
One moment's pain or sorrow here. 
And I was happy ; hope and &me 
Together on my visions came, 
For memory had just dipp'd her wings 
In honey dews, and sunlit springs, — 



My brow burnt with its early wieadi, 
My soul had drank its first sweet breadi 
Of praise, and yet my cheek was flushing^ 
My heart with the full torrent gushing 
Of fbelings whose delighted mood 
Was mingling joy and gratitude. 
Scarce possible it seem'd to be 
That such praise could be meant for meir— 
Enured to coldness and neglect. 
My spirit chill'd, my breathing check'd. 
All that can crowd and crush the mind. 
Friends, even more than fate unkind. 
And fortunes stamp'd with the pale sign 
That marks and makes autumn's decline. 
How could I stand in the sunshine. 
And marvel not that it was mine t 
One word, if ever happiness 
In its most passionate excess 
Ofifer'd its wine to human lip. 
It has been mine ihat cup to sip. 
I may not say with what deep dread 
The words of my first song were said, 
I may not say how much delight 
Has been upon my minstrel flight — 
'Tis vain, and yet my heart would say 
Somewhat to those who made my way 
A path of light, with power to kill. 
To check, to crush, but not the wilL 
Thanks for the gentleness that leant 
My young lute such encouragement. 
When scorn had turn'd my heart to stone, 
O, theirs be thanks and benison ! 

Back to the summer hill again. 
When first I thought upon this strain. 
And music rose upon the air, 
I look'd below, and, gather'd there, 
Rode soldiers with their breastplates glancing. 
Helmets and snow-white feathers dancing. 
And trumpets at whose martial sound. 
Prouder the war horse trod the ground. 
And waved their flag with many a name 
Of battles and each battle fame. 
And as I mark'd the gallant line 
Pass through the green lane's serpentine, 
And as I saw the boughs give way 
Before the crimson pennons' play ; 
To other days my fiuicy went, 
Call'd up the stirring tournament, 
The darkeyed maiden who for years 
Kept the vows seal'd by parting tears, 
While he who own'd her plighted hand 
Was fighting in the Holy Land. 
The youthful knight with his gay crest. 
His ladye's scarf upon a breast 
Whose truth was kept, come life, come deadi,- 
Alas ! has modem love such &ith 1 
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I thoo^t how in the moonlit hoar 
The minstrel hyoin'd his maiden's bower, 
His helm and sword changed for the lute 
And one sweet song to urge his suit. 
Floated around me moated hall, 
And donjon keep, and frowning wall ; 
1 saw the marshall'd hosts advance, 
I gazed on banner, bnmd, and lanoe ; 
The murmur of a low song came 
Bearing one only worshipp'd name ; 
And my next song, I said, should be 
A tale of gone-by chiTaliy^ 

My task is done, the tale is told. 
The lute drops from my wearied hold ; 
Spreads no green earth, no sunmier sky 
To raise fresh visions for my eye, 
•The hour is dark, the winter rain 
Beats cold and harsh against the pane, 
Where, spendthrift like, the branches twine^ 
Worn, knotted, of a leafless vme ; 
And the wind howls in gusts around, 
As omens were in each drear sound,^ 
Omens that bear upon their breath 
Tidings of sorrow, pain, and death. 
Thus should it be^ — I could not bear 
The breath of flowers, the sunny air 
Upon that ending page should be 
Which One will never, never see* 
Yet who will love it like that one. 
Who cherish as he would have done^ 
My fiither ! albeit but in vain 
This clasping of a broken chain. 
And albeit of all vainest things 
That haunt with sad imaginings^ 
None has the sting of memory ; 
Tet still my spirit turns to thee. 
Despite of long and lone regret. 
Rejoicing it cannot forget. 
I would not lose the lightest thought 
With one remembrance of thine frau^it,— 
And my heart said no name, but thine 
Should be on this last page of mineii 

My father, tfiough no more, thine ear 
Censure or praise of mine can hear, 
It soothes me to embalm thy name 
With all my hope, my pride, my fiune^ 
Treasure's of Fancy's fidry hall,— 
Thy name most precious far of alL 

My page is wet with bitter teaz%-« 
I cannot but think of thoae years 
When happiness and I would wait 
On sunmier evenings by the gate. 
And keep o'er the green fields our wdch 
The first sound of thy step to catch, 
llien run for the first kiss, and w<»d^-« 
An ankind one I never heard* 

(13) 



But these are pleasant memories. 

And later years have none like these : 

They came with griefs, and pains, and cares, 

All that the heart breaks while it bears ; 

Desolate as I feel nlone 

I should not weep that thou art gone. 

Ahtf! the tears that still will fall 

Are selfish in their fond recall ; — 

If ever tears could win from Heaven 

A loved one, and yet be forgiven. 

Mine surely might ; I may not tell 

The agony of my farewell ! 

A single tear I had not shed, — 

'Twas the first time I moum'd the dead ;^ 

It was my heaviest loss, my worst, — 

My &ther ! — and was thine the first ! 

Farewell ! in my heart is a spot 
Where other grie& and cares come not, 
Hallow'd by love, by memory kept, 
And deeply honour'd, deeply wept. 
My own dead father, time may bring 
Chance, change, upon his rainbow wing. 
But never will thy name depart 
The household god of thy child's heart. 
Until thy orphan girl may share 
The grave where her best feelings are. 
Never, dear &ther, love can be. 
Like the dear love I had for thee ! 



NOTES TO THE TROUBADOUR, 

Page 67. 

The spent stag on ths grui is laid, 
But over htm is bent a maid, 
Her arms and lair hair glistening 
With the bright waters of the spring. 

Tbx foundation of this tale was taken from tlie 
exquisite and wild legend in the Bride of Lauk- 
mermuir. It is venturing on hallowed ground; 
but I have the common excuse for most human er- 
rors,— I was tempted by beauty. 

Page 68. 

Bends not the mountain cedar trees. 
Folding their branches lirom the breeze. 

Some ancient travellers assert, that in winter the 
cedars of Lebanon fold their branches together, and 
in this spiral form defy the storms which would 
otherwise destroy their outstretched limbs. I be- 
lieve the fiu^ is not well authenticated, but enough 
fat the uses of poetry. 



Page 66. 
Eienore. 
This tale is the versification of an old 
inRussdrsToor thKou%ViO«cisaasj« Wskk^ 
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tared on one or two alterations : the original makes 
Nero the father ; and somewhat similar to the dis- 
covery of Bedreddin by his cream-tarts, in the 
Arabian Nights, the emperor recognises his daugh- 
ter by the flavour of a dish she alone knew how to 
prepare. 

Page 69. 

b there a knight who for lore of me, 

Into the court below will spring, 

And bear from the lion the glove I fling. 

This is an anecdote told of De Lorge, a knight 
of Francis the First's, in whose presence it took 
place. 

Page 73. 

And soon I deem'd the time would be, 
For many a chief stood leagued with me. 

I knew not whether it may be necessaiy to re- 
maik, that the period I suppose in this poem is 
that of the later time of chivalry in Provence, 
when the spirit of religious inquiry was springing, 
Phcsnix-like, from the ashes of the Albigenses. 

Page 75. 

Had been but as the lightning^ ihock, 
, Shedding rich ore upon the rock. 

It is a belief among some savage nationfl^ — the 
North American Indians, I believe, — that where 
the lightning strikes it melts into gold. 

• 

Page 84. 

This ballad is also taken, with some alight 
change, from a legend in Russell's Gennany. 

PigeSfi. 

Tikoulouse, BOW the brlfl^t resort 
Of beauty and the minstrel court. 
For this time it is hen to set 
The -Victor^ bcow with violet. 

I have here given to an eaily age what in reality 



belongs to a later one ; the Golden Violet was a 
prize given rather for the revival than the encou* 
ragement of the Troubadours. The following is 
Sismondi's account : 

** A few versifiers of little note, had assumed, at 
Thoulouse, the name of Troubadours, and were 
accustomed to assemble together, in the gardens of 
the Augustine Monks, where they read their com- 
positions to one another. In 1323, these persons 
resolved to form themselves into a species of aca- 
demy del Gai Sabir, and they gave it the title of 
La Sobrigaza Companhia deb tepts TVabudon 
de Tohaa. This ** most gay society" was eagerly 
joined by the Capitouls, or venerable magistmtea 
of Thoulouse, who wished, by some public festival, 
to reanimate the spirit of poetry. A circular letter 
was addressed to all the cities of Languedoc, to 
give notice that, on the first of May, 1324, a Gol- 
den Violet would be decreed, as a prize, to the au- 
thor of the best poem in the Provenpal language." 
— Sumondi on the Literature of the TVoubadoure, 

But there is a more romantic though leas true 
account of the origin of the Golden Violet ; the 
foundress of this picturesque ceremony was said to 
have been Clemence Isaure ; but Sismondi seems 
to doubt even her existence. 

**U the celebrated Clemence Isaure, whose eu- 
logy was pronounced every year in the assembly 
of the Floral Games, and whose statue, crowne4 
with flowers, ornamented their festivals^ be not 
merely an imaginary being, she appears to have 
been the soul of these little meetings before either 
the magistrates had noticed them, or the public 
were invited to attend them. But neither the cir- 
culars of the Sobrigaza Companhia^ nor the r»> 
gisters of the magistrates, make any mention of 
her ; and notwithstanding all the zeal with which, 
at a subsequent period, the glory of founding the 
Floral Gaines has been attributed to her, her ex- 
istenoa is still problematicaL"— ^5£«inofu£. 
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BeraUfiil utl my wonhlp it fcr theer- 
The bean's ealire devoUon. When I look 
Upon thy ndiaat wooden, every palae 
b tbrilPd M in tli0 praMoce of diTinlty 1 
Ptctnree, bright picuiree, 1 th^ are to mo 
A world for mind to revel la. I love 
To give A hletory to every face, to think,— 
As I thought with the painter,— aa I knew 
What hia hi^ communing had been.— L. E. L. 

POBTIOAL CATA1.00im OP PICTtTEBSi 

Df Lit. Gas. 18331 



JULIET AFTER THE MASQUE- 
RADE. 

BT THOMPSON* 

8hx left die festival, for it aeem'd dim 
Now that her eye no longer dwelt on him, 
And sought her chamber, — gazed, (then tnmM 

away,) 
Upon a mirror that before her lay, 
Half fearing, half believing her sweet hce 
Would sorely claim within his memory place. 
The hoar was late, and that night her light fi)oC 
Had been the constant echo of the lute ; 
Tet sought she not her pillow, the cool air 
Came from the casement, and it lured her there. 
The terrace was beneath, and the pale moon 
Shone o'er the couch which she had press'd at 

noon, 
Softrlingering o'er some nunstreTs lotekvn 



AIM, tears are the poef s heritage ! 

8he flung her on that couch, but not for 

sleep; 
No, it was only that the wind might steep 
Her fever'd lip in its delicious dew : 
Her brow was burning, and aside she threw 
Her cap and plume, and, loosen'd from its fold. 
Came o'er her neck and £M3e a shower of gold, 
A thousand curls. It was a solitude 
Made hr yotmg heart's in love's fini dreaming 

mood: — 
Beneath the garden lay, fill'd with rose trees 
Whose sighings came like passion on the braew. 
Two graoefiil statues of the Parian slone 
8o finely shaped, that as the moonlight dione 
The breath of life seem'd to their beanty giTen, 
But leas Ithe life of earth thui that of hMsmu 



Twas PsTCHK and her boy-god, so divine 
They tum'd the terrace to an idol shrine. 
With its white vases and their summer share 
Of flowen, like altars raised to that sweet pair. 

And there the maiden leant, still in her ear 
The whisper dwelt of that yoimg cavalier ; 
It was no fency, he had named the name 
Of love, and at that thou^t her cheek grew 

flame: 
It was the first time her yoimg ear had heard 
A lover's burning sigh, or silver word ; 
Her thoughts were all confusion, but most 

sweet, — 
Her heart beat high, but pleasant was its beat. 
8he murmur'd over many a snatch of song 
That might to her own feelings now belong ; 
She thought upon old histories she had read. 
And placed herself in each high heroine's stead. 
Then woke her lute, — O ! diere is little known 
Of music's power till aided by love's own. 
And this is happiness : O ! love will last . 
When all that made it happiness is past,^ 
When all its hopes are as the ghttering toys 
Time present offers, time to come destroys^— 
When diey have been too often enuh'd to 

earth. 
For further blindness to their litde wortii,"- 
When food illuaions have dropt one by one, 
Like pearls from a rich caikanet, till none 
Are left upon life's soiTd and naked string,^ 
And this is all what time will ever bring. 
— And that fair girl, — what can the beait fero- 



Of her young lote, and of its destiny 1 
There is a white ctoud o'er Ae moon, its fenn 
Is very Hgfat, and yet there sleeps the storm : 
It is an omen, it may tell the fete 
Of love known all too soon, repented all to« 
late. 
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PORTRAIT OF A LADY. 

BT SIR THOMAS LAWRENCE. 

Ladt, thy lofty brow i» fair, 
Beauty's sign and seal are there ; 
And thy lip is like the rose 
Closing round the bee's repose ; 
And thine eye is like a star, 
But blue as the sapphires' are. 
Beautiful patrician ! thou 
Wearest on thy stately brow 
All that suits a noble race, 
All of high-bom maiden's grace,— 
Who is there could look on thee 
And doubt thy nobility 1 

Round thee satin robe is flung. 
Pearls upon thy neck are hung. 
And upon thy arm of snow 
Rubies like red sun-giAs glow ; 
Tet thou wearest pearl and gem 
As thout hadst forgotten them. — 
Tb a step, but made to tread 
O'er Persian web, or flower's head,^ 
Soft hand diat might only moTO 
In the broider'd silken glove,^ 
Cheek unused to ruder air 
Than what hothouse rose might bear,- 
One whom nature only meant 
To be queen of the tournament,^ 
Courtly fete, and lighted hall, — 
Grace and ornament of all ! 



THE COMBAT. 



BT BTTT. 



Tkbt fled, — for there was for the brmva 
Left only a dishonour'd grave. 
The day was lest; and his red hand 
Was now upon a broken brand, 
The foes were in his native town. 
The gates were forced, the walls were down^ 
The burning city lit the sky, — 
What had he then to do but fly ; 
Fly to the mountain-rock, where yet 
Revenge* might stiike, or peace foiget ! 

They fled, — fat she was by his aide, 
Life's last and loveliest link, his brides- 
Friends, feme, hope, freedom, all were goiie» 
Or lingered only with that one. 
They hasten'd by the londiy way 
That through the winding forest lay. 



Hearth, home, tower, temple, blazed behind. 
And shout and shriek came on the wind ; 
And twice the warrior tum'd again 
And cursed the arm that now in vain. 
Wounded and faint, essay'd to grasp 
The sword that trembled in its claiqpu 

At last they reach'd a secret shade 
Which seem'd as for their safety made ; 
And where they paused, for the warm tide 
Burst in red gushes from his side. 
And hung the drops on brow and chedc. 
And his gasp'd breath came thick and weak. 
She took her long dark hair, and bound 
The cool moss on each gaping wound. 
And in her closed-up hands she brought 
The water which his hot lip sought,^ 
And anxious gazed upon his eye. 
As asking, shall we live or die 1 
Almost as if she thought his breath 
Had power o'er his own life and death. 

But, harii ! — 'tis not the wind deceives. 
There is a step among the leaves : 
Her blood runs cold, her heart beats high, 
It is their fiercest enemy ; 
He of the charm'd and deadly steel. 
Whose strokes was never known to heal,^ 
He of the sword sworn not to spare, 
She flung her down in her despair ! 

The dying chief sprang to his knee. 
And the staunch'd wounds welled fearfully ; 
But his gash'd arm, what is it now 1 
Livid his lip, and black his brow. 
While over him the slayer stood. 
As if he almost scom'd the blood 
That cost so little to be won, — 
He strikes,— 4he woriL of death is done ! 



THE PAIRY QUEEN SLEEPINCL 



BT 8T0THARD. 



She Uy upon a bank, the favourite haunt 
Of the spring wind In its first sunshine hour, 
For ihs laxurisnt strawtwrry blosmns spread 
Li Ice a NQOw-abower there, and violets 
BowM down their purple vases of perfume 
About hCT pillow,— linked tn a gay band 
Floated fantastic shapes, these were hsr guards, 
Usr lithe and rainbow elves. 



Ws have been o'er land and aea. 
Seeking lovely dreams for thee,^ 
Where is there we have not been 

gifts fix our jweet qiiaen 1 
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We are come with sound and sight 
Fit for fairy's sleep to-night, — 
First around thy couch shall sweep 
Odours, such as roses weep 
When the earliest spring rain 
Calls them into life again ; 
Next upon thine ear shall float 
Many a low and silver note. 
Stolen from a darkeyed maid 
When her lover's serenade, 
Rising as the atars grew dim, 
Waken'd from her thoughts of him. 
There shall steal o'er lip and cheek 
Gales, but all too light to break 
Thy soft rest, — such gales as hide 
All day orange-flowers inside, 
Or that, while hot noontide, dwell 
In the purple hyacinth bell ; 
And before thy sleeping eyes 
Shall come glorious pageantries, 
Palaces of gems and gold. 
Such as dazzle to behold,— 
Gardens, in which every tree 
Seems a world of bloom to be,«- 
Fountains, whose clear waters show 
The white pearls that lie below.^— 
During slumber's n^agic reign 
Other times shall live again ; 
First thou shalt be young and free 
In thy days of liberty,— 
Then again be woo'd and won 
By the stately Obkbok. 
Or thou shalt descend to earth, 
And see all of mortal birth. 
No, that world's too full of care 
Tat e'en dreams to linger there. 
But, behold, the sun is set, 
And the d^mond coronet 
Of the young moon is on high 
Waiting for our revelry ; 
And the dew is on the flower. 
And the stars proclaim our hour ; 
Long enough thy rest has been. 
Wake, TiTAKiA, wake our queen ! 



THE ORIENTAL NOSEGAY. 

BT FICKSRSeiLL. 

Throuoh the lig^t curtains came the perfumed 
air. 
And flung them back and show'd a garden, where 
The eye could just catch glimpses of those trees 
Which send sweet messages upon the breeze 
To lull a maiden's sleep, and fan her cheek. 
When inward thoughts in outward blushes speak. 



Beneath's a silken couch, just fit to be 

A snowy shrine for some fair deity ; 

And there a beauty rests, lovely as those 

Enchanted visions haunting the repose 

Of the young poet, when his eyelids shut 

To dream that love they have but dieam'd as 

yet;— 
But dream'd ! Alas, that love should ever be 
A happiness but made for phantasie ! 
And flowers are by her side, and her dark eye 
Seems as it read in them her destiny. 
She knew whose hand had gather'd them, she 

knew 
Whose sigh and touch were on their scent and 

hue. 

Beautiful language ! Love's peculiar own. 
But only to the spring and summer known. 
Ah ! little marvel in such dime and age 
As that of our two earth-bound pilgrimage. 
That we should daily hear that love is fled 
And hope grown pale, and lighted feelings dead. 
Not for the cold, the careless to impart. 
By such sweet signs, the silence of the heart ; 
But surely in the countries where the sun 
Lights loveliness in all he shines upon, — 
Where love is as a mystery and a dream. 
One single flower upon life's troubled stream ; 
There, there, perchance, may the young bosom 

thriU, 
Feeling and fancy linger with love stilL 

She look'd upon the blossoms, and a smile, 
A twilight one, lit up her lip the while. 
Surely her love is blest, no leaves are there 
That aught of lover's misery declare. 
True, 'mid them is that pale and pining flower, 
Whose dim blue colour speaks an absent hour; 
Yet it is nothing but that tender sorrow 
Of those who part to-day to meet to-morrow : 
For there are hope and constancy beside. 
And are not theee to happiness allied ; 
And yet upon that maiden's cheek is caught 
A summer evening's shade of pensive thought* 
As if these large sofl eyes knew all their fate, 
How the heart would its destiny create,^ 
At once too tender, and too passionate ; — 
Too made for happiness to be happy here. 
An angel fetter'd to an earthly sphere. — 
And those dark eyes, so large, so sofl, so bright. 
So clear as if their very tears were light; 
They tell that destiny, art thou not one 
To whom love will be like the summer sun 
That feeds the diamond in the secret mine. 
Then calls it from its solitude to shine. 
And piece by piece be broken. Watch the bloon 
And mark ite fielding to an early tomb. 
And read in the decay upon it stealing 
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Of thy own wasted hope and withered feeling, — 
Ay, fitting measengen for love ! as fiiir, 
As quickly past as his own visiona are ;^- 
Fling, fling the flowers away ! 



A CHILD SCREENING A DOVE 
FROM A HAWK. 

BT STSWABDSOV. 

At, screen thy favourite dove, fi^r child. 

Ay, screen it if you may, — 
Yet I misdoubt thy trembling hand 

Will scare the hawk away. 

That dove will die, that child will weep, — 

Is this their destinie ? 
Ever amid the sweets of life 

Some evil thing must be. 

Ay,. moralize, — ^is it not thus 

WeVe moum*d our hope and love 1 

Alas ! there's tears for every eye, 
A hawk for every dove 



THE ENCHANTED ISLAND. 

BT DAKBT. 

Akd there the island lay, the waves around 
Had never known a storm : for the north wind 
Was charm*d from coming, and the only airs 
That blew brought sunshine on their azure vnngs. 
Or tones of music from the sparry caves. 
Where the sea-maids make lutes of the pink 

conch. 
These were sea breezes, — ^those that swept the 

land 
Brought other gifts, — sighs from blue violets. 
Or from June's sweet Sultana, the bright rose. 
Stole odours. On the silver mirror's &ce 
Was but a single ripple that was made 
By a flamingo's beak, whose scarlet wings 
Shone like a meteor on the stream : around, 
Upon the golden sands, were coral plants. 
And shells of many colours, and sea weeds. 
Whose foliage caught and chain'd the Nautilusi, 
Where lay they as at anchor. On each side 
Were grottoes, like fair porticoes with steps 
Of the green marble ; and a lovely light, 
L&e the &r radiance of a thousand lamps. 
Half-shine, half-shadow, or the glorious track 
OS A departing star but fidntly seen 



In the 4ini distance, through those caverns shone, 
And play'd o'er the tall trees which seem'd to 

hide 
Grardens, where hyacinths rang their soft bells 
To call the bees from the anemone. 
Jealous of their bright rivals' golden wealth. 
— Amid those arches floated starry shapes, 
Just indistinct enough to make the eye 
Dream of surpassing beauty ; but in front. 
Borne on a car of pearl, and drawn^y swans, 
There lay a lovely figure,— riie was queen 
Of the Enchanted Island, which was raised 
From ocean's bosom but to pleasure her : 
And spirits, from the stars, and from the sea, 
The beautiful mortal had them for her slaves. 

She was the daughter of a king, and loved 
By a young Ocean Spirit fit>m her birth,-^ 
He hover'd o'er her in her infancy. 
And bade the rose grow near her, that her cheek, 
Might catch its colour, — lighted up her dreams 
With fairy wonders, and made harmony 
The element in which she moved ; at last, 
When that she tum'd away fit>m earthly love^ 
Enamoured of her visions, he became 
Visible with his radiant wings, and bore 
His bride to the £ur island. 



CUPID AND SWALLOWS FLYING 
FROM WINTER. 



BT DAOLKT. 



*< We fly from the cold.*' 



AwAT, away, o'er land and 
This is now no home for me ; 
My light wings may never bear 
Northern cloud or winter air. 
Murky shades are gathering fast, 
Sleet and snow are on the blast. 
Trees from which the leaves are fled, 
Flowers whose very roots are dead. 
Grass of its green blade berefl. 
These are all that now are left 
—Linger here another day, 
I shall be as sad af they ; 
My companions fly with spring, 
I too must be on the wing. 

Where are the sweet gales whoee song 
Wont to viraft my darts along \ 
Scented airs ! O, not like these. 
Rough as they which sweep the seas ; 
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But thoee sighs of rose which bring 
Incense from their wandering. 
Where are the bright flowers that kept 
Guard around me while I slept 1 
Where the sunny eyes whose beams 
Waken'd me from my soft dreams ?— - 
These are with the swallows gone, — 
Beauty's heart is chill*d to stone. 

O ! for some sweet southern dime. 
Where 'tis ever summer time,— 
Where, if blossoms fiill, their tomb 
Is amid new birth of bloom,^ 
Where green leaves are ever springing. 
Where the lark is always singing,— 
One of those bright isles which lie 
Fair beneath an azure sky, 
Isles of cinnamon and spice. 
Shadow each of Paradise, — 
Where the flowers shine with dyes, 
Tinted bright from the sunrise, — 
Where the birds which drink their dew, 
Wave wings of yet brighter hue, 
And each river's course is roll'd 
Over bed of pearl and gold ! 

O ! for those lime-soented grovee 
Where the Spanish lover roves, 
Tuning to the western star. 
His soft song and light guitar, — 
Where the darii hair'd girls are dancing. 
Fairies in the moonlight glancing. 
With pendl'd brows, and radiant eyes. 
Like their planet-lighted skies ! 
Or those clear Italian lakes 
Where the silver cygnef makes 
Its soft nest of leaf and 'flower, 
A white lily for its bower ! 
Each of these a home would be. 
Fit for beauty and for me : 
I must seek their happier sphere 
While the Winter lords it here. 



LOVE NURSED BY SOLITUDE. 

BT W. I. TBOMBOir, EDINBURGH. 

At, surely, it is here that Love should com^ 
And find, (if he may find on earth,) a home ; 
Here cast oflf all the sorrow and the shame 
That ding like shadows to his veiy name. 

Toong Love, thou art belied : they speak of 
thee, 
And couple with thy mention misery ; 



Talk of the broken heart, the wasted bloom, 

The spirit blighted, and the early tomb ; 

As if these waited on thy golden lot, — 

They blame thee for the faults which thou hast 

not. 
Art thou to blame for that they bring on thee 
The soil and weight of their mortality ? 
How can they hope that ever links will hold 
Form'd, as they form them now, of the harsh 

gold? 
Or worse than even this, how can they think 
That vanity wiU bind the Siting link? 
How can they dream that thy sweet life wiO bear 
Crowds', palaces', and dties' heartless air? 
Where the Up smiles while the heart's desolate, 
And courtesy lends its deep mask to hate ; 
Where looks and thoughts alike must fed the 

diain. 
And nought of life is real but its pain ; 
Where the young spirit's high imaginings 
Are scom'd and cast away as idle things ; 
Where, think or feel, you are foredoom'd to be 
A marvel and a sign for mockery ; 
Where none must wander from the beaten road,— 
All alike champ the bit, and feel the goad. 
It is not made for thee, young Love ! away 
To where the green earth laughs to the dear day, 
To the deep valley, where a thousand trees 
Keep a green court for fiiiiy revelries, — 
To some small iiland on a lonely lake. 
Where only swans the diamond waters break 
Where the pines hang in silence o'er the tide . 
And the stream gushes fipom the mountain side ; 
These, Love, are haunts for thee; where caosl 

thou brood 
With thy sweet wings furl'd but in Solitude. 



FAIRIES ON THE SEA SHORE. 



BT HOWARD. 



VIBtT VAIBT. 



Mt home and haimt are in every lea( 
Whose life is a summer day, bright and brie(- 
I live in the depths of the tulip's bower, 
I wear a wreath of the cistus flower, 
I drink the dew of the blue harebell, 
I know the breath of the violet well, — 
The white and the azure violet : 
But I know not which is the sweetest yet,— 
I have kiss'd the cheek of the rose^ 
I have watch'd the lily unclose. 
My silver mind is the ahnond tree, 
Who will come dwell with 6o^t«t vsAtu^N 
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Dance we our round, 'tis a summer night. 
And our steps are led by the glowworm's light 

BECOKD FAIRT. 

My dwelling is on the serpentine 
Of the rainbow's colour'd line,^ 
See how its rose and amber clings 
To the many hues of my radiant wings; 
Mine is the step that bids the earth 
Give to the iiis flower its birth, 
And mine the golden cup to hide, 
Where the last faint hue of the rainbow died. 
Search the depths of an Indian mine. 
Where are the colours to match with mine 1 

CHOBUB. 

Dance we round, for the gale is bringing 
Songs the summer rose is singing. 

THIRD FXIBT. 

I float on the breath of a minstrel's lute^ 
Or the wandering sounds of a distant flute, 
Linger I over the tones that swell 
From the piuk-vein'd chords of an ocean-sheU ; 
I love the skylark's morning hynm, 
Or the nightingale heard at the twilight dim, 
The echo, the fountain's melody,^ 
These^ O ! these are the spells for me I 

CHOBUS. 

Hail to the summer knight of June; 
See I yonder has risen our ladye moon. 

FOUBTH BPIBIT. 

My palace is in the coral cave 
Set with spars by the ocean wave ; 
Would ye have gems, then seek them there,— 
There found I the pearls that bind my hair. 
I and the wind together can roam 
Over the green waves and their white foaov— 
See, I have got this silver shell, 
Mark how my breath will its smallneis swell, 
For the Nautilus is my boat 
In which I over the waters float,-^ 
The moon is shining over the sea. 
Who is there will come sail with me t 

CHOBUS OF FAIBIBS. 

Our noontide sleep is on leaf and flower. 
Our revels are held in a moonlit hour,-~ 
What is there sweet, what is there fiiir, 
And we are not the dwellers there 1 
J>mnce we round for the morning light, 
WW put UB Mad our glowworm lamps to flight ! 



A GIRL AT HER DEVOTIONS 

BT HBWT0H-. 

Shb was just risen finom her bended knee, 
But yet peace seem'd not with her piety ; 
For there was paleness upon her young cheek. 
And thoughts upon the lips which never speak. 
But wring the heart that at the last they break. 
Alas ! how much of nnaay may be read 
In that wan forehead, and that bow'd down 

head:— 
Her eye is on a picture) wo that ever 
Love should thus struggle with a vain endeavour 
Against itself: it is a common tale. 
And ever will be while earth soils prevail 
Over earth's happiness ; it teUs she strove 
With silent, secret, unrequited love. 

It matters not its hi^toiy ; love has wings 
Like lightning, swift and fatal, and it springs 
Like a wild flower where it is least expected, 

• 

Existing whether cherish'd or rejected ; 

Living with only but to be content, 

Hopeless, for love is its own element,^ 

Requiring nothing so that it may be 

The martyr of its fond fidelity. 

A mysteiy thou art, thou mighty one I 

We speak thy name in beauty, yet we shun 

To own thee. Love, a guest ; the poet's songs 

Are sweetest when their voice to thee belongs, 

And hope, sweet opiate, tenderness, delight, 

Are terms which are thy own peculiar right ; 

Yet all deny their master, — who will own 

His breast thy footstool, and his heart thy throne t 

T'lB strange to think if we could fling aside 
The masque and mantle that love wears from 

pride. 
How much would be, we now so little guess, 
Deep in each heart's undream'd, unsought 
The careless smile, like a gay banner bome^ 
The laugh of merriment, the lip of scom^— 
And for a cloak what is there that can be 
So difficult to pierce as gayety 1 
Too dazzling to be scann'd, the haughty brow 
Seems to hide something it would not avow ; 
But rainbow words, light laugh, and thoughtli 

jest. 
These are the bars, the curtain to the breast, 
That shuns a scrutiny : and she, whose form 
Now bends in grief beneath the bosom's storm. 
Has hidden well her wound, — now none are nigh 
To mock with curious or with careless eye, 
(For love seeks sympathy, a chilling yes. 
Strikes at the root of its best happiness. 
And mockery is wormwdod,) she may dwell 
On feelings which that picture may not ielL 
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NYMPH AND ZEPHYR : 

A BTATUART BUOUr, BT WSBTMACOTT. 

Anh the rammer sun shone in the sky. 
And the rose's whole life was in its sigh, 
When her^eyelids were kiss'd by a morning beam, 
And the Nymph rose up from her moonlit 

dream; 
For she had watch'd the midnight hour 
Till her head had bow'd like a sleeping flower ; 
But now she had waken'd, and light and dew 
Gave her morning freshness and morning hue,^ 
Up she sprang, and away she fled 
O'er the lithe grass stem and the blossom's head, 



From the lilies' bells she dash'd not the spray, 
For her feet were as light and as white as thry 
Sudden upon her arm there shoine 
A gem with the hues of an Indian stone, 
And she knew the ihsect bird whose wing 
Is sacred to Pstchb and to spring ; 
dut scarce had her touch its captive prest 
Ere another prisoner was on her breast. 
And the Zephyr sought his prise again.^ 
** No," said the Nymph, thy search is vain 
And her goklen hair from its braided yoke 
Burst Uke the banner of hope as she spoke, 
** And instead, fair boy, thou shalt moralize 
Over the pleasure that from thee flies ; 
Then it is pleasure, — for we possess 
But in the search, not in the success." 
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THE 
SULTANA'S REMONSTRANCE. 

It suits thee well to weep. 

As thou lookest on the fair land, 

Whose sceptre thou hast held 
With leas than woman's hand. 

On yon bright city gaxe, 

With its white and marble halls^ 

The glory of its lofiy towers. 
The strength of its proud walls. 

And look to yonder palace, 

With its garden of the roee, 
With its groves and silver fountains^ 

Fit for a king's repose. 

There is weeping in that city, 

And a cry of wo and shame, 
There's a whisper of dishonour. 

And that whisper is thy name. 

And the stranger's feast is spread, 

But it is no feast of thine ; 
In thine own halls accursed lips 

Drain the forbidden wine. 

And aged men are in the streets, 
Who mourn their length of days. 

And young knights stand with folded arms. 
Ana eyes they dare not raise. 

(13^ 



There is not one whoee blood was not 
As the waves of ocean firee,^ 

Their fathers died for thy fathers. 
They would have died for thee. 

Weep not, 'tis mine to weep 

That ever thou wert born ; 
Alas, that all a mother's love 

Is lost in a queen's scorn ! 

Yet weep, thou less than woman, weep, 
Those tears become thine eye,~- 

It suits thee well to weep the land 
For which thou darest not die.* 



HANNIBAL'S OATH. 

AiTD the night was dark and calm, 
There was not a breath of air, 

The leaves of the grove were still. 
As the presence of death were there ; 

Only a moaning sound 

C^me from the distant sea. 
It was as if, like life. 

It had no tranquillity. 

A warrior and a child 

Pass'd through the sacred wood. 



• These lines allude to the flight of the last king of 
Grenada. 
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Which, like a mysteiy, 
Around the temple stood. 

The warrior'B brow was worn 

With the weight of casque and pltiine^ 
And sunburnt was his cheek. 

And his eye and brow were gloom. 

rhe child was young and £air, 
But the forehead large and high. 

And the dark eyes' flashing light 
Seem'd to feel their destiny. 

They enter*d in the temple^ 

And stood before the shrine, 
It streamed with the victim's blood. 

With incense and with wine. 

The ground rock'd beneath their feet. 
The thunder shook the dome. 

But the boy stood firm, and swore 
Eternal hate to Rome. 

There's a page in history 

O'er which tears of blood were wept, 
And that page is the record 

How that oath of hate was kept 



ALEXANDER AND PHILLIP. 

Hx stood by the river's side 

, A conqueror and a king. 

None match'd his step of pride 
Amid the armed ring. 
And a heavy echo rose from the ground, 
As a thousand warriors gather'd round. 

And the morning march iad been long, 

And the noontide 4un was high. 
And weariness bow'd down the strong, 
And heat closed every eye ; 
And the victor stood by the river's brim 
Whose coolness seem'd but made for him. 

The cypress spread their gloom 

Like a cloak from the noontide beam, 
He flung back his dusty plume, 
And plunged in the silver stream ; 
He plunged like the young steed, fierce and wild. 
He was borne away Uke the feeble child. 

They took the king to his tent 
From the river's fatal banks, 
A cry of terror went 

Like a storm through the Grecian ranks : 
Was this the fruit of their glories won, 
Was tnis the death for Ammobt's son 1 



Many a leech heard the call, 

But each one shrank away ; 
For heavy upon all 

Was the weight of fear that day : 
When a thought of treason, a word of death. 
Was in each eye and on each breath. 

But one with the royal youth 

Had been from his earliest hour, 
And he knew that his heart was truth. 
And he knew that his hand was power ; 
He gave what hope his skill might give. 
And bade him trust to his faith and Uve. 

ALsxAimsa took the cup. 

And from beneath his head a scroll, 
He drank the Uquor up. 
And bade Phillip read the roQ ; 
And Phillip look'd on the page, where shame. 
Treason, and poison were named with his nama 

An angry flush rose on his brow. 

And anger darken'd his eye. 
What I have done I would do again now ! 
If you trust my fidelity. 
The king watch'd his face, he felt he might daie 
Trust the fiiith that was written there. 

Next day the conqueror rose 

TVom a greater conqueror free ; 
And again he stood amid those 
Who had died his death to see : 
He stood there proud of the lesson he gave 
That fidth ^d trust were made for the brave. 



THE RECORD. 

Hs sleeps, his head upon his sword. 

His soldier's cloak a shroud ; 
His churchyard is the open field,~- 

Three times it has been plough'd : 

The first time that the wheat sprung up 

'Twas bbick as if with blood. 
The meanest beggar tum'd away 

^rom the unholy food. 

The third year, and the grain grew fidr, 

As it was wont to wave ; 
None would have thought that golden com 

Was growing on the grave. 

His lot was but a peasant's lot, 

His name a peasant's name, 
Not his the place of death that tuina 

Into a place of fame. 
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He fen as other thousands do, 
Trampled down where tiioy &Ilt 

While on a single name is heap*d 
The gloxy gain'd by alL 

Tet even he whoee common grave 

Lies in the open fields, 
Died not without a thought of all 

The joy that gloxy yields. 

That small white church in his own land. 
The Ume trees almost hide^ 



Bears on the walls the names of those 
Who for their country died. 

• 

His name is written on thoee walls, 

His mother read it there. 
With pride, — O ! no, there could not be 

Pride in the widow's prayer. 

And many a stranger who shall mark 

That peasant roll of &me. 
Will think on prouder ones, yet say 

This was a hero's name. 
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THE VENETIAN BRACELET 
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PREFACE. 



DiTViPxircB bf their own abilities, and fear, 
which heightens the anxiety for public fiiTour, are 
pleas usually urged by the youthful writer : may 
I, while venturing for the Brst time to speak of 
myself, be permitted to say they far more truly be- 
long to one who has had experience of both praise 
and censure. The feelings which attended the 
publication of the ** Improvisatrice/' are veiy dif- 
ferent from those that accompany the present vo- 
lume. I believe I then felt little beyond hope, 
▼ague as the timidity which subdued it, and that 
excitement which every authof must know : now 
mine is a '^ farther looking hope ;" and the timidity 
which apprehended the verdict of others, is now 
deepened by distrust of my own powers. Or, to 
claim my poetical privilege, and express my mean- 
ing by a simile, I should say, I am no longer one 
who springs forward in the mere eneigy of exer- 
cise and enjoyment ; but rather like the Olympian 
racer, who strains his utmost vigour, with the dis- 
tant goal and crown in view. I have devoted my 
whole life to one object: in society I have but 
■ought the material for solitude. I can imagine 
but one interest in existence, — that which has 
filled my past, and haunts my future, — the per- 
haps vain desire, when I am nothing, of leaving 
one of those memories at once a good and a gloiy. 
Believing, as I do, in the great and excellent influ- 
ence of poetry, may I hazard the expression of 
what I have myself sometimes trusted to dol A 
highly cultivated state of society must ever have 
for concomitant evils, that selfishness, the result of 
indolent indulgence; and that heartlessness at- 
tendant on refinement, which too ofVen hardens 
while it polishes. Aware that to elevate I must 
first soften, and that if I wished to purify I must 
first touch, I have eve^ endeavoured to bring foi^ 
ward grief, disappointment, the fallen lea^ the 
fiided flower, the broken heart, and the early grave. 
Surely we must be leas worldly, less interested, 
firom this sympathy' with the sorrow in which our 
unselfiidi feelings alone can take part. And now 
a few words on a subject, where the variety of the 



opinions oflered have left me somewhat in the 
situation of the prince in the fairy tale, who, when 
in the vicinity of the magic fountain, found him- 
self so distracted by the multitude of voices that 
directed his way, as to be quite incapable of de- 
ciding which was the right path. I allude to tiie 
blame and eulogy which have been equally be- 
stowed on my frequent choice of love as my source 
of song. I can only say, that for a woman, whose 
influence and whose sphere must be in the aflfec- 
tions, what subject can be more fitting than one 
which it is her peculiar province to refine, spiritual- 
ize, and exalt 1 I have always sought to paint it 
self-denying, devoted, and making an almost reli- 
gion of its truth ; and I must add, that such as I 
would wish to draw her, woman actuated by an at- 
tachment as intense as it is true, as pure as it is 
deep, is not only more admirable as a heroine, but 
also in actual life, than one whose idea of love is 
that of light amusement, or at worst of vain mor- 
tification. With regard to the frequent applica- 
tion of my works to myself, considering that I 
sometimes pourtrayed love unrequited, then be- 
trayed, and again destroyed by death — may 1 hint 
the conclusions are not quite logically drawn, as 
assuredly the same mind cannot have suflered such 
varied modes of misery. However, if I must have 
an unhappy passion, I can only console myself 
with my own perfect unconsciousness of so great 
a misfortune. I now leave the following poems to 
their fate: they must speak for themselves. I 
could but express my anxiety, an anxie^ only in- 
creased by a popularity beyond my most sanguine 
dreams. 

With regard to those whose former praise en- 
couraged, their best recompense is the happiness 
they bestowed. And to those whose differing 
opinion expressed itself in censure, I own, after 
the first chagrin was past, I never laid down a cri- 
ticism by which I did not benefit, or trust to benefit. 
I will conclude by apostrophixing the hopes and 
fears they excited, in the words of the Mexican 
king—'* Ye have been the feathers of my wings." 
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ThoM labile potooot which made icience crime) 
And Icnowledge a temptaiion; could we doubt 
One moment the great cutm upon our world, 
We must believe, to find that even good 
Maj thus be turned to evil. 



THE VENETIAN BRACELET. 

AiroTHBR tale of thine ! &ir Italie^ 
What makes my lute, my heart, aye turn to thee 1 
1 do not know thy language, — that is still 
Like tlie mysterious music of the rill ;—^ 
And neither have I seen thy cloudless sky, 
Where the sun hath his immortality ; 
Thy cities crown'd with palaces, thy halls 
Where art's great wonders Ught the storied walls ; 
Thy fountains' silver sweep, thy groves, where 

dwell 
The rose and orange, summer's citadel ; 
Thy songs that rise at twiUght on the air, 
Wedding the breath thy thousand flowers sigh 

there; 
Thy tales of other times, thy marble shrines, 
Loyely, though fallen, — for the iyy twines 
Its graceful wreath around each ruin'd fane. 
As still in some shape beauty would remain. 
I know them not, yet, Italic, tiiou art 
The promised land that haunts my dreaming 

heart 
Perchance it is as well thou art unknown : 
I could not bear to lose what I have thrown 
Of magic round thee, — but to find in thee 
What hitherto I still have found in all— 
Thou art not stamp'd with that reality 

Which makes our being's sadness, and its 

thraU! 
But now, whenever I am mix'd too much 
With worldly natures till I feel as such ; — 
(For these are as the waves that turn to stone. 
Till feeling's keep their outward show alone)— 
When wearied by the vain, chill'd by the cold, 
Impatient of society's set mould — 
The many meannesses, the petty cares. 
The long avoidance of a thousand snares. 
The lip that must be chain'd, the eye so taught 
To image all but its own actual thought ;— 
(Deceit is this world's passport: who would 

dare 
However pure the breast, to lay it bore ?}— 



When worn, my nature struggling with my (ate. 
Checking my love, but, O, still more my hate ;— 
(Why should I love 1 flinging down pearl and gem 
To those who scorn, at least care not for them : 
Why should I hate ? as blades in scabbards melt, 
I have no power to make my hatred felt ; 
Or, I i^hould say, my sorrow : — I have borne 
So much unkindness, felt so lone, so lorn, 
I could but weep, and tears may not redress. 
They only fill the cup of bitterness) — 
Wearied of this, upon what eager wings 
My spirit turns to thee, and birdlike flings 
Its best, its breath, its spring, and song o'er thee^ 
My lute's enchanted world, fair Italie. 
To me thou art a vision half divine, 
Of myriad flowers lit up with summer shine : 
The passionate rose, the violet's Tyrian dye, 
The wild bee loves them not more tenderiy ; 
Of vineyards like Aladdin's gem set hall. 
Fountains like fiediy ones with music*s &11 ; 
Of sorrows, too ; for e*en on this bright soil 
Grief has its shadow, and care has its coil. 
But e'en amid its darkness and its crime, 
Touch'd with the native beau^ of such clime, 
Till wonder rises with each gushing tear i-^ 
And hath the serpent brought its curse even here 1 
Such is the tale that haunts me : I would fain 
Wake into pictured life the heart's worst pain; 
And seek I if pale cheek and tearful eye 
Answer the notes that wander sadly by. 
And say not this is vain, in our cold worid, 
Where feelings sleep like wither'd leaves unfurl'd'. 
'Tis much to wash them with such gentle rain. 
Calling their earlier fieshness back again. 
The heart of vanity, the head of pride, 
Touch'd by such sorrow, are half purified ; 
And we rise up less selfish, having known 
Part in deep grief, yet that grief not our own. 

J. 

They stood beside the river, that young pair — 
She with her eyes cast down, for tears were there^ 
Glittering upon the eyeluBh.> tkcsa^^^^oskSc^s^N 
He m^)ffm\xnna^3w>ifc w««bX ^««^ w^ cfcwcv t«^ 



104 



MISS LANDON'S WORKS. 



By parting lover, still as fondly spoken 

As his could be, the only ones not broken. 

The girl was l^eautiful ; her forehead high 

Was white as are the marble fanes that lie 

On Grecian lands, making a fitting shrine 

Where the mind spoke ; the arch'd and raven line 

Was very proud, but that was soften'd now,^ 

Only sad tenderness was on her brow. 

She wore the peasant dress, — the snowy lawn 

Closely around her whiter throat was drawn, 

A crimson bodice, and the skirt of blue 

80 short, the faiiy ankle was in view ; 

The arm was hidden by the long loose sleeve. 

But the small hand was snow ; around her hair 
A crimson net, such as the peasants weave, 

Bound the rich curls, and led the temples bare. 
She wore the rustic dress, but there was not 
Aught else in her that mark'd the rustic's lot : 
Her bearing seemM too stately, though subdued 
By all that makes a woman's gentlest mood — 
7'he parting hour of love. And there they leant, 
Mirrored below in the clear element 
That roU'd along, with wild ^rubs overhung. 
And coIour'd^blcMSoms that together dung^— 
That peasant girl, that high-bom cavalier, 
Whispering those gentle words so sweet to hear. 
And answered by flushed cheek, and downcast eye. 
And roselip parted, with half smile, half sigh. 
Young, loving, and beloved, — these are brief 

words, 
And yet they touch on all the finer chords, 
Whose music is our happiness : the tone 
May die away and be no longer known 
In the harsh wisdom brought by after years. 
Lost in that worldliness which scars and sears. 
And makes the misery of life's troubled scene ;-^ 
Still it is much to think that it has been. 
They loved with such deep tenderness and tnith,^ 
Feelings forsaking us as does our youth,^ 
They did not dream that love like theirs could die. 
And such belief half makes etemi^. 
Yes, they were parting ; still the fairy hope 
Had in their clear horizon ample scope 
For )ier sweet promises without the showen 
That are their comrades in life's after hours. 
They parted trustingly ; they did not know 
The vanity of youthful trust and vow ; 
And each believed the other, — for each read 
In their own hearts the truth of what each said. 
The dews are diying rapidly : — away. 
Young warrior ! those fiair banners chide thy sti^. 
Hark ! the proud trumpet swells upon the wind, — 
His first of fields, he must not be behind. 

The maiden's cheek flush'd crimson, and her 
eye 
Flash'd as the martial music floated by. 
She saw him spring upon his snow-white steed^^ 
li damb'd acitMM the plain with arrowy speed. 



The beat of heart, the flush of cheek, are gone, 

AmbnaIoe but felt she was alone. 

The vow which soothed her, and the hope which 

cheer'd, 
The pride which nerved, with him had diaap- 

pear'd. 
" Leoki, dear Leoki !" — 'twas in vain : — 
The mocking echo answer'd her again. 
— It is deep wretchedness, this passionate bunt 
Of parting's earlier grief, but not the worst ; 
It is the lingering days of after care. 
That tiy the wasted spirit most to bear. 
Now listless, languid, as the world had left 
Nothing to interest, of him bereft ; 
Now luU'd by opiate thoughts that but restore 
The mind its tone, to make it sink the more ; 
Now fever'd by anxiety, for rife 
Are fears when fancy calls them into life ; 
And then that nameless dread of coming wo, 
Which only those who've felt it ere can know : 
These still have been in absence, still will be. 
And these, Au%sa1db, were all for thee. 
The valley in a summer twilight lay- 
That fairy confine of the night and day — 
When leant AmexaIoe behind the shade 
The fragrant shrubs around her lattice made, 
'Scaped from her nurse and each consoling phrase 
Sinking the spirit that it fiiin would raise. 
The room was small and dark; but when the 

wind 
Moved the green branches of the myrtle-blind, 
A crimson beauty woo'd the maiden's eye ^^- 
She look'd and saw, where, dark against the sky. 
His father's battlement's rose on the air ;— 
Alas, how haughty and how high they were ! 
An orphan she, a rustic's nursling child, 
O, how could hope have ever so beguiled ! 

" AmsitaIdb !" her kind old nurse's voice ; 
** Nay, come to me^ dear child, come and rejoice." 
Wondering, she enters, strangers round her 

stand, 
And kindly takes their lordly chief her hand. 
** So &ir a peasant, sooth, but it is shame 
To tell thee, maiden of another name. 
In the wild troubles which have rent our state 
Thy noble fioher met an exile's fate: — 
Nay, not that anxious look ; he is no more, 
And sorrowing Grenoa can but restore 
His honours to his child : I was aware^ 
Thanks to that faithful creature's parent care. 
His daughter Uved ; and dear the task to me 
To bring these words, and let Arezzi be 
The first to greet and honour, countess, mine^ 
Loveli^ and last of Almori's line. 

n. 

Fit for a palace was that lovely room,. 
Hung with the azure of an eastern loomt 
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And carpeted with velvet, where the flowers 
Companioned thoee whereon the April hours 
Had shed their beauty ; numbers stood around 
Of vases where each varying hue was foimd, 
From the white myrtle-bud and lily-bell. 
Like pearls that in the ocean waters dwell, 
To those rich tints which on the tulip lie, 
Telling their southern birth and sunny sky 
The wine-cups of the sun :— each silken blind 
Waved to and fro upon the scented wind, 
Now closing till the twilight haunted room 
Was in an atmosphere of purple gloom. 
First scarcely letting steal one crimson ray, 
Then flung all open to the glowing day. 
Pictures were hung above ; how more than fair ! 
The changmg light made almost life seem there. 
A faint rose-colour wandered o'er the cheek, 
Seem'd the chance beams from each dark eye to 

break; 
And you could deem each braided auburn wave 
Moved, as its gold the glancing sunlight gave. 
And fitting mistress had the charmed scene : 
Leant, like a beautifiil and eastern queen. 
Upon a purple couch-— how soft and warm 
Clung the rich colour to her ivory arm ! — 
AxsirA!DB reclined. Awhile she lay, — 
Then, as if movement hurried time away, 
8he paced the room, gaxed on each pictured &ce, — 
Then wreathed the flowers, — then watch*d, as if to 

trace 
The evening cloee : again the couch was pre88*d. 
But feverish, restless, more for change than rest : 
And yet all this was only the excess 
Of overmuch impatient happiness. 
Many a weary hour and day had past 
For that young countess, — this day was the last 
He was returned, with all war could confer 
Of honourable name, to home and her. 
Lkohi would to-night be in the hall 
Where Count Abezzi held his festival, 
Would hear her history; how there was now 
Nothing to chain the heart or check the vow. 
— And must they meet first in a careless crowd 1 
ThiB was a moment's grief; though she felt proud 
That he should see how well she could beseem 
Her present rank, yet keep her eariy dream ; 
See her the worshipped of the courtly throng, 
Sigh of each lip, and idol of each song ; 
Hear the fair flatteries ofler'd, yet behold 
Her courtesy so graceful, but so cold ; 
And know it was for him her heart's young throne 
Was ever kept, the lovely and the lone. 

m. 

O pleasant was that night the toilet's care— 
What broidered robe to don, what gems to wear! 
Her hair was parted on her brow, each braid 
Black as the darkwing'd raven's darkest shade, 

(14) 



And gather'd up vrith diamonds, — few there 

were— 
Just stars to light the midnight of her hair. 
Well did the sweeping robe of emerald green, 
Wrought in rich gold, suit with her stately mien. 
** How beautiful she looks this evening !" burst 
From every lip, when that fair countess first 
Entered Arbzzi's hall : her heart's content 
To every lighted look its lustre lent. 
Her beauty's fault had been, it was too cold ; 
Features too tranquil in their perfect mould, 
A cheek somewhat too pale ; but not to-night — 
The eye was sparkling, and the cheek was bright 
Gently she glided to a balustrade. 
Where jessamine a pleasant shadow made ; 
It raised no marvel ; never had her hand 
With its white beauty link'd the saraband ; 
And seldom did she join the converse gay, 
Where the light flattery gains its gilded way ; 
They seldom won more than a few cold words. 
As when unskilful hands awake the chords 
Of some lorn lute, the music of whose tone 
Lives for one touch, and only for that one. 
She dwelt within the circle of her heart, 
A charm'd world, lovely, lonely, and apart. 
Where it had seem'd to her as sin and shame 
Aught there had entered, not in his dear name. 
— ^It was a spell-touch'd hour. That gorgeous 

hall. 
With perfume floating and with music's fall. 
Light steps, and gentle laugh, and whispers 

bland, — 
Was in their words or the sweet airs that fium'd 
The beauty's cheek into a redder rose ? — 
And starry eyes, like what the dear night shows, 
But wandering ones ; and there were golden curls 
Like sudden sunshine ; and dark braids, whose 

pearls 
Were lost on the white neck when there they 

fell; 
And there were shapes, such as in pictures dwell ; 
It look'd like faiiy land. With eager glance 
She watch'd the door, and counted every dance ; 
Then time grew long, hope caught a shade of 

fear— 
** LxoKi — but they said he would be here !" 
When sudden came Anczzi to her side, — 
** Look there, the Count Lkohi and his bride ! 
She with the violet wreath in her bright hair ; 
Sooth but to say, that English bride is fair ! 
But I must go and have my welcome paid." 
Alone AmbkaI'ob stood in the shade, — 
Alone ! ay, utterly. A couch was nigh, 
And there she sank — O, had it been to die ! 

IV. 

Alas for the young heart thus early thrown 
Back on itself, the unloved ax\d \£a \qwO« 
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For this should be the lesson of long yean, 

The weary knowledge taught and traced by tears, 

Till even those are frozen, and we grow 

Cold as the grave that yawns for us below : 

But this was like those sudden blasts that fling 

Unlook'd-for winter on the face of spring, — 

And worst wo for the heart, whose early fate 

Leaves it so young, and, O, so desolate. 

She had one feeling left— it was of pride-* 

O, miseiy, how much she had to hide ! 

And steps were now approaching her: she 

sprung 
From off the couch, and evexy nerve was strung 
For that worst rack, the rack of outward show, 
Still haunts such vanity the deepest wo. 
The heart may swell to bursting, but the while 
The features wear the seeming of a smile : 
The eye be lesson'd, and the lip be sealM, 
And wretchedness be, like the plague, concealed. 
— ^It was the Count Abszzi: "What still 

here I — 
Come, thou wild dreamer of another sphere^ 
I must shut out the sky, if thus it share 
My stars, thine eyes, which should be shining 

there, 
Making yon hall its equal ; but to-night 
You have, AmkitaYds, a rival Ught 
The English bride, — see round they crowd to 

gaze 
On the new loveliness her form displays. 
Why, she should bear the name whidi once you 

bore, 
— The peasant countess, — it would suit her 

more." 
A moment, and the group were press'd aside, 
She stood before Leoni and his bride. 
He knew her histoiy, and each met prepared ; 
Cold looks were given, careless converse shared ; 
At first LsoHi shunn*d to meet her eye,-^ 
A moment*s awkwa7dness,->but that pass'd by. 
How much we give to other hearts our tone, 
And judge of others' feelings by our own I 
Himself has alter'd : — all he sought to do 
Was to believe that she was alter'd too. 
Her cheek was paler than 'twas wont to be^— 
That was its round of midnight gfay^ty : 
Her smile less frequent, and her brow more 

grave, — 
'Twas her new rank its stateliness that gave : 
New friends press'd round, — their interview is 

o'er, — 
And ho pass'd on, to think of it no more ; 
And she to seem as thoughtless. Till to-night. 
Like some fair planet in its own fiir light. 
She shone apart ; to-night she sought the crowd, 
Join'd in their mirthfulness, and laugh'd aloud ; 
Was leady with gay converse, — that light mirth 
IVIuch like the meteor has from darkness birth : 



She watch\l her circle, — ^ready smile or sneer,-^ 

Sneers for the absent ones, smiles for the near, 

Till every other hall sent forth its tide. 

And half the guests were gather'd at her side. 

It was an evil feeling that which now 

riush'd on her cheek, and lighted up her brow — 

Part bittemsss, part vanity, part wo— 

The passionate strife which pride and misery 

know ; 
A burning wish to make a vain regret 
In that fiailse one, who now had bast forget ; 
To show Lsoiri how that she, the queen, 
Made his fair Edith nothing on the scene ; 
Her rival^hers — language has not a word 
By woman's ear so utterly abhorr'd. 
No marvel, for it robs her only part 
Of sweet dominion— empire o'er the heart. 

V. 
Lzoiri and his bride have left the halL 
Why does that cheek grow pale, that dark eye 

fall! 
Why does that lip its wit, its smiling cease 1— 
It only pass'd for beauty's gay caprice. 
She lefl the feast — but, O, not yet alone ; 
Many a cavalier has eager flown 
Upon her gondola's home course to wait, 
And sigh farewell At her own palace gate. 
Her maidens gather'd round. What more, yet 

more, 
To read the breast now throbbing to the core t 
She hurried not their task, — each silken braid 
Of raven hair was in set order laid : 
But once she show'd her weakness, — when her 

hand 
Strove vainly to unloose a glittering band. 
It trembled like a leaf: — but that pass'd by ; 
Struggle she might, but no one heard her sigh ; 
And when her last good night was courteous said, 
Never more queenlike seem'd that lofly head. 
The last step died upon the marble stair, — 
She sprang towards the door, — the bolt is there :— 
She tried the spring, gave one keen look around, 
Mutter'd ** alone !" and dash*d her on the ground. 
Corpselike she lay, — ^her dark hair wildly thrown 
Far on the floor before her ; white as stone. 
As rigid stretch'd each hand, — her face was 

press'd 
Close to the earth ; and but the heaving vest 
Told of some pang the shuddering frame coa- 

iess'd. 
She seem'd as stricken down by instant death.^- 
Sudden she raised her head, and gasp'd for 

breath; 
And nature master'd misery. She sought. 
Panting, the air from yonder lattice brought 
Ah, there is blood on that white lip and brow !— 
She struggles still — in vain— she must weep now . 
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She wept, childlike, till sleep began to prow 

Upon her eyes, for very weariness. 

She sleeps! — so sleeps the wretch beside the 

stake: 
She sleeps ! — how dreadful from such sleep to 

wake ! 

VI. 

She was both proud and cold : not hen the 
heart 
Easy to lure, and ready to depart^ 
A trifle, toy — but that fidr countess gave 
No common gift when she became a slaTe ; 
And only did she hold her gift redeemM, 
By that high worthiness she had but dream'd. 
A peasant, yet she felt his equal still ; 
And when her lofty state beseemed her will, 
It was such pride, such pleasure, to haTe known 
LsoHi's love was for herself alone. 
And in her young romances loftier Tiew 
One touch of vanity might mingle too 
It was the triumph of her lowlier state 
She had been even then a noble's mate. 
AxbnaSdb had many fiiults ; her youth 
Had seen too soon life's bitterness and truth : 
The cutting word, the cold or scornful look, 
All that her earlier days had had to brook — 
The many slighto the humble one receives— 
Lay on her memory like withered leaves ; 
And homage from the crowd, and lovers' praise, 
Were all too apt disgust and doubt to raise. 
There was a something wayward in her mood ; 
She left her heart too much to solitude : 
For kindly thoughts are social ; but she held 
A scornful creed, and sympathy repell'd. 
That sullen barrier had one gentle break — 
She loved. — she loved, — and for Lsoni'b sake 
Believed that were some angel steps on earth >— 
As troth that keeps the promise of its birth ; 
As fiuth that will not change, that will not tin, 
And deems its gold the purer for the fire. 
Her love was all her nature's better part. 
The confidence, the kindnesa of her heart. 
The source' of all the sweet or gentle there : 
But this was past— what had it left t— despair ! 

VII. 
The wind threw back the curtain firaugfat with 



Can sorrow be upon such gales as those t 
Tes, for*it waked the countess. Up she sprang. 
Startled, surprised, to see how she was flung 
By the veranda, — and that open, too ; 
Her hair was heavy with the weight of dew ; 
Scarcely aroused, painful and slow she raised 
Her weary head, and round in wonder gazed. 
It was her own £ur room,— 4ome frightful dream, 
But indistinctr-ndie struggled with a scream : 



Her eye has caught a mirror, — ^that pale fiice,— 
Why lip and brow are sullied by the trace 
Of blood ; its stain is on her tangled hair. 
Which shroudlike hides the neck that else were 

bare. 
Around that neck there is a fragile chain, 
And memoiy's flood comes rushing o'er her brain : 
Lsoiri's gift, — its slight gold links are broken,— 
So are the vows of which it was the token. 
Who has not loathed that worst, that waking 

hour. 
When grief and oonsdousneis assert their power; 
When misery has mom's freshness, yet we fain 
Would hold it as a dream, and sleep again ; 
Then know 'tis not illusion of the night 
And sicken at the cold and early light 1 
How ever shall we pass the weary day. 
When thus we shudder at its opening ray 1 
She gaxed upon the glass, then glanced around, 
In wonder at the contrast which she found. 
The walls were faintly colour'd with the bloom 
Which comes when morn has struggled througii 

the gloom, 
And blushes for success ; the silken veil 
Of the blue hangings seem'd to catch the gale, 
Then keep its sweetness prisoner : on the floor 
The Persian loom had spread its velvet store : 
Vases stood round, each carved with such fine art, 
The flowers that fill'd seem'd of themselves a 

part: 
A sandal lute lay on an inlaid stand, 
Whose rich wrought ivory spoke its Indian land * 
Shells of bright colours, foreign toys of gold. 
And crystals wrought in many a curious mould : 
Pictures, a prince's ransom in their worth ; 
Small alabaster statues — all that earth 
Has rich or varied, all that wealth could buy, 
Loathing she tum'd. ** Yet what a wretch am II 
This must not be !— 4tain'd cheek and fevered brow 
Too much the secret of my soul avow. 
Aye deep as is the grave my heart shall keep 
What burning tean AxxkaIdk could weep. 
O, never let Lsoiri know the wont ; 
'TIS well if he believe I changed the first 
Too much e'en to myself has been reveal'd, 
— ^And thus be every trace of tean oonceal'd." 
She sought the alcove where the fountain play'd. 
And wash'd from lip and cheek their crimson shade*^ 
And bathed her long hair, till its glossy curls 
Wore not a trace but of the dewy pearls 
The waten left, as if in {uty shed ; 
She loosed the bolt, and sdught her silken bed ; 
But easier far had been the rack, the wheel : — 
When hath the body kit what mind can feel 1 

vm. 

The weaiy day pass'd on — ^night came again :— 
AxbkaIsx has join'd the glittering train \ 
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8elf>tortQreT — selMecetreF-— cold and high, 
8he said it was to mock the curious eye. 
8uch strengfth is weakness. Was it not to be 
Where still, Lsoiri, she might gaze on thee 7 
—She heard the history of his English bride : 
A patient nurse at her pale mother's side, 
LsoNi saw her first : — ^that mother's hand 
(A stranger she and wanderer in the land) 
Dave vhe sweet orphan to his care,— rand here 
Was all to soften, ail that could endear. 
Together wept they o'er the funeral stone, 
His the sole heart she had to lean upon. 
Now months had pass'd away, and he was come 
To bring his beautiful, his dear one home. 
Her beauty was like morning's, breathing, bright, 
Eyes glittering first with tears, and then with 

light. 
And blue, too glad to be the violet's blue, 
But that which hangs upon it, lucid dew, — 
Its first clear moment, ere the sun has burnt 
The azure radiance which it kindled first ;-^ 
A cheek of thousand blushes ; golden hair. 
As if the summer sunriiine made it fair : 
A voice of music, and such touching smile, 
AmsitaEdb sigh'd, ** Well might they beguile !" 
—Love, what a mysteiy thou art !— how strange 
Thy constancy, yet still more so thy change ! 
How the same love, bom in the selfsame hour, 
Holds over different hearts such different power ; 
How the same feeling lighted in the breast 
Makes one so wretched, and makes one so blest ; 
How one will keep the dream of passion bom 
In youth with all the freshness of its mom ; 
How firom another will thine image fiauk ! 
Far deeper records on the sand are made. 
—Why hast thou separate being! why not die 
At once in both, and not leave one to sigh. 
To weep, to rave, to straggle with the chains 
Pride would fling off, but memory retains 1 
There are remembrances that will not vaniiAi,^ 
Thoughts of the past we would but cannot banish : 
As if to show how impotent mere vrill. 
We loathe the pang and yet must suffer still: 
For who is there can say they will forget 1 
—It is m power no science teaches yet 
O love, how sacred thy least words should be, 
"When on them hangs such abject misery I 

DC. 

The fimntain's music muimur'd through the 
grove. 
Like the first plaint that sorrow teaches love ; 
The orange boughs shut out the sultiy sky, 
While their rich scent, as pass'd the countess by, 
Came homagelike. For hours that chestnut tree — 
The only one that grew there — ^wont to be 
Her favourite summer-seat ; — but now she paced 
Hurriedly, though 'twas noon ; her memory traced 



Her galling wrongs, and many an evil thought 
Envy and hatred in her bosom wrought 
She felt LsoNi had not loved till now ; 
Hers was but youthful fantasy's light vow. 
Had he not trifled with her ? — She, the proud. 
The cold, had of such mocking suit allow'd. 
Her heart was wrung, and worse, her pride was 

bow'd. 
— She hears a step : who is it dares intrade 
On this her known and guarded solitude ! 
She sees an aged Jew ; a box he bore 
Fill'd with gay merchandise and jewell'd store. 
Ere she could speak, he spread before her eyes 
Those glittering toys that loveliest ladies prize :-~ 
** Fair dame, in sooth so fair thou seem'st to be, 
That almost it is vain to offer thee 
The many helps for meaner beauty made ; 
But yet these gems would light that dark hair's 

shade ; 
Well would these pearls around that white throat 

show 
Each purple vein that wanders through its snow." 
Angrily tum'd the countess, — " Fool, away !"— 
" So young, so fair, has vanity no sway 1^ 
But I have things most curious, and 'mid these 
Somewhat may chance your wayward fancy 

please." 
— ^He took a bracelet, — 'twas of fine wrongbt 

gold. 
And twisted as a serpent, whose lithe fold 
Curl'd round the arm : — ^he spoke in whispering 

tone— 
** Here, Udy, look at this, I have but one : 
Here, press this secret spring ; it lifis a lid,— 
Beneath there Lb tiie subtlest poison hid, 
I come from Venice ; of the wonders there 
There is no wonder like this bracelet rare." 
She started— evil thoughts, at first repress'd. 
Now straggled like a storm within her breast 
Alas I alas ! how plague-spot like vrill sin 
Spread over the wrang heart it enters in ! 
Her brow grew dark : — ** Amid thy baubles shine 
This raby cross, — but be the bracelet mine." 
Around her arm the fatal band is fitst 
Away its seller, like a vision, pass'd. 



That night she join'd the revel ; but not long 
AMEiTAiDs was seen amid the throng. 
No eye beheld her pace her lonely room : 
Fearing the light, yet trembling in the gloom ; 
The ghastly cheek, as marble cold and white ; 
The wild eye flashing with unholy light ; 
The quivering lip, the forehead's dew-moist pore» 
The sudden start, the rapid step once more,— 
As if it would annihilate the time :~ 
But who may paint the solitude of cnms * 
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XL 

That night there was another saddest scene : 
Halls where mirth, music, festival had been 
Were as the house of mourning ; crowds stood 

nigh. 
Horror and pity maik'd in every eye. 
—Upon a crimson couch — a contrast strange 
To those pale features in that g^hastly change— 
The young, the beautiful, the happy lay. 
Life passing in convulsive sobs away. 
Still mid her hair the red rose wreath was hung. 
Mocking her cheek with the rich dye it flung ; 
The festal robe still sparkled as it flowed ; 
Still on her neck a few fresh flowers glow'd : 
The warmth her sandal'd foot hath scorcely left. 
Light from the dance, though now of motion reft ! 
^The agony is over, — and she raised 
Her feeble head, and round her feintly gazed : 
She saw, she leant upon Lkoxi's breast, 
Murmor'd his name, and sank as if to rest 
** Edith, sweet Edith, speak to me again !" 
Thoa fond one— even thou must ask in vain : 
Ay, kiss those lips, and fency they have breath. 
Till they chill even thee :— they're damp with 
death. 

XIL 

The night is over, — ^night which seem'd to be 
Endless, O lost AmbnaIde ! to thee : 
Yet what has daylight brought! — a haunting 

dread. 
Hark ! the hall echoes to a stranger's tread — 
It is the Count Arbzzi : — ** My feir child. 
How now! — ^thy cheek u wan, thine eyes are 

wild. 
Ah, well, the rose is brightening on thy cheek : 
I was too hasty with my sudden break 
Upon thy solitude ; scarce may I tell 
The crime and horror which last night befell. 
I have no time. The Count Lkoki'b bride^ 
Ton saw her — ^by some sudden poison died ; 
And strange suspicions on her husband fall : 
There were so many present who recall 
He gave her the sherbet : — 'twas not all drain'd ; 
Part of the venom in the cup remained. 
Some say 'twas jealousy : — I'm on my way 
To the tribunal that will sit to-day. 
— AxxhaIos, dear, thou art very pale : 
I would I had not told thee of this tale^ — 
Ha ! 'tis the sunmions of the council bell,-— 
I loathe my task, — sweet, hastily farewell." 
She strove to speak,— to only wave her hand, — 
To riser— her trembling limbs refused to stand : 
She sought her cross, she strove to think a 

prayer,^ 
She gasp*d for breath, — ^no ruby cross is there ; 
Bat full in view the fatal bracelet shone : 
** LxoHi, this is what my love has done ; 



I who would willingly have died for thee. 

The fiend has triumpird in my misciy. 

I'll rush before the judges, — is there time 1 — 

But no, I cannot bear to own the crime ! 

And there is nought of proof^ — there can be 

none, — 
And then his known love for that happier one ; — 
His noble house, — his brave and stainless name ;— 
He must escape his doom, — and I my shuine." 
Long hours past by, she stirred not from her 

place, 
A very statue, with that cold set face. 
Save that red flushes came at each light sound, 
While the wild eyes glanced fearfully around ; 
But still she moved not, spoke not, — such distress 
Seeks no distraction from its wretchedness. 
There rose loud voices in the outer hall : — 
She nerves her with despair, she will know all ; 
Her ear, acute with agony, can hear 
A name at once so dreaded and so dear : — 
** Yes, Lady, he is guilty I — " but no more : — 
They raise her senseless from the marble lloor. 
Long did it last, that stony trance like deaih ; 
She roused, but scarce it seem'd wiih niorlai 

breath. 
She show'd no weakness, rose from oil' tlic bed 
Distinct, though low and few, the words she said. 
She took a scroll and wrote, — the phrast^ was brief; 
But a life's sorrow was upon that leaf. 
" To Count Akezzi tliis, with ail thy sptcd ; 
And here, my page, is gold for present nictd. 
Now all away, — my spirit is opprest ;" 
She flung her on the couch as if for rest 
They deem'd she slept : — at length her maidens 

came 
To ask her will, to light the lamps' sweet fianie :— 
Where is the countess ? why, the couch is bare, — 
They search the halU in vain, — she is nut there. 

XIII. 

"Grold, O! take double, so my prayer I win." 
When hath such offer faiPd ? — She enicr'd in : 
Heavily iron chain and barrier fell, 
Ere she could reach the prisoner's midnight cell. 
They grated on her very heart. At lust 
She saw Lsoni in his misery cast 
Abject upon the ground : — not her strani^c treud 
Brought ought to make him raise his l>ow'd down 

head. 
She gazed upon him : — has it come to this 
Her passionate love, her youth's long (ir< uin o) 

bliss! 
She felt her firame convulsed, her pulse grow \\(\ik 
" Lsoiri, O Leoivi ! hear me speak." 
He started at her voice : — AmrwaITiik ! 
I did not merit this from thee indeed ; 
And yet thy name was heavy on my heart : 
I pray thee pardon mc before we part." ^ 

k 
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He loaght to take her hand ; but back she flung 

The shrouding mantle that around her clung. 

** Ah r start you at my livid lip and brow 1 

You are fomiliar with such signs ere now ! 

O for a few short words ! Fve own'd the whole : 

Ere this the Count Abezzi has my scrolL^ 

The darkness gathers on my failing eye,— 

Lboxi, let me gaze on thee and die ! 

O God, unloose this bracelet's fiery clasp !"— 

Her spirit passM in that convulsive gasp. 

The struggle's o'er, — that wild heart does not beat; 

She lies a ghastly corpse before his feet. 



XIV. 

They show the traveller still a lonely tomb, 
Hid in the darkness of a cIoister*s gloom ; 
As scarcely worthy of such holy ground. 
No other monument is near it found. 
A figure closely veil'd bends o'er the stone, 
Only the arm with its strange bracelet shown— 
A serpent twining round : beneath are graved 
A few brief words, that passing pity craved — 
** Pray for the wounded heart, the sinful deed ;" 
And, half effaced, a name — ** Axm jd'os." 
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A storj from the sUrs ; or raiher one 

Of starry fable from ihe olden lime. 

When young Imagination was as fresh 

Aa the fair world it peopled with itaelC 

The Poet's spirit does so love to link 

Its feelings, thoughts, with nature's loveliness : 

And hence the twilight grove, the lonely spring. 

The ocean-cavra, the distant planets, all 

Wfre fiird with radiant creatures ; and the heart 

Became interpreter, and language made 

From its own warm sad sympathies, for those 

Of whom the dream was beauty. 



Hx was weary of flinging the feather'd reed. 
He was weaiy of curbing his raven steed ; 
He heard the gay din from the palace hall. 
But he was not in mood for the festival. 
There was that crimson, the last on the sky. 
Blushes that fiide in the moon's cold eye ; 
The sigh of the flowers iirose sweet on the air, 
For the brealh of the twilight was wandering 

there. 
He look'd to the west, and the tranquil main 
Was branch'd with many a lifelike vein ; 
Hues of the rosebud the clouds had cast, 
Like a cheek on its mirror in gliding past. 
It tempted him forth, — to the lulling gale 
Prince Ctris has open'd his silken sail. 
And the little boat went over the sea 
Like foam, for it was of ivorie. 
And carved and shaped like a wreathed shell. 
And it was lined with the rose as well ; 
For the couch was made of thooe plumes that 

fling 
The one warm tint neath the wooddove's wing. 
O'er the purple sail the golden flowers run, 
For it was wrought for a monarch's son ; 
And as it past on, the air was fill'd 
H7di odoun, for only waters distili'd 



From clove, and sandal, and cinnamon. 

E'er wash'd that boat when its task was done : 

'Twas left in the care of maidens three. 

Lovely they were as maidens should be; 

And in the soft airs that around it flew, 

Perhapp their own breath left a perfimie too. 

— There lay Prince Ctbis, and his mood 

Made harmony with the solitude. 

— O pleasant is it for the heart 

To gather up itself apart ; 

To think its own thoughts, and to be 

Free, as none ever yet were firee. 

When, prisoners to their gilded thrall. 

Vain crowd meets crowd in lighted hall ; 

With frozen feelings, tutor'd eye. 

And smile which is itself a lie. 

— O, but for lonely hours Uke these. 

Would every finer current freeze ; 

Those kindUer impulses that glow^ 

Thoee clear and diamond streams that flow 

Only in crystal, while their birth. 

Is all unsoil'd with stain of earth. 

Ever the lover hath gainsay'd 

The creed his once religion made, — 

That pure, that high, that holy creed. 

Without which love is vain indeed ; 
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Ill 



While that which was a veiled shrine, 

Whose faith was only not divine, 

Becomes a vague, foigotten dream, — 

A thing of scorn — an idle theme. 

Denied, degraded, and represt, 

Love dies beneath the heartless jest 

O vain ! for not with such can be 

One trace of his divinity. 

Ever from poet's lute hath flown 

The sweetness of its early tone, 

When from its wild flight it hath bow'd, 

To seek for homage 'mid the crowd ; 

Be the one wonder of the night, 

As if the soul could be a sight ; 

As ail his burning numbers speak 

Were written upon brow and check ; 

And he forsooth must learn his part, 

Must choose his words, and school his heart 

To one set mould, and pay again 

Flattery with flattery as vain ; 

Till, mixing with the throng too much. 

The cold, the vain, he feels as such ; 

Then marvels that liis silent lute 

Beneath that worldly hand is mute. 

— Away ! these scenes are not for thee : 

Cro dream beneath some lonely tree ; 

Away to some far woodland spring, 

Dash down thy tinsel crown, and wring 

The scented unguents from thine hair : 

If thou dost hope that crown to share 

The laurelled bards immortal wear : 

Muse thou o*er leaf and drooping flower, 

Wander at evening's haunted hour ; 

Listen to stockdove's plaining song 

Until it bear tliy soul along ; 

Then call upon thy freed lute's strain. 

And it will answer thee again. 

O mine own song, did I not hold 

Such faith as held the bards of old,— 

That one eternal hope of fame 

Which sanctifies the poet's name,— 

Fd break my lyre in high disdain, 

And hold my gift of song as vain 

As those forced flowers which only bloom 

One hot night for a banquet-room. 

— But I have wander'd from my tale,— 

The ivory bark, the purple sail. 

That bore Prince Ctris o'er the sea, — 

Content with that slow ebb to be 

Danced on the wave. By nightfall shaded. 

The red lights from the clouds are faded ; 

Leaving one palest amber line 

To mark the last of day's decline ; 

And all o'er heaven is that clear blue 

The stars so love to wander through. 

They're rising from the silent deep. 

Like bright eyes opening after sleep. 



Young Ctris watch'd them till their raj 
Grew sad — so far they were away. 
He felt so earthly, thus to see 
What he might never hope to be. 
He thought upon earth's loveliest eyes ; 

What were they to those shining there? 
He thought upon earth's sweetest sighs : 

What were they to the lulling air? 
'' O no, my heart," he mournful sigh'd, 
" To thee is that dear boon denied ; 
That wildering dream whose fair deceit 
Makes languid earth a temple meet 
For light, such light as dwells above, — 
I have no faith in thee, false love ! 
Fve knelt at many a beauteous shrine, 
And call'd, but thctught them not, divine. 
Fve dived in many a beating heart, 
But search'd them only to depart ; 
For selfish care, or heartless pride, 
Were all they ever had to hide. 
Fm weary, weary : — one by one, 
The life charms of my youth are gone. 
I had a dream of stirring fame*— 
It was a promise, and a name. 
Thrice glorious, shining from afar. 
But nearer eartii had touch'd the star ; 
With toil and trouble won from many. 
Yet trembling on the breath of any. 
The bard, the warrior, and the sage. 
What win they but one lying page. 
Where deeds and words, at hazard thrown. 
May be or may not be their own ? 
And pleasure, lighted halls, red wine, 
Bright smiles, gay words, have all been mine : 
They only left what haunts me now, — 
A wasted heart, a weary brow. 
Ye distant stars, so calm, so bright, 
Would I had portion in your light. 
Could read the secrets of your birth, — 
Aught, any thing but this dull earth !" 
— It was not long, ere, still and deep. 
Those restless eyes were closed in sleep. 
There lay he like a statue pale. 
His canopy that silken saiL 
There lay he as Endymion slept 
When Dian came to him, and wept 
Beside the sleep she might not break. 
Love, thus we sorrow for thy sake. 
There lay he : — weU might Crnis seem' 
The being of a poet's dream. 

Ay, beautiful as a star m the sky. 
When the clouds are gloom, and the storm i 

high, 
But still in defiance keeps shining on. 
Till the shades are past, and the wind is done. 
His hair was gold, like the pheasant's wing. 
And curl'd like the hyacinth flower in spring 
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And his eye was that bine so clear, so daik, 
Like the falcon's when flying his highest maik. 
And telling a tale of gallant war, 
On his brow was a slight but glorious scar. 
His voice had that low and lutelike sound. 
Whose echo within the heart is found. 
His very faults were those that win 
Too dazzling and ready an entrance in. 
Daring, and fiery, wild to range. 
Reckless of what might ensue from the change ; 
Too eager for pleasure to fill up the void, 
Till the very impatience their nature destroyed ; 
Restless, inconstant, he sought to possess,-^ 
The danger was dared, and the charm grew less. 
But, O ! these were only youth's meteor fires. 
The ignis blaze that with youth expires. 

No never ! — the heart should childlike be 
trained, 
And its wilful waywardness somewhat enchain'd. 
— Was it the spell of morning dew 
That o'er his lips its influence threw. 
Clearing those earthly mists away, 
That erst like veils before them lay ! 
Whether fair dream, or actual sight, 
It was a vision of delight : 
For free to his charm'd eyes were given 
The spirits of the starry heaven. 
It was that hour, when each faint dye 

Of rose upon the morning's cheek 
Warns the bright watchers of the sky 

Their other ocean home to seek. 
He saw the Archer with his bow, 
Guide now his radiant car below ; 
He saw the shining Serpent fold 
Beneath the wave his scales of gold. 
— But of all the pageants nigh. 
Only one fix'd Ctris' eye : 
Borne by music on their way, 
Every chord a living ray. 
Sinking on a songtike breeze. 
The lyre of the Pleiades, 
With its seven fair sisters bent 
O'er their starry instrument ; 
Each a star upon her brow. 
Somewhat dim in daylight's glow. 
That clasp'd the flashing coronet 
On theur midnight tresses set 
— All were young, all were fiur — 
But one — O ! Ctris gazed but there. 
Each other lip wore sterner mould, — 
Fair, but so proud, — ^bright, but so cold ; 
And clear pale cheek, and radiant eye. 
Wore neither blush, nor smile, nor sigh. 
Those sweet signs of humanity. 
But o'er Ctrkhb's cheek the rose. 
Like raoon-touch'd water, ebbs and flows ; 
And eyes that droop like summer flowers 
Told they could change with shine and ahowen. 



— The starry lyre has reach'd the sea,— 
Started young Ctris to his knee: 
Surely her dark eyes met his own ; 
But, ah ! the lovely dream is flown. 
— I need not tell how long the daj 
Pass'd in its weariness away; 
I need not say how Ctris' eight 
Pined for the darkness of the nighL 
But darkness came, and with it brought 
The vision which the watcher sought. 
He saw the starry lyre arise-^ 

The seven fair sisters' glittering cax^— 
Till, lost amid the distant skies, 

Each only look'd a burning star. 
Again, at mommg's dewy hour. 
He saw them seek their ocean bower ; 
Again those dark eyes met his own — 
Again the lovely dream is flown. 
— Night afler night thus pass'd ; but now 
The young Moon wears less vestal brow. 
Her silver veil is lined with gold ; 
Like a crown'd queen, she comes to hold 
Her empire in the sky alone- 
No rival near her midnight throne. 
Sometimes he fancied o'er the tide 
He saw pale phantoms dimly glide : 
The moonbeams fell o*er sea and sky. 
No other light met Ctris' eye. 
The night — the moon — ^he watch'd in vain, 
No starry lyre rose from the main. 
— And who were they the lovely seven, 
With shape of earth, and home in heaven 1 
Daughters of King Atlas they — 
He of the enchanted sway ; 
He who read the mystic lines 
Of the planets' wondrous signs : 
He the sovereign of the air — 
They were his, these daughters fair. 
Six were brides, in sky and sea. 
To some crown'd divinity ; 
But his youngest, loveliest one. 
Was as yet unwoo'd, unwon. 
She's kneeling at her father's side :— 
What the boon could be denied 
To that fiadr but tear-wash'd cheek, 
That look'd so earnest, yet so meek ; 
To that mouth whose gentle words 
Murmur like the wind -lute's chords ; 
To that soft and pleading eye 
Who is there could suit deny ! 
Bent the king, with look of care. 
O'er the dear one kneeling there ; 
Bent and kiss'd his pleading one,-« 
Ah, that smile ! her suit is won. 
— It was a little fountain inade 
A perfect sanctuary of shade ; 
The pine boughs like a roof^ beneath 
The tapestiy of the acacia wreath. 
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The air was haunted, sounds, and sighs. 

The falling "waters' melodies ; 

The breath of flowers, the faint perfume 

Of the green pineleaf 's early bloom ; 

And murmurs from the music hung 

Ever the woodland boughs among ; 

His couch of moss, his pillow flowers, 

Dreaming away the listless hours — 

Those dreams so vague, those dreams so ^ain. 

Yet iron links in lover's chain — 

Prince Ctbis leant: the solitude 

Suited such visionary mood ; 

For love hath delicate delights, — 

The silence of the summer nights ; 

The leaves and buds, whose languid sighs 

Seem like the echo of his own ; 
The wind which like a lute note dies ; 

The shadow by the branches thrown, 
Although a sweet uncertain smile 
Wanders through those boughs the while, 
As if the young Moon liked to know 
Her fountain mirror bright below ; 
Linking his thoughts with all of these, 
For love is full of fantasies. 
— Why starts young Ctris from his dream T 
There is a shadow on the stream, 
There is an odour on the air ; — 
What shape of beauty fronts him there ! 
He knows her by her clear dark eye. 
Touched with the light that rules the sky ; 
The star upon her forehead set, 
Her wild hair's sparkling coronet ; 
Her white arms, and her silvery vest, — 
The lovely Pleiad stands content. 
— I cannot sing as I have sung ; 
My heart is changed, my lute unstrung; 
Once said I that my early chords 
Were vow'd to love or sorrow's words : 
But love has like an odour past, 
Or echo, all too sweet to last : 
And sorrow now holds lonely sway 
O'er my young heart, and lute, and lay. 
Be it for those whose unwaked youth 
Believes that hope and love are sooth — 
The loved, the happy — ^let them dream 
This meeting by the forest stream. 
— No more they parted till the night 
Call'd on her starry host for light, 
And that bright lyre arose on high 
With its fair watcjiers to their sky. 
Then came the wanderings long and lonely. 
As if the world held them, them only ; 
The gathered flower, which is to bear 
Some gentle secret whisper'd there ; 
The seat beneath the forest tree ; 

The breathless silence, which to love 
Is all that eloquence can be ; 

The looks ten thousand words aboTe ; 

(16) 



The fond deep gaze, till the fix'd eye 
Cants each on each a mingled dye ; 
The interest round each little word, 
Though scarcely said, and scarcely heard. 
Little love asks of language aid, 
For never yet hath vow been made 
In that young hour when love is new; 
He feels at first so deep, so true, 
A promise is a useless token, 
When neither dream it can be broken. 
Alas ! vows are his after sign !-— 
We prop the tree in its decline— 
The ghosts that haunt a parting hour. 
With all of grief, and naught of power ; 
A chain half sundcr'd in the making,-— 
The plighted vows already breaking. 
From such dreams all too soon we wake ; 
For like the moonlight on the lake. 
One passing cloud, one waving bough — 
The silver light, what is it now 1 
— Said I not, that young prince was one 
Who wearied when the goal was won ; 
To whom the charm of change was all 
That bound his heart in woman's thrall 1 
And she now lingering at his side, 
His bright, his half-immortal bride, 
Though she had come with him to die. 
Share earthly tear, and earthly sigh ; 
Left for his sake her glorious sphere,— 
What matter'd that ? — she now was here. 
— At first ^twas like a frightful dream : 
Why should such terror even seem 1 
Again — again — it cannot be ! 
Wo for such wasting misery !— 
This watching love's overclouding sky. 

Though still believing it must clear ; 
This closing of the trusting eye ; 

The hope that darkens into fear ; 
The lingering change of doubt and dread ; 
All in the one dear presence fled. 
Till days of anguish past alone, 
Till careless look, and fdtcr'd tone. 
Relieve us from the rack, to know 
Our last of fate, our worst of wo. 
— And she, the guileless, pure, and bright. 
Whose nature was her mombg's light ; 
Who deem'd of love as it is given 
The sunniest element to heaven ; 
Wliose sweet belief in it was caught 
Only from what her own heart taught— 
Her woman's heart, that dreamy shrine. 
Of what itself made half divine, — 
Ctrt^xk, when thy shadow came 

With thy first step that touch'd the earth. 
It was an omen how the same 
. Doth sorrow haunt all mortal birth. 
Thou hast but lefl those starry spheres 
For woman's destiny of teax&. 
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— They parted as all lovers part,— 

She with her wrong'd and breaking heart ; 

But he, rejoicing he is finee, 

Bounds like the captive from his diain. 
And wilfully believing she 

Hath found her liberty again : 
Or if dark thoughts will cross his mind. 
They are but clouds before the wind. 
— Thou false one, go ! — ^but deep and dread 
Be minstrel curse upon thy head ! 
— Go, be the first in battle line, 
Where banners sweep, and fiUchiona shine ; 
Go thou to lighted festival. 
Be there the peerless one of all ; 
Let bright cheeks wear yet brighter rays 
If they can catch Prince Ctris' gaze ; 
Be thine in all that honour'd name. 
Men hold to emulate is fame ; 
Yet not the less my curse shall rest, 
A serjxsnt coiling in thy breast 
Weariness, like a weed, shall spring 
Wherever is thy wandering. 
Thy heart a lonely shrine shall be, 
Guarded by no divinity. 
Thou shalt be lonely, and shalt know 
It is thyself has made thee so. 
Thou hast been Pithless, and shalt dread 
Deceit in aught of fondness said. 
Go, with the doom thou*st made thine own ! 
Go, fiilse one I to thy grave — alone.— 
— ^'Twas the red hue of twilight's hour 
That lighted up the forest bower ; 
Where that sad Pleiad look'd her last. 
The white wave of his plume is past ; 
She raised her listening head in vain, 
To catch his echoing step again ; 
Then bow'd her face upon her hand, 

And once or twice a burning tear 
Wander'd beyond their white command, 

And mingled with the waters clear. 
'Tis said that ever from that day 



Those waters caught their diamond ray. 
— The evening shades closed o*er the sky. 
The night winds sang their melody : 
They seemM to rouse her from the dream 
That chained her by that lonely stream. 
She came when first the starry lyre 
Tinged the green wave with kindling fire ; 
" Ciome, sister," sang they, ** to thy place •" 
The Pleiad gazed, then hid her face. 
Slowly that lyre rose while they sung,^.-* 
Alas ! there is one chord unstrung. 
It rose, until Cr renews ear 
No longer could its music hear. 
She sought the fountain, and flung there 
The crown that bound her raven hair ; 
The starry crown, the sparkles died. 
Darkening within its &tod tide. 
She sinks by that lone wave : — *tis past; 
There the lost Pleiad breamed her last 
No mortal hand e'er made her grave ; 
But one pale rose was seen to wave. 
Guarding a sudden growth of flowers, 
Not like those sprung in summer houn, 
But pale and drooping ; each appears 
As if their only dew were tears. 
On that sky lyre a chord is mute : 

Haply one echo yet remains, 
To linger on the poet's lute. 

And tell in his most mournful strains, 
— A star hath left its native sky, 
To touch our cold earth, and to die ; 
To warn the young heart how it trust 
To mortal vows, whose faith is dust ; 
To bid the young cheek guard its bloom 
From wasting by such early doom ; 
Warn by the histories link'd with all 
That ever bow'd to passion's thrall ; 
Warn by aH — above — ^below. 
By that lost Pleiad's depth of wo, — 
Warn them. Love is of heavenly birth. 
But turns to death on touching earth* 



A HISTORY OF THE LYRE. 



Sketches indeed, from that most passionate page, 
A woman's heart, of feelings, thoughts, that make 
The atmosphere in which her spirit moves ; 
But, like all other earthly elements, 
O'ercast with clouds, now dark, now touched with light, 
With rainbows, sunshine, showers, moonlight, stan, 
Chasing each other's change. I fain would trace 
Its brightness and its blackness ; and these lines 
Are consecrate to annals such as those. 
That count the pulses of the beating heart 



Tib Btnmge how mach is mark'd on memoiy, 
In which we may have interest, but no part ; 
How circnmstance will bring together links 
In destinies the most dissimilar. 
This face, whose mdely-pencill'd sketch you hold, 
Recalls to me a host of pleasant thoughts. 
And some^ore serious. — This is Eulalii, 
Once the delight of Rome for that fine skill 
With which she woke the lute when answering 
With its sweet echoes and melodious words. 
She had the rich perfection of that gill, 
Her Italy's own ready song, which seems 
The poetry caught from a thousand flowers ; 
The diamond sunshine, and the lulling air, 
So pure, yet full of perfume ; fountains tuned 
Like natural lutes, from whispering green leaves ; 
The low peculiar murmur of the pines : 
From pictured saints, that look their native 

heaven — 
Statues whose grace is a familiar thing ; 
The ruin'd shrine of mournful loveliness ; 
The stately church, awfully beautiful ; 
Their climate, and their language, whose least 

word 
Is melody — these overfill the heart 
Till, foimtainlike, the lips overflow with song, 
And music is to ^m an element 
»-I saw EuLALii : all was in the scene 
Graceful association, slight surprise. 
That are so much in youth. It was in Jime, 
Night, but such night as only is not day^— 
For moonlight, even when most clear, is sad : 
We cannot but contrast its still repose 
With the unceasing turmoil in ourselves. 
— We stood beside a cypress, whose green 

spire 
Rose like a funeral colimm o*er the dead. 
Near was a fallen palabe — stain'd and gray 
The marble showed amid the tender leaves 
Of ivy but just shooting ; yet there stood 
Pillars unbroken, two or three vast halls. 



Entire enongh to cast a deep black shade ; 
And a few statues, beautiful but cold, — 
White shadows, pale and motionless, that seem 
To mock the change in which they had no party- 
Fit images of the dead. Pensive enough. 
Whatever aspect desolation wears ; 
But this, the wrecking woiiL of yesterday, 
Hath somewhat still more touching; fysn W8 

trace 
The waste of man too much. When yean hava 

past 
Over the fallen arch, the ruin'd hall» 
It seems but course of time, the one great doom, 
Whose influence is alike upon us all ; 
The gray tints soften, and the ivy wreath 
And wild flowers breathe life's fi^hness round : 

but here 
We stand before decay ; scarce have die walls 
Lost music left by human step and voice ; 
The lonely hearth, the household desolate. 
Some noble race gone to the dust in blood ; 
Man shames of his own deeds, and there we gaa^ 
Watching the progress not of time, but death. 
— Low music floated on the midnight wind, 
A mournful murmur, such as opes the heart 
With memory's key, recalling other times. 
And gone-by hopes and feelings, till they hava 
An echo sorrovrful, but very sweet ; 
" Hush !'' said my comrade, — ** it is Eulalii , 
Now you may gaze upon the loneliness 
Which is her inspiration." Soft we pass'd 
Behind a fragment of the shadowy wall. 
— I never saw more perfect loveliness. 
It ask'd, it had no aid from dress : her robe 
Was white, and simply gathered in such folds 
As suit a statue : neck and arms were bare ; 
The black hair was unbound, and like a veil 
Himg even to her feet ; she held a lute, 
And, as she paced the ancient gallery, waked 
A few wild chords, and murmur'd low 

words, 
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But scarcely audible, as if she thought 
Rather thaii spoke ; — the night, the solitude, 
Fiird the young Pythoness with poetry. 
—Her eyes were like the moonlight, clear and 

soft, 
That shadowy brightness which is bom of tears, 
And raised towards the sky, as if they sought 
Companionship with their own heaven ; her 

cheek, — 
Emotion made it colourless, that pure 
And delicate white which speaks so much of 

thought, 
Yet flushes in a moment into rose ; 
And tears like pearls lay on it, those which come 
When the heart wants a language; but she 

passed. 
And left the place to me a haunted shrine, 
Hallow'd by genius in its hoUest mood. 
—At Count Zariiv's palazzo the next night 
We were to meet, and expectation wore 
Itself with fancies, — all of them were vain. 
I could not image aught so wholly changed. 
Her robe was Indian red, and work'd with gold. 
And gold the queenlike girdle round her waist 
Here hair was gatherM up in grapelike curls ; 
An emerald wreath, shaped into vine leaves, made 
Its graceful coronal. Leant on a couch 
The centre of a group, whose converse light 
Made a flt element, in which her wit 
FlashM like the lightning: — on her cheek the 

rose 
Burnt like a festal lamp; the sunniest smiles 
Wandered upon her face. — I only knew 
EuLALiE by her touching voice again. 
— ^They had been praying her to wake the lute : 
She would not, wayward in her mood that night ; 
When some one bade her mark a little sketch 
I brought from England of my father's hall ; 
Himself was outlined leaning by an oak, 
A greyhound at his feet " And is this dog 
Your father's sole companion 1" — with these words 
She touched the strings : — that melancholy song, 
I never may forget its sweet reproach, 
^^he ask'd me how I had the heart to leave 
The old man in his age ; she told how lorn 
Is solitude ; she spoke of the young heart 
Left in its loneliness, where it had known ■ 
No kindness but from strangers, forced to be 
Wayfarer in this bleak and bitter world, 
And looking to the grave as to a home. 
— The numbers died in tears, but no one sought 
To stay her as she pass'd with veiled &ce 
From the hush'd hall. — One gently whisper'd me, 
CuLALiK is an orphan » • • • 
Yet still our meetings were *mid festival. 
Night after night It was both sad and strange. 
To see that fine mind waste itself away, 
Too kke some noble stream, which, unconfined, 



Makes fertile its rich banks, and glads the face 

Of nature round ; but not so when its wave 

Is lost in artificial waterfalls, 

And sparkling eddies ; or coop'd up to make 

The useless fountain of a palace hall. 

— One day I spoke of this ; her eager soul 

Was in its most unearthly element 

We had been speaking of the immortal dead. 

The light flashed in her eyes. " Tis this which 

makes 
The best assurance of our promised heaven : 
This- triumph intellect has over death — 
Our words yet live on other's lips ; our thoughts 
Actuate others. Can that man be dead 
Whose spiritual influence is upon his kind 1 
He lives in glory ; and such speaking dust 
Has more of life than half its breathing moulds. 
Welcome a grave with memories such as these, 
Makuig the sunshine of our moral world !" 
" This proud reward you see, and yet can leave ! 
Your songs sink on the ear, and tlicre they die, 
A flower's sweetness, but a flower's life. 
An evening's homage is your only feme ; 
'Tis vanity, Eulalie." — Mournfully 
She shook the raven tresses from her brow, 
As if she felt their darkness omenlike. 
" Speak not of this to me, nor bid me think ; 
It is such pain to dwell upon myself; 
And know how different I am from all 
I once dream'd I could be. Fame ! stirring fame . 
I work no longer miracles for thee. 
I am as one who sought at early dawn 
To climb with fiery speed some lofty hill : 
His feet are strong in eagerness and youth ; 
His limbs are braced by the fresh morning air, 
And all seems possible : — this cannot last 
The way grows steeper, obstacles arise. 
And unkind thwartings from companions near. 
The height is truer measured, having traced 
Part of its heavy length ; his sweet hopes droop 
Like prison'd birds that know their cage has baiiB^ 
The body wearies, and the mind is worn — 
That worst of lassitude : — hot noon comes on ; 
There is no freshness in the sultry air, 
There is no rest upon the toilsome road ; 
There is the summit, which he may not reach. 
And round him are a thousand obstacles. 

" I am a woman : — tell me not of £smie. 
The eagle's wing may sweep the stormy path. 
And fling back arrows, where the dove would die. 
Look on those flowers near yon acacia tree— 
The lily of the valley — mark how pure 
The snowy blossoms, — and how soft a breath 
Is almost hidden by the largo dark leaves. 
Not only have those deUcate flowers a gift 
Of sweetness and of beauty, but the root— 
A healing power dwells there ; fragrant and fiiii; 
But dwelling still in some beloved shade. 
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Is not this woman's emblem ? — she whose smile 

Should only make the loveliness of home — 

Who seeks support and sheltec from man*8 heart, 

And pays it with aflection quiet, deep,— > 

And in his sickness — sorrow — with an aid 

He did not deem in aught so frag:ile dwelt. 

Alas ! this has not been my destiny. 

Again Fll borrow Summer's eloquence. 

Yon Eastern tulip— that is emblem mine ; 

Ay ! it has radiant colours — every leaf 

Is as a gem from its own country's mines. 

Tis redolent with sunshine ; but with noon 

It has begun to wither : — look within, 

It has a wasted bloom, a burning heart ; 

It has dwelt too much in the open day. 

And so have I ; and both must droop and die ! 

I did not choose my gift ; — too soon my heart, 

Watchlike, had pointed to a later hour 

Than time had reached : and as my years pass'd 

on, 
Shadows and floating visions grew to thoughts. 
And thoughts found words, the passionate words 

of song. 
And all to me was poetry. The face. 
Whose radiance glided past me in the dance, 
Awoke a thousand fantasies to make 
Some history of her passing smile or sigh. 
The flowers were full of song : — upon the rose 
I read the crimson annals of true love ; 
The violet flung me back on old romance ; 
All was association with some link 
Whose fine electric throb was in the mind. 
I paid my price for this — 'twas happiness. 
My wings have melted in their eager flight. 
And gleams of heaven have only made me feel 
Its distance from our earth more forcibly. 
My feelings grow less fresh, my thoughts less 

kind: 
My youth has been too lonely, too much left, 
To struggle for itself; and this world is 
A northern clime, where every thing is chill'd. 
I speak of my own feelings — I can judge 
Of others but by outward show, and that 
Is fiilser than the actor's studied part 
We dress our words and looks in borrowed robes: 
The mind is as the face^ — for who goes forth 
In public walks without a veil at least ? 
'TIS this constraint makes half life's misery. 
'Tis a false rule: we do too much regard 
Others' opinions, but neglect their feelings ; 
Thrice happy if such order were reversed. 
O why do we make sorrow for ourselves. 
And, not content with the great wretchedness 
Which is our native heritage— those ills 
We have no mastery over — sickness, toil. 
Death, and the natural grief which comrades 

death — 
Are not all these enough, that we must add 



Mutual and moral tormrat, and inflict 
Ingenious tortures we must first contrive 1 
I am distrustful — I have been deceived 
And disappointed — I have hoped in vain. 
I am vain — praise is opium, and the lip 
Cannot resist the fascinating draught. 
Though knowing its excitement is a fraud — 
Delirious — a mockery of fame. 
I may not image the deep solitude 
In which my spirit dwells. My days are past \ 
Among the cold, the carelesa, and the false. 
What part have I in them, or they in me 1 
Yet I would be beloved ; I would be kind ; 
I would share others' sorrows others' joys ; 
I would fence in a happines^ with fiiends. 
I cannot do this : — is the fault mine own 1 
Can I love those who but repay my love 
With half caprice, half flattery ; or trust, 
When I have full internal consciousness 
They are deceiving me 1 I may be kind. 
And meet with kindness, yet be lonely still ; 
For gratitude is not companionship. — 
We have proud words that speak of intellect ; 
We talk of mind that magnifies the world. 
And makes it glorious : much of this is true,«- 
All time attests the miracles of man : 
The very elements, whose nature seems 
To mock dominion, yet have worn his yoke. 
His way has been upon the pathless sea ; 
The earth's dark bosom search'd ; bodiless air 
Works as his servant ; and firom his own mind 
What rich stores he has won, the sage, the baid^ 
The painter, these have made their nature proud 
And yet how life goes on, its great outline 
How noble and ennobling ! — but within 
How mean, how poor, how pitiful, how mix'd 
With base alloy ; how Disappointment tracks 
The steps of Hope ; how Envy dogs success ; 
How every victor's crown is lined with thorns, 
And worn 'mid scofls ! Trace the young poet's 

fate: 
Fresh from his solitude, the child of dreams, 
His heart upon his lips, he seeks the world. 
To find him &me and fortune, as if life 
Were like a fairy tale. His song has led 
The way before him ; flatteries fill his ear. 
His presence courted, and his words are caught; 
And he seems happy in so many friends. 
What marvel if he somewhat overrates 
His talents and his state 1 These scenes soon 

change. 
The vain, who sought to mix their name with his ; 
The curious, who but live for some new sight; 
The idle, — all these have been gratified. 
And now neglect stings even more than scorn 
Envy has spoken, felt more bitterly. 
For that it was not dream'd of; worldliness 
Has crept upon his spirit unaware ^ 
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Vanity craves for its accostomM food ; 
He has tum'd skeptic to the truth which made 
His feelings poetry ; and discontent 
Hangs heavily on the lute, which wakes no more 
Its early music :— social life is filled 
With doubts and vain aspirings ; solitude, 
When the imagination is dethroned, 
Is tum'd to weariness. What can he do 
But hang his lute on some lone tree, and die 1 
** Metliinks we must have known some former 

state 
More glorious than our present, and the heart 
Is haunted with dim memories, shadows left 
By past magnificence ; and hence we pine 
With vain aspirings, hopes that fill the eyes 
With bitter tears for their own vanity. 
Remembrance makes the poet ; 'tis the past 
Lingering within him, with a keener sense 
Than is upon the thoughts of common men 
Of what has been, that fills the actual world 
With unreal likenesses of lovely shapes, 
That were and are not ; and the fairer they. 
The more their contrast with existing things, 
The more his power, the greater is his grief. 
— Are we then fallen from some noble star, 
Whose consciousness is as an unknown curse, 
And we feel capable of happiness 
Only to know it is not of our sphere 1 
"I have sung passionate songs of beating 

hearts; 
Perhaps it had been better they had drawn 
Their inspiration firom an inward source. 
Had I known even an unhappy love, 
li would have flung an interest round life 
Mine never knew. This is an empty wish ; 
Our feelings are not fires to light at will 
Our nature's fine and subtle mysteries ; 
We may control them, but may not create. 
And love less than its fellows. I have fed 
Perhaps too much upon the lotos fixuts 
Imagination yields, — ^fruits which unfit 
The palate for the more substantial food 
Of our own land— rreality. I made 
My heart too like a temple for a home ; 
My thoughts were birds of paradise, that breathed 
The airs of heaven, but died on touching earth. 
— ^The knight whose deeds were stainless as his 

crest, 
Who made my name his watchword in the field ; 
The poet with immortal words, whose heart 
1 shared with beauty ; or the patriot, 
Whose eloquence was power, who made my smile 
His recompense amid the toil which shaped 
A nation's destiny : these, such as these. 
The glorified — ^the passionate — the brave — 
In these I might have found the head and heart 
I could have worshipped. Where are such as 

these 1 



— Not mid gay cavaliers, who make the dance 
Pleasant with graceful flatteries ; whose words 
A passing moment might light up my cheek, 
But haunted not my solitude. The fault 
Has been my own ; perhaps I ask'd too much :— 
Yet let me say, what firmly I believe, 
Love can be— ay, and is. I held that Love 
Which chooseth firom a thousand only one. 
To be the object of that tenderness 
Natural to every heart ; which can resign 
Its own best happiness for one dear sake ; 
Can bear with absence ; hath no part in hope,— 
For Hope is somewhat selfish, Love is not,~« 
And doth prefer another to itself. 
Unchangeable and generous, what, like Love, 
Can melt away the dross of worldliness ; 
Can elevate, refine, and make the heart 
Of that pure gold which is the fitting shrine 
For fire, as sacred as e'er came from Heaven t 
No more of this : — one word may read my bean 
And that one word is utter weariness ! 
Yet sometimes I look round with vain regret. 
And think I will restring my lute, and nerve 
My woman's hand for nobler enterprise ; 
But the day never comes. Alas ! we make 
A ladder of our thoughts, where angels step. 
But sleep ourselves at the foot : our high resolves 
Look down upon our slumbering acts." 

I soon left Italy : it is well worth 
A year of wandering, were it but to feel 
How much our England does outweigh ths 

world. 
A clear cold April morning was it, when I first 
Rode up the avenue of ancient oaks, 
A hundred years upon each stately head. 
The park was bright with sunshine, and the deer 
Went bounding by ; freshness was on the wind. 
Till every nerve was braced ; and once the air 
Came with Arabian sweetness on its wing,— 
It was the earliest growth of violets. 
A &iry foot had left its trace beside, — 
Ah, Emilt had nursed my favourite flowers. 
Nearer I came, I heard familiar sounds — 
They are the heart's best music ; saw the blaze 
Through the wide windows of the dear old halL 
One moment more, my eager footsteps stood 
Within my father's home, beside his hearth. 
— Three times those early violets had fill'd 
Their turns with April dew, whe!i the changed 

cheek 
Of Emilt wore signs of young decay. 
The rose was too inconstant, and the light 
Too clear in those blue eyes ; but southern skies 
Might nurse a flower too delicate to bear 
The winds of March, unless in Italy. 
I need not tell thee how the soothing air 
Brought tranquil bloom that fed not on itsclC 
To Emilt's sweet face : but soon again 
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We talk'd of winter by our own wood fire, 
With cheerful words, that had no teani to hide. 
— We pass'd through Rome on our return, and 

there 
Sought out EuLALiE. Graceful as her wont 
Her welcome to my bride ; but, O, so changed ! 
Her cheek was colourless as snow ; she wore 
The beauty of a statue, or a spirit 
With large and radiant eyes : — her thrilling voice 
Had lost its power, but stiU its sweetness kept 
One night, while seated in her favourite hall, 
The silken curtains all flung back for air. 
She mark'd my Emilt, whose idle gaze 
Was fix'd on that fair garden. ** Will you come 
And wander in the moonlight ? — our soft dew 
Will wash no colour from thine island cheek." 
She led the way by many a bed, whose hues 
Vied with the rainbow, — through sweet-scented 

groves 
Golden with oranges : at length the path 
Grew shadowy with dariter, older trees, 
And led us to a little lonely spot 
There were no blossoming shrubs, but sweeping 

pines 
Goaided the solitude ; and laurel boughs 



Made fitting mirrors for the lovely moon, 
With their bright shining leaves ; th^ ivy lay 
And trail'd upon the ground ; and in the midst 
A large old cypress stood, beneath whose shade 
There was a sculptured form; the feet wera 

placed 
Upon' a finely-carved rose wreath ; the arms 
Were raised to Heaven, as if to clasp the stars 
Eclalis leant licside ; 'twas hard to say 
Which was the actual marble : when she spoke. 
You started, scarce it seem'd a human sound ; 
But the eyes' lustre told life linger'd still ; 
And now the moonlight seemM to fill their depths 
" You see," she said, " my cemetery here :— 
Here, only here, shall be my quiet grave. 
Yon statue is my emblem : see, its grasp 
Is raised to Heaven, forgetful tliat the while 
Its step has crush'd the fairest of earth's floweiv 

With its neglect" 

Her prophecy was sooth : 
No change of leaf had that green valley known, 
When EcLALis lay there in her last sleep. 

Peace to the weary and the beating heart, 
That fed upon itself! 
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The Court of Ardeicburo. 
Jaju>iiir, otherwise Coxjnt HERXAif, his Nephew. 
Guetts, AttendantMf Officers, ^c. 



Bertha, Daughter of the Comit 
Leitra, her Nurse. 

Ladies, Attendants, fye. 



SCENE U-Jaroxir. Bbrtha. 

BXRTHA. 

It IS in this we differ ; I would sedc 
To blend my very being into thine— 
Fm even jealous of thy memory : 
I wish our childhood had been pass'd together. 

Jaroxib. 

Bertha, sweet Bertha ! would to heaven it had ! 
What would'st thou with a past that knew thee 
noCi 

BxRTHA. 

To make that post my own by confidence^ 
By mingled recollections, I would fain 
Our childish sorrows had been wept together ; 
Our childish joys had been indulged together ; 
Our childish hopes had been believed together : 
But as this cannot be, I speak of them — 



The very speaking does associate us— 
I speak of them, that, in those coming years, 
When youthful hours rise up within the nund. 
Like lovely dreams some sudden chance haf 

brought, 
To fill the eyes with long-forgotten tears. 
My image may be with them as of one 
Who held such sympathy with aught of thine. 

Jaroxir. 

Sweetest, no more of this : my youth hath pass'd 
In harsh and rugged warfare, not the scenes 
Of young knights with white plumes, and gallant 

steeds. 
With lady*s favour on each bumish'd crest. 
Whose tournaments, in honour of fair dames, 
May furnish tales to suit the maiden^s ear. 
Pve had no part in such ; I only know 
Of war the terrible reality :-^ 
The long-night yraltck b«Xkft«£Qk^i& ^x^:v>:d9^^sqss« v 
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The unsoothed pillow where thq strong man lay 

Like a weak child, by weary sickness worn 

Even to weeping :— or the ghastly dead, 

By the more ghastly dying, whose last breath 

Pass'd in a prayer for water — but in vain, — * 

()*er them their eager comrades hurxy on 

To slaughter others. How thy cheek is blanch'd ! 

J truly said these were no tales for thee. 

Come, take thy lute, and sing just one sweet song 

To fill my sleep with music. 

Bertha. 

Then good nig^t 
I have so much to say to my old nurse, — 
This is her annual visit, and she waits 
Within my chamber, — so one only song. 

My lute is tuneless with this damp nig^t air. 
Like to our own glad spirits, its fine chords 
Are soon relaxed. 

Jaromir. 

Then sing, love, with the wind, 
The plaining wind, and let that be thy lute. 

BiRTHA. 

How wildly round our ancient battlements 
The air-notes murmur ! Blent with such a wind 
I heard the song which shall be ours to-night 
She had a strange sweet voice, the maid who 

sang. 
But early death was pale upon her cheek ; 
And she had melancholy thoughts, that gave 
Their sadness to her speech : she sat apart 
From all her young companions, in the shade 
Of an old tree — a gloomy tree, whose boughs 
Hung o'er her as a pall : — ^'twas omenlike. 
For she died young, — of gradual decay. 
As if the heart consumed itself. None knew 
If she had loved ; but always did her song 
Dwell on love's sorrows. 

Sleep, heart of mine,^- 
Why should love awake thee 1 
Like yon closed rosebud. 
To thy rest betake thee. 

Sleep, heart of mine,^ 
Wherefore art thou beating t 
Do dreams stir thy slumbers, 
Vainest hopes repeating 1 

Sleep, heart of mine, 
Sleep thou without dreaming : 
Love, the beguiler, 
Weareth such fidse seeming. 

Sleep, heart of mine ; 
But if on thy slumbers 
Breathe one faint murmur 
Of bJB charm'd numbers ; 



Waken, heart of mine. 
From such dangerous sleeping ; 
Love's haunted visions 
Ever end in weeping. 

But now no more of song. I will not lose 

Another legend of my nurse's store. 

A whole year must have added to her list 

Of ghastly murders, spiritual visitings : 

At least, 'twill make the ancient ones seem new 

JAROMIR. 

And you will listen like a frighted child. 
I think I see you ; — when the turret clock 
Has toll'd the night hour heavily ; the hearth 
Has only flickering embers, which send forth 
Gleams of distorting light ; the untrimm*d lamp 
Exaggerates the shadows, till they seem 
Flung by no human shape ; the hollow voice 
Of that old crone, the only living sound ; 
Her face, on which mortality has writ 
Its closing, with the wan and bony hand. 
Raised like a spectre's — and yourself the while. 
Cold from the midnight chill, and white with fear. 
Your large blue eyes darker and larger grown 
With terror's choin'd attention, and your breath 
Suppress'd for very earnestness. Well, love. 
Good night ; and if our haunted air be fill'd 
With Spirits, may they watch o'er thee like Love ! 

RXRTHA. 

Good night, good night! — the kind Madonna 
shod 
Her blessings o'er thee ! 

[ExU Jaromir. 
'Tis his last footfall — ^I can catch no more. 
Methinks he pass'd too quickly. Had I left 
This room, I should have counted every step,— • 
Have linger'd on the threshold ; but he went 
Rapidly, carelessly. Now out on this. 
The very folly of a loving heart ! 

Jaromir ! it is a fearful thing 

To love as I love thee ; to feel the world — 
The bright, the beautiful, joy-giving world — 
A blank without thee. Never more to me 
Can hope, joy, fear, wear difierent seemingpk 
Now 

1 have no hope that does not dream for thee ; 
I have no joy that b not shared by thee ; 

I have no fear that does not dread for thee. 
All that I once took pleasure in — my lute 
Is only sweet when it repeats thy name ; 
My flowers, I only gather them for thee ; 
The book drops tistless down, I cannot read. 
Unless it is to thee ; my lonely hours 
Are spent in shaping forth our future lives 
After my own romantic ftntasies. 
He is the star round which my thoughts revolve 
Like satellites. My father, can it be 
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That thine, the unceasing love of many years, 

Doth not so fill my heart as this strange guest 1 

I loved thee once so wholly, — now methinks 

I lave thee for that thou lovest Jaromir. 

— It b the lamp gone out, — that dreams like these 

Should be by darkness broken ! I am grown 

So superstitious in my fears and hopes. 

As if I thought that all things must take part 

In my great love. — Alas, my poor old nurse, 

How she has waited ! 

[Eant BiBTHA. 



SCENE n.—BxBTHA. LXITBA. 
BXRTHA. 

The embers cast a cold dim light around, 
And the wan lamp seems weary with our watchu — 
O Leitra, do not look so fearfully. 

LEITRA. 

Now, holy saints ! who brought that picture 
herel 

BXBTHA. 

That picture — O, now, Leitra, thy strange tales 
Made me forget what Jaromir had done. 
In the east turret's old deserted rooms 
He saw a lovely portrait almost hid 
By the gray cobwebs and the gather^ dust ; 
That he had cleared it carefully, and thought 
It should be with my favourite pictures hung— 
And here it is, my own kind Jaromir, 

LSITRA. 

He brought it here! — O Bertha, kneel and 
pray I— 
The shadowy likeness, when the actual shape 
Is distant fiur ; the dream whose prophecy 
Comes when we waken terribly distinct ; 
The shriek the grave sends up in the still night. 
Are not such deadly omens as that hce. 
My young, my good, my fair, what hath the curse 
That is upon thine house to do with thee t 

BBBtHA. 

What do you mean 1 Speak, speak ! — the very 
sound 
Of my own voice is terrible ! — ^what ctuve — 
Whose is this picture 1 

LXITBA. 

It is The Anoettieas ! 

BSBTHA. 

My Ancestress ! — and a most lovely one : 
Tet is her beauty awful : — the pale cheek 
Looks as if passion had fed on its rose ; 

(16) 



The lips are pale, too, though their graceful curve 
Fascinates in its scorn ; her loose dark hair. 
Wild OS a sibyl's, sweeps as if 't had caught 
Its wildness and its darkness from the storm ; 
Her eyes, like moonlight melancholy, seem 
So deep, so spiritual, — such the far light 
Of stars which are a mystery ; like a queen's 
For grace, and like a swan's for snow, her neck 
Thrown back so haughtily ; and her black robe, 
Her golden girdle with strange characters, 
Suit her strange loveliness so welL 

LSITBA. 

f 

Hush, hush ! 
Your thoughtless words sound like impiety. 
I had not meant to tell her history, 
But it '}B best you know it. Never came 
That portrait here by but a simple chance. 
She was a princess of the olden^me. 
So beautiful, that kings laid down their crowns 
Like flowers before her, and her halls were 

throng'd 
With lovers, and of life she took no thought. 
Save for its pleasures ; but as years pass'd on 
She felt her insecurity, and cursed 
Her own fair face for fading. Suddenly 
She grew more lovely, as if age to her 
Were but a second youth ; again her halls 
Were fill'd with worshippers, and day and night 
Consumed in revels ; when as suddenly 
As simimer hod revisited her face, 
She passed away. On his death-bed a monk 
Told a wild legend, how one autumn eve 
He leant in his confessional alone, 
And a most radiant lady knelt and wept 
Over the one unpardonable sin. 
How for the sake of lasting loveliness 
Her soul was forfeit to the evil power. 
Who tempted her with beauty. Then she said 
It was now mock'd by ceaseless tears, which fell. 
Although in vain ; how she from shrine to shrine 
Had gone in late repentant pilgrimage. 
Her knees were worn with many prayers; but 

sliU 
The presence of the demon haunted her. 
Then rose a spirit of strong prophecy 
Upon that aged monk : he said her crime 
Was fearful, so would be its punishment ; 
That for her sin a curse was on her race. 
Which she would witness : — sorrow, early death, 
Sickness, and guilt would be her children's lot : 
That, still bound by her human sympathy. 
Although debarr'd all human intercourse, 
She now was doom'd to wander o'er the earth, 
A witness of their misery, till not one 
Kemain'd of her descendants ; then the grave 
Would be her restingplace, and she might hope 
That the most vn&tv\\fc xttf^xcj q»^ ^^^ C>\c«9^ 

\ 
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Might sanctify ft sinner's penitence. — 
Bertha, this was your Ancestress. My child, 
Yon portrait is an evil omen here. 

BIRTBA. 

There is another where my heart can turn :— 
Gentlest Madonna, from my early years 
Thou hast been as the mother I have lost, 
In patience and in comfort Leitra, 
I am too sad for more of these dark tales :— • 
Good night ! - 

LIITRA. 

Now blessings rest upon thee, my sweet child ! 
There's not a bead upon my rosary 
That shall not count a prayer for thy dear sake. 



SCENE IIL— 7:^ C(utle ChaptL 
Jaromir. Bxrtha. 

JAROMIR. 

What, Bertha, is it you 1 I little thought 
The shrouding mantle, and the hurried step. 
Which raised my wonder at this midnight hour, 
So cold, so damp were those of mine own love ; 
I little dream'd this dreary chapel held 
So fair a saint 

BXRTHA. 

I pray thee do not speak to me ; I feel 
As if the dead were conscious of our presence ; 
And human tenderness, and human hope. 
Were impious before them. Nay, but hark ! 
I hear a strange low sound, like grief suppress'd, 
Debarred from words, and breaking out in sighs. 

JAROMIR. 

I hear it too ; the wild wind in the pines, 
The mournful music of an autumn eve. 
MHiat brought thee here, to scare thyself with 

thoughts 
That make their own reality 1 

BBRTHA. 

To pray. 
Alas ! for thee too much have I forgot 
My orisons beside my mother's grave : 
Till lately, never did a day go past 
Without some scattered flowers, some holy hymn. 
That kept affection fresh with piety. 
It is a beautiful, a bless'd belief. 
That the beloved dead, grown angels, watch 
The dear ones left behind ; and that my prayers 
Are welcome to my mother's ears, as when 
I knelt a lisping infant at her knee ; 



And that her pure and holy spirit now 
Doth intercede at the eternal throne : 
And thus religion in its love and hope 
Unites us still — the mother and her child ! 

JAROMIR. 

Ah, Bertha mine ! thy childhood was thrio* 
bless'd. 
Thy young mind sanctified, and after life 
Made holy by the memory of the past 
I knew no mother's care to teach my lips 
Those prayers that like good angels keep the heart 
From nncurb'd passions, that lay waste and curse. 
But Bertha, my sweet Bertha ! thou shalt be 
My soul's religion, and my prayers will rise 
Welcome and purified when blent with thine. 
But come, methinks the funeral urn has lent 
Its marble to thy cheek : thy hair is wild ; 
The dew has half unloosed its graceful curL 
The lamps around bum dim in the thick air : 
Come, let me wrap my cloak around thee, love ; 
Thou art too delicate for such a night 
Why didst thou leave thy chamber ! 

BSRTHA. 

My nurse — O Jaromir ! she told to-night 
A history of our house. I could not sleep,— 
The fear of its deep terror, like a ghost. 
So haunted me ; I sought my mother's grave ; 
It seem'd a sanctuary, — O Jaromir ! 
Have you not heard of her — " The Ancestress 1" 

JAROMIR. 

An excellent ghost story. I have led 
A life too stirring for those vague belief 
That superstition builds in solitude : 
But you, my gentle lady of romance. 
Whose youth has passM in an old castle, dark 
With overhanging pines ; whose twilight hours 
Are spent in ancient galleries, where the walls 
Are hung with pictures of grim ancestors ; 
Who art familiar with the plumed knights 
Whose efiigies keep guard in the old hall, 
On whose black panels of the carved oak 
The sunshine falls in Vain ; no wonder thou 
Shouldst yield these marvels such a ready fkith : 
But, though I fiadn would share thy every thought, 
Feel — ^hope— fear — any thing like thee--tt this 
I cannot choose but smile. 

Bertha. 

Nay, Jaromir ! 
Who shall deny the spiritual influence 
Of the unquiet dead t — a mystery 
The hidden, and the terrible. 

jaromir. 

Come, come, 
This shall be argued by the cheeiful fixe. 
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BIRTHA. 

Look there, look there ! My God, it is her face ! 
[T%e Ancestress rises from the tomb, but 
only visible to Bebtba, as Jabomib is 
turned from her. 

JABOMIR. 

What foolish fear is this 1 My Bertha, speak ! 
Good saints ! but she is senseless. 

[Carries htr out. 



SCENE lY.— 7%e Couht and Jaromir. 

GOUHT. 

The legends of our house 1 — PU tell you one. 
There were two brothers who grew up together, 
As if they had one heart ; their tasks, their sports 
Were Glared ; at evening side by side they slept, 
At morning waked together ; when they talk'd 
With all youth's eagerness of future days, 
They imaged but one plan, for neither knew 
Their hopes could be divided. Years pas8*d on. 
And never brought they with them less of change. 
Bnt when the elder came to man's estate, 
There was too markM a difference in their lot : 
The first held wealth and rank, — ihe younger one 
Dependent ; 'tis a bitter word, and most 
When bred together in equality. 
And then the younger brother rashly wed, 
And lovely children crowded at his knee, 
Foredoom'd to the same life that he had led. 
Where pride and poverty contend, and shame 
Grows deeper from suppression. Years pass'd on : 
At length a deadly sickness smote the Count ; 
His brother, with a strange unholy joy. 
Stood by the dying man ; for he was heir 
To that proud castle and its wide domain. 
And post loves were all lost in future hopes. 
Then was a secret told him which destroy'd 
Those golden dreams, — that brother had a child ! 
Death scpfib at worldly vanities, and death 
Avow'd the secret marriage pride conceal'd. 
He died ; and now his lonely orphan's fate 
Was in the new count's hands, and he play'd false : 
The boy was left in poor obscurity. 
The mother*8 claim put down, and fraud and strife 
Grasp'd their inheritance. That unjust lord. 
The curse was on him, — one by one they died, 
The children, for whose sake he sold his soul. 
One only daughter cheer'd his desolate house ! 
And all search for the orphan was in vain, 
Till chance restored him, and her father sought 
To make her his atonement. 

JAROMIR. 

Count, no more ! > 
I know the history, though till now I deem'd 



Myself unknown. It was with bitter thoughts 
And evil hopes I sought this castle first ; 
But love and kindness greeted me ; I saw 
An old man with remorse upon his brow. 

COURT. 

Remorse ! — ^for years it has encompass'd me. 
Darker and darker as its shadow fell 
Nearer the grave : but at your coming, hope 
Enter'd the dungeon of my mind like light 
I knew you by your likeness to your father. 
For years I have not dared to raise my eyes 
Even upon his picture ; but to-night. 
When all the lighted halls are filled with guests, 
By blood or amity link'd to our house. 
You shall be own'd before them as the heir ; 
And I will look my brother in the face. 
And say. Your son is happy, — pardon me. 

And now for the worst penance of my sin,— 
To tell my Bertha of her father's crime. 
Alas ! to think that he who virtue taught. 
Who fill'd her heart with piety and truth. 
Should be the first to show temptation's strength * 
To pro^e that guilt could be within the soul. 
While the false words spoke moral loveliness. 

JAROXIR. 

But, ! there needs not this.— 

COUITT. 

Hush! hush, 
I am impatient as a wearied man 
Eager to lay a weighty burthen down. 
Come to me presently. [Exit, 

JAROXIR. 

I do not feel as I should feel at this. 
Acknowledged heir of a most noble house. 
Beloved and loving, wherefore should the past, 
Which hitherto had seem'd but as a dream. 
Of which I took no heed, — why should the past 
Come darkly up like an o'ertaking storm. 
Whose heaviness weighs down the atmosphere 
Of present hope ? Which shall I curse the most 
My father's pride, my uncle's avarice ? 
But for these, bred according to my birth, 
Familiar but with honourable deeds, . 
My fiery youth allow'd an open field. 
The name of every gallant ancestor 
A bond upon my soul against disgrace. 
My name had been as stainless as my crest 
But, nursed in poverty, my infant ears 
Listening to curses, how must wrongs have 

changed 
A mother's nature, when the first llsp'd words 
Her child's young, lips were taught, were oaths and 

threats 
Of deep revenge ! Brought up to scorn my state, 
Yet shut out from all other, while the blood 
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Of my bold forefathers stirr'd in my veins, 
What have they made me ? Robber — murderer ! 
One of the ready sword and reckless hand, 
Who values blood by gold. Where art thou 

now, 
Spirit of enterprise,' that urged me on— 
Spirit of vengeance, that at midnight rang ^ 

My mother's dying words within my brain, — 
Where are ye nowt Hush'd as the womout 

wave ! 
And in your stead do fear and sorrow come ; 
Till, even as a child that dreads the dark, 
I dread the future. Bertha, thou hast struck. 
As with an angel's hand, my rocky heart. 
And caird forth its pure waters : higher hopes, 
Cientle affections, thankfulness to God, 
And kindliness towards my fellow-men. 
Are gushing in my bosom's stony depths ; 
And all subdued and chasten'd by a sense 
Of my unworthiness. No more I hold 
A blind and terrible fatality 
Is paramount upon this weaiy life — 
This gulf of troubled billows — where the sou], 
Like a vex'd bark, is toss'd upon the waves 
Of pain and pleasure by the warring breath 
Of passions, which are winds that bear it on, 
And only to destruction. Never more 
Shall I speak recklessly of death ; or shun 
A quiet thought or solitaiy hour ; 
Or drown that consciousness, our moral life, 
In the red wine cup : now my better heart 
Luxuriates in repose ; I can pass days 
Stretch'd in the shade of those old cedar trees, 
Watching the sunshine like a blessing fall, — 
The breeze like music wandering o'er the boughs, — 
Each tree a natural harp, — each different leaf 
A different note, blent in one vast thanksgiving. 
[In leaning from the casement he catches 
a sigJU of Bertha. 
I see her now. How more than beautiful 
She paces yon broad terrace ! — The free wind 
Has lifted the soft curls from off her cheek, 
Which yet it crimsons not, — the pure, the pale, — 
Like a young saint How delicately carved 
The Grecian outline of her face ! — but touch'd 
With a more spiritual beauty, and more meek. 
Her large blue eyes are raised up to the heavens. 
Whose hues they wear, and seem to grow more 

clear 
As the heart fills them. There, those parted 

lips,— 
Prayer could but give such voiceless eloquence, — 
Shining like snow her clasp'd and earnest hands, 
She seems a dedicated nun, whose heart 
Is God's own altar. By her side I feel 
As in some holy place. My best love, mine, 
lilessings must fall on one like thee ! 



SCENE v.— Behtha in her Room, 

BIRTUA. 

The sound of festival is in my ear. 
Haunting it with faint music ; the red lights 
Shine fitfully reflected in the lake. 
Where I have never seen aught but the moon 
Mirror'd before, or the bright quiet stars. 
A weight is on the air, for every breeze 
Has, birdlike, folded up its wings for sleep. 
It is like mockery of the silent night 
To choose her hours for merriment ; but thus 
We struggle with all natural laws, and make 
Our life a strange disorder. Yet how sweet 
Comes up the distant music ! — though 'tis sad. 
A few brief moments, and those notes will be 
But echoes to the dancers' joyous steps. 
Why should they rouse in me such moumfiil 

thoughts ? 
Recalling snatches of familiar songs, 
I've sung to those sweet airs, all sorrowliil. 
I see the youthful warrior with his head 
Pillow'd upon his shield, but not for sleep ; 
The maiden with her face upon her hands 
Bow'd in its last despair. What are the words 1 

[Sings a few words in a low tone to herself. 

And fitfully the embers raised 

A faint and passing fiamo ; 
They iniss'd her from her father's hearth, 

But call'd not on her name. 

They knew tliat she was weeping 
For the loved and for the dead ; 

In silence and in solitude. 

Must such heavy tears be shed ? 

And can these notes, so long associate 

With love and sorrow, thus be tum'd to mirth. 

And we shall dance to what brought tears before ? 

[Leaning from the casement. 
How beautiful it is ! though on the air 
There is the stillness of a coming storm. 
And on the sky its darkness. On the West, 
Like a rebellious multitude, the clouds 
Are gather'd in huge masses ; but the Moon, 
Like a young queen, unconscious, brightens still 
A little clear blue space ; though rapidly 
Her comrades, the sweet stars, sink one by one, 
Lost in the spreading vapours. -Yet the lake 
Has not a shadow. Well may the young Moon 
Forget her danger, gazing on the face 
Its silver water's mirror : — all beyond 
Is like the grave's obscurity ; more near 
All is most tranquil beauty and repose. 
The garden flowers are paler than by day, 
And sweeter. What an altar of perfume 
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Is the musk-rose, beneath my casement twined ! 

Dippmg its golden tresses in the lake, 

Leans the laburnum, and beneath its shade 

Sleep my two swans, as white, as still as snow. 

— ^The wind is rising, and a yellow haze, 

Like a volcano's smoke, makes heaven less dark 

To be more fearfiiL I can now discern 

Our ancient avenue of cedar trees,— 

How black they look, and with what heavy 

strength 
The giant branches move ! — the weary air 
Like a deep breath comes from them. — Ah, how 

dark! 
It is the first cloud that has touch'd the moon: — 
Her loveliness has conquered, — O, not yet !-t- 
One huge cloud, and ano^er. I could deem 
The evil powers did war on high to-night 
And are there such that o'er humanity 
Hold influence, — the terrible, the wild, — 
Inscrutable as fear, — the ministers 
To our unholy passions 1 These are they 
Who dazzle with unrighteous wealth, and make 
Our sleep temptation ; they who fill its dreams 
With passionate strife and guilt, until the mind 
Is gprown familiar with the sight of blood. 
I do believe in them : — by those strange crimes 
Man's natural heart would shrink from, — by the 

fear 
That comes with midnight, — by that awful face, 
Which, though they say it was a fantasy, 
I know I saw, — I do believe in them. 

Enter Jakoxie. 

JAROMIB. 

O Bertha, yon are beautiful to-night ! 
My fiury Princess, with your golden hair 
Loosed from the braids which almost hid its wealth. 
Descending in a sunny shower of curls. 
And lighted up with diamonds ; and your waist, 
That rainbow girdle of all precious stones, — 
How well it suits its slender gracefulness I 
Our halls are fill'd with guests. There, take one 

glance 
At yonder mirror ; and now let me lead 
My tovely cousin to the festal rooms. 
Come, Bertha. 



SCENE YL-^A HaJlJOkdwith Guests. 
The CouKT, JiRoxiR, and Bxrtbi. 

riBST LADT. 

This is delightful. Why the grim old hall 
Is fill'd with torches ; every shining shield 



And gilded helm reflects the light : the crowd 
Of our gay nobles have not lefi a gem 
Within their ancient coflers. 

SECOBD LADT. 

Yet methinks 
There is a shadow on this gayety, 
Flung from departed years; yon empty helm, 
The last memorial of some mighty chief^ 
Now even as the dust upon his plume ; 
Those ghastly portraits bringing back the dead. 
I cannot bear to look upon a face 
Warm with the hues of life, from which long 

since 
All likeness to the human form has pass'd. 

TIRST LADT. 

This is too fanciful :— come, join the dance. 

riRST HOBLSM AK. 

A gallant cavalier this new-found count : 
He'll wear his honours gayly. 

BXCOBD KOBLSMAB. 

Such excess 
Of mirth's exuberance visits not for good. 
An evil fate is written on his brow ; 
The dark, the ominous, — ^his very joy 
Is like a desperate man's : — ^I like it not. 
He is not one over whose head the curse 
Will pass away that hangs upon his house. 

riBST BOBLXMAK. 

Yonder is Bertha ; but how very pale ! — 
More like a nun on whom the moonlight fiillf 
In some lone cell, than a betroth'd bride. 
My gentle Bertha, have you not a smile 
For an old fiiend to-night 1 

BXBTHA. 

My very kindest, if you did but know 
The happiness of one familiar fiice. 
Let us rest here awhile, the open air 
Is 80 refreshing in its natural sweetness. 
My head is dizzy with excess of light 
Let us but join with looks the festival 
Awhile from this alcove. 

riBST KOBLBXAB. 

How miserlike 
The wealth of spring is heap'd ! Say, are not 

these 
Among your favourite flowers t 

BXRTHi. 

Blue hyacinths ! 
O, do not show them mc ; they fill my eyo 
With tears too soft for such a scene is this. 
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FIRST KOBLSXAH^. 

Is happiness so wholly past from thee, 
That its remembrance is tum'd into pain ? 
Or is thy heart, thy woman's heart, so caught 
By this gay revel, that a serious thought 
Is counted as a pleasure lost 1 

BBRTHA. 

Ono! 

But now thy words give utterance to mine, 
Which else might seem so grave. Fve lived too 

long 
In the deep quiet of our ancient halls ; 
Have dwelt too much in solitude, whose fence 
Was broken but by old beloved friends, 
To bear this revelry of festival, 
And not feel too oppressed for happiness. 
I am spectator, not partaker, here. 
To me it seems more like a pageant made 
To represent mirth, than the mirth itself. 
I have known many that did act a joy 
In which they had no part At first I gazed 
In wonder and delight on lips that wore 
A smile as if by custom, and on eyes 
Which seem*d but made to look bland courtesy. 
This did not last I saw the cheek grow red 
With ill-dissembled anger, at some slight ; 
The eye flash sudden fire, and the harsh lip 
Curve into scorn : then all grow calm again,—- 
Is it not like those lands, where, I have read. 
Beneath an outward show of fairest flowers 
The soil has veins of subterranean flame, 
Whose fiery sparkles start to sudden life 
When we least dream of them. I'd rather breathe 
One moment's breath of morning on the hills, 
Than all the Indian woods that ever burnt 
On silver censers ; and would rather see 
One leaf fall from the bough which misses not 
Its loss, thon look upon the purple sweep 
Of these rich ^pestries. 

Ah, 'tis his voice ! 

Jaroxib in the distance. 

Health and long happiness, my friends. 

Bertha, coming forward. 
Who are those strangers ? They are arm*d ; 

and see 
How rudely do they force their way ! 

Officbrs ruBh up the roomt and surround 
Jaboxir, exclaimingf 
Our prisoner I 

FIRST OFFICER. 

Count Herman, we are sorry thus to break 
Upon your gayety. 

COFITT BSRXAir. 

Off, off! your prfeoner is my nearest kin 
The noble heir of theee insulted halls. 



FIRST OFFICER. 

But not the less the robber Udolph, too. 

JAROXIR. . 

Discover'd, baffled — ^well, I can but die. 
I will not shame a name at which so oft 
The brave have trembled. I am Udolph : come 
I do defy you : one and all come on. 
Is there no rescue in my father's house 

[Some of the young cavaliers come forward ; 
they fight; when Bertua flings herself 
before Jaroxir, who is mortally wounded 
and receives another blow destined for him. 



BERTHA. 



My father !— 



[Dies. 



JAROMIR. 

There, take my sword ; I cannot see her &ce. 
0, for one hour of life but to revenge ! 

COUITT HERXAir. 

I see her : — 'tis the Ancestress ! 

[The Ancestress glides across the stage 
beckoning the Couwt. 

COUNT. 

The last and the accursed of my house, 
Will no one let me touch his hand 1 

Enter Servants. 

The castle is on fire ! — a lightning flash 
Has set the eastern turrets in a blaze. 
Fly for your lives ! 

SECOND NOBLEMAir. 

We must take hence this miserable man, 

FIBST HOBLEXAN. 

He's dead ! 
[The flames hurst into the room, and they fly. 

The Ancestress is seen to kneel by the dead, 
with her hands raised to heaven, till thefallifig 
ruins of the castle hide the whole. 



NOTE. 

The hint of « The Ancestress" is taken from a 
German play by Grillparzer, called " The Ahnfrau." 
The following is the account of it, contained in 
Blackwood's Magazine, for September, 1825 : — 
" The guilt of the Ahnfrau having introduced a 
spurious heir into the noble family of Borotin, she 
cannot rest in her grave until her crime is ex« 
piated, and its consequences remedied, by the 
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extinction of the intnuive line. This is finally 
efiected in the play through a series of horrible 
calamities. The son of the count having been 
stolen in his infancy by a robber, is brought up in 
his supposed father's profession ; falls in love, as 
unwittingly as CEdipus, with his sLster ; kills his 
father in a scuffle with the Bow-street officers of 
Poland ; and finally dies in the embrace of his 
ghostly Ahnfrau, whom he mistake^ for Bertha. 
The old lady, when her penance is completed, by 
the disasters of her descendants, which, with truly 
disinterested maternal love, she had vainly endear 



voured to prevent, ends her tragedy by going 
quietly home into her hitherto untenanted monu- 
ment" 

I have taken very considerable liberties with the 
original plot; first, in making the guilt of the 
Ancestress supernatural, as believing such most 
likely to incur supernatural punishment ; secondly, 
in making Jaromir cousin instead of brother, and 
thus avoiding the most revolting of crimes ; and, 
thirdly, in awarding something of the character of 
poetical justice, as it is the count's own oflenco 
which brings down the punishment 
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No.L 

HO, sweet lady, not to thee 
That set and chilling tone, 

By which the feelings on themselves 

So utterly are thrown : 
For mine has sprung upon my lips. 

Impatient to express 
The haunting charm of thy sweet voice 

And gentlest loveliness. 
A very fairy queen thou art. 
Whose only spells are on the heart 

The garden it has many a flower, 

But only one for thee — 
The early graced of Grecian song, 

The fragrant myrtle tree ; 
For it doth speak of happy love, 

The delicate, the true. 
If its pearl buds are fair like thee. 

They seem as fragile too ; 
Likeness, not omens, for love's power 
Will watch his own most precious flower. 

Thou art not of that wilder race 

Upon the mountain side. 
Able like the summer sun 

And winter blasts to bide : 
But thou art of that gentler growth. 

Which asks some loving eye, 
To keep it in sweet guardianship. 

Or it must droop and die ; 
Requiring equal love and care, 
Even more delicate than fair. 

1 cannot paint to thee the charm 

Which thou hast wrought on me ; 
Thy laugh, so like the wild bird's song 
In the first bloom-touch'd tree. 



You spoke of lovely Italy, 
And of its thousand flowers ; 

Your lips had caught the music breath 
Amid its summer bow'rs. 

And can it be a form like thine 

Has braved the stormy Appenine 1 

Fm standing now with one white rose 

Where silver watere glide : 
Fve flung that white rose on the stream,- 

How light it breasts the tide ! 
The clear waves seem as if they love 

So beautiful a thing ; 
And fondly to the scented leaves 

The laughing sunbeams ding. 
A summer voyage — fairy freight ;— 
And such, sweet lady, be thy fate ! 

No. n. 

Ah ! little do those features wear 
The shade of grief, the soil of care ; 
The hair is parted o'er a brow 
Open and white as mountain snow. 
And thence descends in many a ring. 
With sun and summer glistening. 
Yet something on that brow has wrought 
A moment's cast of passing thought ; 
Musing of gentle dreams, like those 
Which tint the slumbers of the rose : 
Not love, — love is not yet with thee, — 
But just a glimpse what love may be : 
A memory of some last night's sigh, 
When flitting blush and drooping eye 
Answer'd some youthful cavalier. 
Whose words sank pleasant on thine eai« 
To stir, but not to fill the heart ; — 
Dreaming of such, fair girl, thou art— 

Thou blessed season of our spring, 
When hopes are angels on the win^ ; 
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Bound upwards to their heavenly shore, 

Alas ! to visit earth no more. 

Then step and laugh alike are light, 

When, like a summer morning bright, 

Our spirits in their mirth are such. 

As turn to gold whatever they touch. 

The past ! 'tis nothing, — childhood's day 

Has roU'd too recently away. 

For youth to shed those mournful tears 

That fill the eye in older years. 

When care looks back on that bright leaf 

Of ready smiles and shortlived grief. 

The future ! — ^*tis the promised land ; 

To which hope points with prophet hand, 

Telling us fairy tales of flowers 

That only change for fruit — and ours. 

Though false, though fleeting, and though vain. 

Thou blessed time I say again. — 

Glad being, with thy downcast eyes, 
And visionary look that Ues 
Beneath their shadow, thou shalt share 
A world, where all my treasures are — 
My lute's sweet empire, fill'd with all 
That will obey my spirit's call ; 
A world lit up by fancy's sun ! 
Ah ! little like our actual one. 

No. m. 

His hand is on the snowy sail^ 

His step is on the prow. 
And back the cold night-winds have flung 

^he dark curls from his brow ; 
That brow to which his native heaven 
A something of itself has givezL 

But all too mix'd with earthly stain. 

The nameless shadowy care. 
Which tells, that though Heaven gave it birth. 

Its home has not been there ; 
And here, the earth and heaven seem blent 
In one discordant element 

It wears our nature's nobler part ; 

That spirit which doth spurn 
The weary bondage of our world. 

And show what man can earn ; 
Where, led by honourable pride, 
Hero and sage are deified :— 

7 hose high imaginings which make 

The glory which they hope ; 
Fine-wrought aspirings, lofly aims. 

Which have in youth such scope ; 
Like tides which, haunted by the moon 
Rise but, alas ! to fall too soon. 

Tain are these dreams, and vain these hopes ; 
And yet 'tis these give birth. 



To each high purpose, generous deed, 

That sanctifies our earth. 
He who hath highest aim in view. 
Must dream at first what he will do. 

Upon that youthful brow are traced 

High impulses like these ; 
But all too purposeless, like gales 

That wander o'er the seas ; 
Not winds that bear the vessel on', 
Fix'd to one point, and only one. 

And meaner workings have deform'd 

His natiural noble mind ; 
Those wretched aims which Waste the ore 

For happier use design'd. 
And petty wishes, idle praise. 
Destroy the hopes of better days. 

And hath no earlier vision taught 

A more exalted creed 1 
Alas ! that such a mind should waste 

Its powers away, to feed 
That wretched vanity which clings 
To life's debasing, paltry tilings. 

The worthlessness of common praise, 

The dry rot of the mind. 
By which its temple secretly 

But fast is undermined. 
Alas ! the praise given to the ear 
Ne'er was nor e'er can be sincere^- 

And does but waste away the mind 

On which it preys : — in vain 
Would they in whom its poison lurks 

A worthier state attain. 
Indifierence proud, immortal aim. 
Had, aye, the demigods of fiime. 

» 

The dew of night falls cold around. 

Yet can it not allay 
The fever burning on thy cheek. 

That eats thy life away : 
For thou dost know thy birthright sold 
For even less than his of old. 

Thou know'st what thou hast power to be. 
Thou know'st, too, what thou art ; 

And heavily does discontent 
Sit rankling at thy heart ; 

And thou dost mask thy grief the while 

With scornful sneer, and bitter smile. 

But yet thou art too indolent 
Frem such weak bonds to firee 

Thy better self, and urge thy strength 
To be what thou might'st be ; 
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Then dost repent the past, and blame. 
And yet thy future is tlie «ame. 

Ay, leave thy rudder to the wave 

Thy sail upon the wind, 
Leave them to chance, and they wiU be 

Fit likeness of thy iiiincl : 
Unguided sail, unmaster'd prow, 
Are only emblems ; — What art thou 1 

No. IV. 

His brow is pale with high and passioBate 
thoughts, 
That come from heaven like lightning, and consume, 
£*en while they brighten: youth hath lost its 

hopes: 
Those sweet and wandering birds, that make its 

spring 
So happy with their music, — these are gone ; 
All scared by one, a vulture, that doth feed 
Upon the lifeblood of the throbbing hearts 
The hope of immortality ! — that hope, 
AVhose altar is the grave, whose sacrifice 
Is life— bright, beautiful, and breathing life. 

He stands amid the revellers with a joy, 
A scarcely conscious joy, in their delight ; 
In it he has no part, — he stands alone ; 
But the deep music haunts his dreaming ear, — 
But the fair forms flit o'er his dreaming eye,-~ 
And exquisite illusions fill his soul 
"With loveliness to pour in future song. 

He leant beside a casement, and the moon 
Shed her own stillness o'er the hectic cheek 
Whereon the fevpr of the mind had fed ; 
His eyes have tum'd towards th' eternal stars, 
Drinking the light into their shadowy depths, 
Almost Qs glorious and as spiritual. 
The night-wind touched his forehead, with it ran 
A faint slight shudder through his wasted frame, — 
Alas ! how little can bring down our thoughts 
From their most lof\y communings with heaven, 
To poor mortality — that passing chill 
Recaird those bitter feelings that attend 
Career half followed, and the goal unwon : 
He thought upon his few and unknown years. 
How much his power, how little it had done ; 
And then again the pale lip was compressM 
With high resolve, the dark eye fiash'd with hope 
To snatch a laurel from the g^asp of death, 
For the green memory of an early grave. 

No. V. 

Tbt beauty ! not a fault is there ; 

No queen of Grecian line 
E'er braided more luxuriant hair 

O'er forehead more divine. 

The light of midnight's starry heaven 
Is in those radiant eyes ; 
(17) 



The rose's crimson life has given 
That check its morning dyes. 

Thy voice is sweet, as if it took 

Its music from thy face ; 
And word and mien, and step and look. 

Are perfect in their grace. 

And yet I love thee not : thy brow 

Is but the sculptor's mould : 
It wants a shade, it wants a glow,— 

It is less feir than cold. 

Where are thy blushes, where thy tears ! 

Thy cheek has but one rose : 
No eloquence of hopes and fears 

Disturbs its bright repose. 

Thy large dark eyes grow not more dark 

With tears that swell unshed : 
Alas I thy heart is as the ark 

That floated o'er the dead. 

Hope, feeling, fancy, fear and love 

Are in one ruin hurl'd ; 
Fate's dreary waters roll above 

Thy young and other world. 

And thou hast lived o'er scenes like these. 

The terrible, the past, 
Where hearts must either break or fieeze,— 

And thine has done the last 

Thou movest amid the heartless throng 
With school'd and alter'd brow : 

Thy fece has worn its mask so long. 
It is its likeness now. 

Where is the colour that once flush'd 

With every eager word 1 
Where the sweet joyous laugh, that gush'd 

Like spring songs from the bird 1 

Where are the tears a word once brought-^ 

The heart's sweet social rain T 
Where are the smiles that only sought 

To see themselves again ? 

I knew thee in thine earlier hours, 

A very summer queen 
For some young poet's dream : — those flow*!* 

Are just what thou hast been. — 

Wild flow'rs, all touch'd with rainbow hueiy 

Bom in a morning sky, 
Lighted with sunshine, fill'd with dews, 

Made for a smile and sigh. 
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But now I look upon thy fiice, 
A very pictured show, 

Betraying not the slightest trace 
Of what may work below. 



Farewell, affection ! — selfish, changed, 

Thine it no more may be : 
From love thou hast thyself estranged,— 

It could not dwell with thee. 

No. VI. 

The light is kindling in his eye, 

The colour on his cheek ; 
And thoughts, the passionate, the deep, 

Their charmed silence break ; 

Yet not to pour themselves in song, 

But in those burning words 
That come when such chance touch has waked 

The spirit's secret chords. 

How eloquent, how beautiful 

Like morning in the north 
Melting away the dreary ice, 

His noble mind came forth ! 



He stood the centre of the ring, 

Awakening in each breast 
Feelings and thoughts, forgotten, though 

Their noblest and their best 

'Twas but a moment while they own'd 

The youthful poet's sway ; 
A beacon light upon the hill, 

To warn and die away. 

Again his downcast eye was dim. 

Again his cheek was pale ; 
Again around his beating heart 

Closed its accustomed veiL 

A moment's pause, a momeht's praise. 
Sufficed to change the scene ; 

And careless word and careless laugh 
Arose where mind had been. 

So flings the lamp upon the wind 
Its bright and dying flame : — 

I thought, alas, the waste of life. 
The vanity of fame ! 
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Chance notes struck from the lute— fancies and thoughts^ 
Shadows that haunt the poet's fairy land. 

Love's words are writ on roseleaves, but with tears. 

These am the dreams that light my solitude : 

Warrior thoughts— had I been a young knight, 

And curb'd a gallant steed, and worn aswonl,— 

Heaven knows I often wish it !— sadness, signs 

I fancy many a cheek betrays of love ; 

Records of beauty, that has seem'd to me 

A thing for worship ; thoughts that sprung from flowers ; 

Feelings on which to meditate is all 

Woman's philosophy ; sorrows that flung 

Darkness upon my heart ; unkindness, wrong, 

Gentle affection too ; all that hath made 

My minstrel annals, are upon these leaves. 



THE NEGLECTED ONE. 

Asm there is silence in that lonely hall, 
8ave where the waters of the fountain fall, 
And the wind's distant munnuring, which takes 
Sweet messages fVom every bud it wakes. 
'Tis more than midnight ; all the lamps are gOBe, 
Their fragrant oils exhausted, — all but one, 
A little silver lamp beside a scroll. 
Where a young maiden leant, and pour'd her soul. 
In those last words, the bitter and the brieC 
Mow can they aay confiding is relief! 



Light are the woes that to the eyelids spring, 
Subdued and softenM by the tears they bring ; 
But there are some too long, too well concealed. 
Too deeply felt, — that are but once reveal'd : 
Like the withdrawing of the mortal dart. 
And then the lifeblood follows from the heart ; 
Sorrow, before unspoken by a sigh. 
But which, once spoken, only hath to die^ — 

Young, very young, the lady was, who now 
BowM on her slender hand her weary brow : 
Not beautiful, save when the eager thought ^ 
In the soft eyes a sudden beauty wrought : 
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Not besQtifbl, saTe when the check's warm bluah 

Grew eloquent with momentary flush 

Of feeling, that made beauty, not to last, 

And acarcely caught, so quickly is it past 

-—Alas ! she knew it well ; too early thrown 

Mid a cold world, the unloved and the lone. 

With no near kindred ties on whom could dwell 

Love that so sought to be beloved as welL 

Too sensitive for flattery, and too kind 

To bear the loneliness by fate assign'd, 

Her life had been a struggle : long she strore 

To fix on things inanimate her love ; 

On pity, kindness, music, gentle lore. 

All that romance could yield of fairy store. 

In Tain ! she loved : — she loved, and from that 

hour 
Gone were the quiet loves of bird or flower ; 
The unread book dropped listless on her knee, 
The untouched lute hung on the bending tree, 
Whose unwreath'd boughs no more a pleasant 

shade 
For the lone dreamings of her twilight made. 
— Well might she love him : every eye was tum'd 
On that young knight, and bright cheeks brighter 

burned. 
Save one, that grew the paler for his sake : 
Alas ! for her, whose heart but beat to break ; 
Who knew too well, not hers the lip or eye 
For which the youthful lover swears to die. 
How deep, how merciless, the love rcprest, 
That robs the silent midnight of its rest ; 
That sees in gathered crowds but one alone ; 
That hears in mingled footsteps only one ; 
That turns the poet's page, to only find 
Some mournful image for itself designed ; 
That seeks in music, but the plaining tone 
Which secret sorrow whispers is its own I 
Alas for the young heart, when love is there. 
Its comrade and its confidant, despair ! 

How often leant in some unnoticed spot, 
Her Tcry bebig by the throng forgot. 
Shrank bcuJc to shun the glad lamp's mocking ray, 
Pass'd D>9*iy a dark and weary hour away, 
WatcLh^ the young, the beautifiil, the bright, 
8eeD>!ng more lovely in that lonely light ; 
And as each fair face glided through the dance, 
Stealing at some near mirror one swift glance, 
Then, starting at the contrast, seek bet room. 
To weep, at least, in solitude and gloom I 
And he, her stately idol, be, with eye 
Dark as the eagle's in a summer sky. 
And darker curls, amid whose raven shade 
The very wild wind amorously delay'd. 
With that bright smile, which makes all others 

dim. 
So proud, so sweet, — what part had she in him 1 
And yet she loved him : who may say, be still, 
To the fond heart that beats not at our will 1 



'Twas too much wretchedness : — the convent 

cell. 
There might the maiden with her misery dwelL 
And that, to-morrow was her chosen doom : 
There might her hopes, her feelings, find a tomb. 
Her feelings ! — no : pray, struggle, weep, con- 
demn, — 
Her feelings, — there was but one grave for tliem. 
'Twas her last night, and she had look'd her last. 
And she mu^live henceforward in the past 
She linger'd in the hall, — he had been there ; 
Her pale lips grew yet paler with the prayer 
That only ask'd his happiness. She took 
A blank leaf from an old emblazon'd book, 
Which told love's chronicles ; a faint hope 

stole, — 
A sweet light o'er the darkness of her soul — 
Might she not leave remembrance, like the 

wreath. 
Whose dying flowers their scents on twilight 

breathe; 
Just one faint tone of music, low and clear. 
Coming when other songs have left the ear 1 
Might she not tell him how she loved, and pray 
A mournful memory for some distant day ? 
She took the scroll: — what! bare perhaps to 

scorn 
The timid sorrow she so long had borne ! 
Silent as death, she hid her face, for shame 
In rushing crimson to her forehead came ; 
Through the small fingers fell the bitter rain, 
And tremblingly she closed the leaves again. 
— The hall is lit with rose, that morning hour, 
Whose lights are colour'd by each opening 

flower : 
A sweet bird by the casement sat and sang 
A song so glad, that like a laugh it rang. 
While its wings shook the jessamine, till 

bloom 
Floated like incense round that joyous room. 
— They found the maiden: still her £ice 

bow'd. 
As with some shame that might not be aTow'd ; 
They raised the long hair which her £ice ooi^- 

ceal'd,— 
And she is dead, — ^her secret unreveal'd. 



the 



A NIGHT IN MAY. 



A night not sacred to Spring's opening leavM, 
But one of crowded festival. 



Light and glad through the rooms ibe gtf 
music is waking, ^ 

Where the young and the lovely are gtthei'^ 
to-night ; 
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^nd the soft cloudless lamps, with their lustre, are 
making 
A midnight hour only than morning less bright 

There are vases, — the flowers withm them are 
breathing 
Sighs almost as sweet as the lips that are near ; 
Light feet are glancing, white arms are wreath- 
ing,— 
O temple of pleasure ! thou surely art here. 

I gazed on the scene ; 'twas the dream of a minute ; 

But it seem'd^o me even as (airy land fair : 
Twas the cupV bright inside ; and on glancing 
witratTit, 
What but the dregs and the darkness were 
there t 

— False wave of the desert, thou art less begruiling 

Than false beauty over the lighted hall shed : 
What but the smiles that have practised their 
smiling. 
Or honey words measured, and leckon'd as 
saidi 

O, heart of mine ! turn from the revellers before 
thee ; 
What part hast thou in them, or have they in 
thee? 
What was the feeling that too soon came o'er 
theel — 
Weariness ever that feeling must be. 

Praise— flattery^-opiates the meanest, yet sweetest, 
Are ye the fame that my spirit hath dream'd ? 

Lute, when in such scenes, if homage thou meetest, 
Say, if like glory such vanity seem'd ? 

O for some island far off in the ocean, 
Where never a footstep has press'd but mine 
own: 
With one h6pe, one feeling, one utter devotion 
To my gift of song, once more, the lovely, the 
lone! 

My heart is too much in the things which pro&iie 

it; 
The cold, and the worldly, why am I like them ? 
Vanity ! with my lute chords I must chain it, 
Nor thus let it sully the minstrel's best gem. 

It rises Defore me, that island, where blooming. 
The flowers in their thousands are comrades for 
roe; 
And where if one perish, so sweet its entombing. 
The welcome it seems of fresh leaves to the tree. 

m wander among them when morning is weeping 
J^er earlieat tears, if such pearls can be tears ; 



When the birds and the roses together are sleep- 
ing, 
Till the mist of the daybreak, like hope fulfill'd, 
clears. 

Grove of dark cypress, when noontide is flinging 
Its radiance of light, thou shalt then be my 
shrine ; 

I'll listen the song which the wild dove is singing, 
And catch from its sweetness a lesson for mine. 

And when the red sunset at even is dying, 

I'll watch the last blush as it fades on the wave ; 
While the wind, through the shells in its low 

music sighing. 
Will seem like the anthem pearl'd over its grave. 

And when the bright stars which I worship are 
beaming. 
And writing in beauty and fate on the sky. 
Then, mine own lute, be the hour of thy dreaming, 
And the night-flowers will open and echo thy 
sigh. 

Alas ! but my dream has like bleep's visions 

vanish 'd ; 
. The hall and the crowd are before me again : 
Sternly my sweet thoughts like fairies are banish'd ; 
Nay, the faith which believed in them now 
seems but vain. 

I left the gay circle : — if I found it dreary, 

Were all others there, then, the thoughtless and 
glad? 
Methinks that &ir cheek in its paleness look'd 
weary, 
Methinks that dark eye in its drooping was sad. 

— ^I went to my chamber, — ^I sought to be lonely,— 
I leant by the casement to catch the sweet air ; 

The thick tears fell blinding; and am I then only 
Sad, weary, although without actual care ? 

The heart hath its mystery, and who may reveal it ; 

Or who ever read in the depths of their own 1— 
How much, we never may speak of, yet feel it, 

But, even in feeling it, know it unknown ! 

Sky of wild beauty, in those distant ages 

Of which time hath left scarce a wreck or 
name. 
Say were thy secrets laid bare to the sages. 

Who held that the stars were life's annalf of 
flame? 

Spirit, that ruleth man's life to its ending, 

Chance, Fortune, Fate, answer my summoning 
now; 
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ing,— 
Fair moon, the dark clouds hide thy silveiy 
brow. 
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Let these bring thy answer, and tell me if sadness 

Forever man's penance and portion must be ; 
Doth the morning come forth from a birthplace of 
gladness 1 
Is there peace, is there rest, in thine empire or 
thee^ 

Spirit of fate, firom yon troubled west leaning, 
As its meteor-piled rack were thy home and thy 
shrine. 
Grief is our knowledge, 'twill teach me thy mean- 
ing, 
AlQkongfarthou but speak'st it in silence and sign. 

I mark*d a soft arch sweep its way over heaven ; 
It spann'd as it ruled the fierce storm which it 
bound: 
The moonshine, the shower, to its influence seemM 
given. 
And the black clouds grew bright in the beauti- 
ful round. 

I look'd out again, but few hues were remaining 
On the side nearest earth ; while I gazed, they 
were past: 
As a steed for a time with its curb proudly strain- 
ing. 
Then freed in its strength, came the tempest at 
last 

And this was the sign of thy answer, dark spirit ! 

Alas ! and such ever our pathway appears ; 
Tempest and change still our earth must inherit, — 

Its glory a shade, and its loveliness tears. 



WARNING. 

Pbit thee, maiden, hear him not ! 
Take thou warning by my lot ; 
Read my scroll, afeid mark thou all 
I can tell thee of thy thralL 
Thou hast ownM that youthfid breast 
Treasures its most dangerous guest ; 
Thou hast own*d that Love is there : 
Though now features he may wear, 
Such as would a saint deceive, 
Win a skeptic to believe, 
Only for a time that brow, 
Will seem what *tis seeming now. 



I have said, heart, be content ! 
For Love's power o'er thee is spent 
That I love not now, O true ! — 
I have bade such dream's adieu : 
Therefore dcemcBt thou my heart 
Saw them tranquilly depart ; 
That they past, nor left behind 
Wreck and ruin in my mind. 
Thou art in the summer hour 
Of first passion's early power ; 
I am in the autumn day. 
Of its darkness, and decay. 
— Seems thine idol now to thee 
Even as a divinity 1 
Such the feith that I too held ; 
Not the less am I compell'^d 
All my heartpcreed to gainsay, 
Own my idol gilded clay. 
And yet pine to dream again 
What I know is worse than vain. 
Ay, I did love, and how well, 
Let thine own fond weakness tell : 
Still upon the soften'd mood 
Of my twilight solitude. 
Still upon my midnight tear, 
Rises image all too dear ; 
Dark and stany eyes, whose light 
Make the glory of the night ; 
Brow like ocean's morning foam. 
For each noble thought a home. 
Well such temple's fair outline 
Seem'd the spirit's fitting shrine. 
— Is he hero, who hath won 
Fields we shrink to think uponi 
Patriot, on whose gifted tongue 
Senates in their wonder hung 7 
Sage, before whose gifted eyes 
Nature spreads her mysti ries ? 
Bard, to whose charm'd lute is given 
All that earth can breathe of heaven I-* 
Seems thy lover these to thee 1 
Even more mine seem'd to me. 
Now, my f jnd belief is past ; 
Strange, methinks, if thine should last. 
** Be content, thou lovest not now :" 
Free, thou sayest, — dream'st thou how 1 
Loathing wouldst thou shun dismay'd 
Freedom by such ransom paid. 
^-Girl, for thee I'll lay aside 
Veil of smiles and mask of pride; 
Shrouds that only ask of Fate 
Not to seem so desolate. 
— I am young, — but age's snow 
Hides not colder depths below ; 
I am gay, — but s»wh a light 
Shines upon the grave by nignt. 
—Yet mine is a common tale ; 
Hearts aoon cVsAn^gs^^ «sv\N^^%^^5ift%^ 

ta 
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Each one blamed the other*8 deed. 
Yet both felt they were agreed ; 
Ne*er again might either prove 
Those sweet fallacies of love. 
— Still for what so vain I hold 
Is my wasted heart grown cold. 
Can hopes be again believed, 
When their sweetest have deceived 1 
Can affection's chain be trusted, 
When its dearest links have rusted 1 
Can life's dreams again be cherished. 
When its dearest ones have perished 1 
I know Love will not endure ;— « 
Nothing now to me seems sure. 
— Maiden, by the thousand tears 
Lava floods on my first years ; 
By the nights, when burning pain^ 
Fed upon my heart and brain ; 
By the wretched days now past, 
By the weary days to last ; 
Be thou wam'd, for still the same 
Is Love, beneath whatever name. 
Keep thy fond ^th like a thing 
Where Time never change may brings 
Vow thee to thy idol's shrine, — 
Then, maiden ! read thy fate in mine. 



THE NAMELESS GRAVE. 

A HAXBLS88 grave, — there is no stone 

To sanctify the dead : 
0*er it the willow droops alone, 

With only wild flowers spread. 

** O, there u nought to interest here, 

No record of a name, 
A trumpet call upon the ear, 

High on the roll of fame. 

** I wiU not pause beside a tomb 

Where nothing calls to mind 
Aught that can brighten mortal gloom, 

Or elevate mankind ; — 

*' No glorious memory to efiaoe 

The stay of meaner clay ; 
No intellect whose heavenly trace 

Redeem'd our earth : — away !** 

Ah, these are thoughts that well may rise 

On youth's ambitious pride ; 
But I will sit and moralize 

This lowly stone beside. 

Here thousands might have slept, whose name 

Had been to thee a spell. 
To light thy flashing eyes with flame,— 

To bid thy young heart swelL 



Here might have been a warrior's rest^ 
Some chief who bravely bled. 

With waving banner, sculptured crest. 
And laurel on his head. 

That laurel must have had its blood. 
That blood have caused its tear,— 

Look on the lovely solitude — 
What ! wish for warfare here ! 

A poet might have slept, — ^what ! he 
Whose restless heart first wakes 

Its lifcpulse into melody, 
Then o'er it pines and breaks 1— 

He who hath sung of passionate love, 

His Ufe a feverish tale : — 
O ! not the nightingale, the dove 

Would suit its quiet vale. 

See, J have named your favourite two,- 
Each had been glad to crave 

Rest 'neath this turf's unbroken dew, 
And such a nameless grave ! 



FANTASIES. 

ZVSCRIBXD TO T. CROFTOIT CBOKSB, XSd. 

1. 

Fm weary, Fm weary, — this cold world of ouis ; 
I will go dwell afar, with fairies and flowers. 
Farewell to the festal, the hall of the dance, 
Where each step is a study, a falsehood each 

glance; 
Where the vain are displaying, the vapid are 

yawning; 
Where the beauty of night, the glory of dawning. 
Are wasted, as fashion, that tyrant, at will 
Makes war on sweet Nature, and exiles her stilL 

2. 

Fm weary, I'm weary, — Fm off with the wind : 
Can I find a worse fate than the one left behind 1 
— ^Fair beings of moonlight, gay dwellers in air, 

show me your kingdom ! O let me dwell there ! 

1 see them, I see them ! — how sweet it must be 
To sleep in yon Uly ! — is there room in't for me t 
I have flung my clay fetters ; and now I but wear 
A shadowy seeming, a likeness of air. 

3. 

Go harness my chariot, the leaf of an oak ; 
A butterfly stud, and a tendril my yoke. 
Go swing me a hammock, the poles mignonette ; 
Fll rock with its scent in the gossamer net 



Go fistch me a courser : yon reed is but slight, 
Yet &r is the distance 'twill bear me to-night 
I must have a throne, — ay, yon mushroom may 

stay, 
It has sprung in a night, 'twill be gather'd next 

day: 
And fit is such throne for my brief fairy reign : 
For, alas ! Tm but dreaming, and dreams are but 

vain. 
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REVENGE. 

At, gaze upon her rose-wreath'd hair. 

And gaze upon her smile : 
Seem as you drank the very air 

Her breath perfumed the while: 

And wake for her the gifted line, 
That wild and witching lay, 

And swear your heart is as a shrine. 
That only owns her sway. 

•Tis well : I am revenged at last,— 
Mark you that scornful cheek,— 

The eye averted as you pass'd. 
Spoke more than words could speak. 

Ay, now by all the bitter tean^ 
That I have shed for thee,-~ 

The racking doubts, the burning fears,- 
Avenged they well may 



By the nights pass'd in sleepless card, 

The days of endless wo ; 
All that you taught my heart to bear. 

All that yourself will know. 

I would not wish to see you laid 

Within an early tomb ; 
I should forget how you betray'd, 

And only weep your doom : 

But this is fitting punishment 

To live and love in vain, — 
O my wrung heart, be thou content, 

And feed upon his pain. 

Go thou and watch her lightest sigh,—- 

Thine own it will not be ; 
And back beneath her sunny eye,—- 

It will not turn on thee. 

*Tis well : the rack, the chain, the wheel, 
Far better hadst thou proved ; 

Ev'n I could almost pity feel, 
For thou art not beloved. 



SwssT valley, whose streams flow as sparkling 

and bright 
As the stars that descend in the depths of the night ; 
Whose violets fling their rich breath on the air. 
Sweet spendthrifts of treasure the Spring has flung 

there. 

My lot IS not with thee, 'tis far from thine own ; 
Nor thus, amid Summer and solitude thrown : 
But still it is something to gaze upon thee. 
And bless earth, that such peace on her bosom 
can be. 

My heart and my steps both grow light as I bound 
O'er the green grass that covers thy beautiful 

gpround; 
And joy o'er my thoughts, like the sun o'er th«9 

leaves, 
A blessing in giving and taking receives. 

I have heap'd up thy flowers, the wild and the 

• sweet. 
As if fresh from the touch of the nightrelfin's fiset ; 
A bough from thy oak, and a sprig from thy 

broom, — 
I take them as keepsakes to tell of thy bloom. 

Their green leaves may droop, and their colours 

may flee. 
As if dying with sorrow at parting from thee ; 
And my memory fade with them, till thou wilt 

but seem 
Like the flitting shape morning recalls of a dream. 

Let them fade from their freshncfts, so leave they 

behind 
One trace, like faint music, impressed on the mind : 
One leaf or one flower to memory will bring 
The light of thy beauty, the hope of thy spring 



THE WREATH. 

Nat, fling not down those faded flowers. 
Too late they're scatter'd round ; 

And violet and rose-leaf lie 
Together on the ground. 

How carefully this very mom 

Those buds were cull'd and wreath d . 
And, 'mid the cloud of that dark hair, 

How sweet a sigh they breathed ! 

And many a gentle word was said 
Above their monuii% d^^ 
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How that the rose had touch'd thy cheek, 
The violet thine eye* 

Methinks, if but for memory, 
I should have kept these flowers ; 

Ah ! all too lightly does thy heart 
Dwell upon vaidsh'd hours. 

Already has thine eager hand 

Stripped yonder rose-hung bough ; 

The wreath that bound thy raven curls 
Thy feet ara on it now. 

That glancing smile, it seems to say 

" Thou art too fanciful : 
What matters it what roses fade, 

While there are more to cull 1" 

Ay, I was wrong to ask of thee 
Such gloomy thoughts as mine : 

Thou in thy Spring, how shouldst thou dream 
Of Autumn's pale decline 1 

Young, lovely, loved, — ! far from^ee 

Life's after-dearth and doom ; 
Long ere thou leam how memory dings 

To even faded bloom ! 



THE DYING CHILD, 



The woman was in abject misery— that wont of povertj, 
which 18 haunted by shame— the only relic left by belter 
days. She shrunk from all efforts at recovery, refused to 
administer the medicines, and spoke of the child's death 
•rat as a blessing. 

My God 1 and Is the daily page of life 
Darken'd with wretchedness like this. 



HsR cheek is flush'd with fever red ; 

Her little hand bums in my own ; 
Alas ! and does pain rack her sleep ? 

Speak ! for I cannot bear that moan. 

Yet sleep, I do not wish to look 
Again within those languid eyes; 

Sleep, though again the heavy lash 
May never from their beauty rise. 

—Aid, hope for me 1— now hold thy peace, 
And take that heaUng cup away : 

Life, length of life, to that poor child !— 
It is not life for which I pray. 

Why should she live for pain, for toil. 
Tot wasted frame atid broken heart ; 



Till life has only kfl, in death, 
With its base fear of death to part ! 

» 

How could I bear to see her youth 
BowM to the dust by abject toil, 

Till misery urge the soul to guilt, 
From which its nature would recoil 1 

The bitterness of poverty. 

The shame that adds the worst to wo,— 
I think upon the life Fve known. 

Upon the life that I &hall know 

Look through yon street, — a hundred lamps 
Are lighting up the revels there, — 

Hark ! you can hear the distant laugh 
Blending with music on the air. 

The rich dwell there, who know not w'ant ; 

Who loathe that wretchedness whose nam* 
Is there an unfamiliar sound : — 

Why is not my estate the same 1 

I may have sinn'd, and punishment 
For that most ignorant sin incur ; 

But be the curse upon my head, — 
O, let it not descend to her ! 

Sleep, dear one ! 'tb a weary world ; 

Sleep the sweet slumlicr of the grave 
Vex me no more with thy vain words: 

What worth is that you seek to save 1 

Tears — tears — ^T shame that I should weep ; 

I thought my heart had nerved my eye ;— 
I should be thankful, and I will, — 

There, there, ray child, lie down and die ! 



SONG. 

Oh never another dream can be 

Like that early Ur.am of ours, 
When the fairy Hi>pe lay d«wn to sleeps 

Like a child, aihong the flowers. 

But Hope has wakcn'd since, and wept. 

Like a rainbow, itself away ; 
And the flowers have faded, and fallen around- 

We have none for a Wreath to-day. 

Now wisdom wakes in the place of Hope, 
And our hearts are like winter hours : 

Ah ! afterlife has been little worth 
That early dream of ours. 
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A SUMMER EVENING'S TALE. 

Come, let thy careless sail float on the wind ; 
Come, lean by me, and let thy little boat 
Follow like thee its will ; come, lean by me. 
Freighted with roses which the west has flung, 
Over its waters on the vessel glides, 
Save where the shadowy boughs shut out the sky, 
And make a lovely darkness, while the wind 
Stirs the sad music of their plaining leaves. 
The sky grows paler, as it burnt away 
Its crimson passion ; and the falling dew 
Seems like the tears that follow such an hour. 
1*11 tell thee, love, a talc, — ^just such a tale 
As you once said my lips could breathe so well ; 
Speaking as poetry should speak of love, 
And asking from the depths of mine own heart 
The truth that touches, and by what I feel 
For thee, believe what others* feelings are. 
There, leave the sail, and look with earnest eyes ; 
Seem not as if the worldly element 
In which thou movest were of thy nature part. 
But yield thee to the influence of those thoughts 
That haunt thy solitude ; — ah, but for those 
I never could have loved thee ; I, who now 
Live only in my other life with thee ; 
Out on our beings' falsehood ! — studied, cold, 
Are we not like that actor of old time. 
Who wore his mask so long, his features took 
Its likeness 1 — thus we feign we do not feel, 
Until our feelings are forgotten things. 
Their nature warp'd in one base selfishness ; 
And generous impulses, and lofly thoughts, 
Are counted folly, or are not believed : 
And he who doubts or mocks at excellence 
(Good that refines our nature, and subdues,) 
Is riveted to earth by sevenfold chains. 
O, never had the poet*s lute a hope, 
An aim so glorious as it now may have. 
In this our social state, where petty cares 
And mercenary interests only look 
Upon the present's littleness, and shrink 
From the bold future, and the stately past,— 
Where the smooth surface of society 
Is polish'd by deceit, and the warm heart 
With all its kind affections' early flow, 
Flung back upon itself, forgets to beat, 
At least for others ; — 'tis the poet's gift 
To melt these frozen waters into tears. 
By sympathy with sorrows not our own, 
By wakening memory with those mournful notes. 
Whose music is the thoughts of early years. 
When truth was on the lip, and feelings wore 
The sweetness and the freshness of their mom. 
Young poet, if thy dreams have not such hope 
To purify, refine, exalt, subdue. 
To touch the selfish, and to shame the vain 

(18) 



Out of themselves, by gentle moumfulness. 
Or chords that rouse some aim of enterprise. 
Lofty and pure, and meant for general good ; 
If thou hast not some power that may direct 
The mind from the mean round of daily life. 
Waking affections that might else have slept, 
Or high resolves, the petrified before. 
Or rousing in that mind a finer sense 
Of inward and external loveliness. 
Making imagination serve as guide 
To all of heaven that yet remains on earth, — 
Thine is a useless lute : break it, and die. 

Love mine, I know my weakness, and I know 
How far I fall short of the glorious goal 
I purpose to myself; yet if one line 
Has stolen from the eye unconscious tears, 
Recaird one lover to fidelity 
Which is the holiness of love, or bade 
One maiden sicken at cold vanity. 
When dreaming o'er afiection's tenderness. 
The deep, the true, the honoured of my song,— 
If but one worldly soil has been effaced, 
That song has not been utterly in vain. 
All true deep feeling purifies the heart 
Am I not better by my love for you 1 
At least, I am less selfish ; I would give 
My life to buy you happiness : — Hush, hush ! 
I must not let you know how much I love, — 
So to my tale. — ^'Twas on an eve like this. 
When purple shadows floated round, and light, 
Crimson and passionate, o'er the statues fell. 
Like life, for that fair gallery was fill'd 
With statues, each one an eternity 
Of thought and beauty : there were lovely shapes. 
And noble ones ; some which the poet's song 
Had touch'd with its own immortality ; 
Others whose glory flung o'er history's page 
Imperishable lustre. There she stood. 
Forsaken Ariadne ; round her brow 
Wreath'd the glad vine leaves; but it wore a 

shade 
Of early wretchedness, that which once flung 
May never be etfaced : and near her leant 
£xurMio», ond his spiritual beauty wore 
The hkeness of divinity ; for love 
Doth elevate to itself, and she who watch'd 
Over his sleeping face, upon it left 
The brightness of herself. Around the walls 
Hung pictures, some which gave the summer all 
Summer can wish, a more etemdl bloom ; 
And others in some young and lovely face 
Imbodied dreams into reality. 
There hung a portrait of St Rosalii:, 
She who renounced the world in youth, and macM 
Her heart an altar but for heavenly hopes — 
Thrice bless'd in such sacrifice. Alas ! 
The weakness, yet the strength of earthly ties t 
Who haXht not in the weaciciesa oC \i£& 
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Wish'd for the wings of morning or the dove, 
To bear them heavenward, and have wish'd in 

vain ? 
. For wishes are effectual but by will, 
And that too much is impotent and void 
In frail humanity ; and time steals by 
Sinful and wavering, and unredeemed. 

Bent by a casement, whence her eye could 

dwell 
Or on the countenance of that sweet saint, 
Or the fair valley, where the river wound 
Like to a fairy thing, now light, now shade, 
Which the eye watches in its wandering, 
A maiden pass'd each summer eve away. 
Life's closing colour was upon her cheek. 
Crimson as that which marks the closing day : 
And her large eyes, the radiant and the clear, 
Wore all the ethereal beauty of that heaven 
Where she was hastening.' Still her rosebud mouth 
Wore the voluptuous sweetness of a spring 
Haunted by fragrance and by melody. 
Her hair was gather'd in a silken net, 
As if its luxury of auburn curls 
Oppressed the feverish temples all too much ; 
For you might see the azure pulses beat 
In the clear forehead painfully ; and oft 
Would her small hands be press'd upon her brow, 
As if to still its throbbing. Days passed by, 
And thus beside that casement would she spend 
The summer evenings. Well she knew her doom. 
And sought to linger with such loveliness : 
Surely it soothed her passage to the grave. 

One gazed upon her, till hi^ very life 
Was dedicate to that idolatry . 
With which young Love makes offering of itseUl 
In the vast world he only saw her &ce. 
The morning blush was lighted up by hope,—- 
The hope of meeting her ; the noontide hours 
Were counted for her sake ; in the soft wind. 
When it had pass'd o'er early flowers, he caught 
The odour of her sigh ; upon the rose 
He only saw the colour of her cheek. 
He watch'd the midnight stars until they wore 
Her beauty's likeness — love's astrology. 

His was the gifted eye, which grace still touch'd 
As if with second nature ; and his dreams. 
His childish dreams, were lit by hues from 

heaven — 
Those which make genius. Now his visions 

wore 
A grace more actual, and one worshipp'd face 
Inspired the young sculptor, till like life 
His spirit warm'd the marble. Who shall say 
The love of genius is a common thing. 
Such as the many feel — ^half selfishness, 
Half van jty ? — ^for genius is divine. 
And, like a god, doth turn its dwelling-place 
Into a temple ; and the heart redeem'd 



By its fine influence is immortal shrine 

For love's divinity. In common homes 

He dies, as he was born, in nothingnes. 

But love, inspiring genius, makes the world 

Its glorious witness ; hence the poet's page 

Wakens its haunting sympathy of pain ; 

And hence the painter with a touch creates 

Feelings imperishable. 'Twas from that hour 

Canova took his inspiration : love 

Made him the sculptor of all loveliness ; 

The overflowing of a soul imbued 

By most ideal grace, the memory 

Which lingers round first passion's sepulchre. 

— Why do I say first love ] — there is no second* 

Who asks in the same year a second growth 

Of spring leaves from the tree, corn from the 

field 1— 
They are exhausted. Thus 'tis with the heart :— 
'Tis not so rich in feeling or in hope 
To bear that one be crush'd, the other faded, 
Yet find them ready to put forth again. 
It does not always last ; man*s temper is 
Often forgetful, fickle, and throws down 
The temple he can never build again ; 
But when it does last, and that asks for much,-^ 
A fix'd yet passionate spirit, and a mind 
Master of its resolves,-^when that love lasts, 
It is in noblest natures. After years 
Tell how Caxoya felt the influence. 
They never spoke : she look'd too spiritual, 
Too pure for human passion ; and her face 
Seem'd hallow'd by the heaven it was so near. 
And days pa^'d on : — it was an eve in June- 
How ever could it be so fair a one ? — 
And she came not : hue after hue forsook 
The clouds, like Hope, which died with them, and 

night 
Came all too soon and shadowy. He rose. 
And wander'd through the city, o'er which hung 
The darkness of his thoughts. At length a strain 
Of ominous music wail'd along the streets : 
It was the mournful chanting for the dead, 
And the long tapers flung upon the air 
A wild red light, and show'd the funeral train : 
Wreaths — O what mockeries! — hung from the 

bier; 
And there, pale, beautiful, as if in sleep, 
Her dark hair braided graceful with white flowen^ 
She lay, — his own beloved one ! 

No more, no more ! — love, turn thy boat to 

land, — 
I am so sorrowful at my own words. 
Affection is an awful thing ! — Alas ! 
We give our destmy from our own hands. 
And trust to those most frail of all firail things, 
The chances of humanity. 
—The wind hath a deep sound, more stem than 

sweet; 
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And the daik dcy is clouded ; tremuloas, 
A few far stars — how pale they look to-night ! — 
Touch the still wnters with a fitful light 
There is strange sympathy between all things, 
Though in the hurrying weariness of life 
We do not pause to note it : the glad day, 
Like a young king surrounded by the pomp 
Of gold and purple, sinks but to the shade 
Of the black night : — the chronicle I told 
Began with hope, fair skies, and lovely shapes. 
And ended in despair. Even thus our life 
In these has likeness ; with its many joys, 
Its fears, its eagerness, its varying page, 
Marked with its thousand colours, only tends 
To darkness, and to silence, and the grave ! 



LINES OF LIFE. 



Orphan In my first years, I earlj learnt 
To make mjr heart suffice itself, and seek 
Support and sympathy in its own depths. 



WxLL, read my cheek, and watch my eye,- 

Too strictly school'd are they, 
One secret of my soul to show, 

One hidden thought betray. 

I never knew the time my heart 

Look'd freely from my brow ; 
It once was checkM by timidnesi^ 

'Tis taught by caution now. 

I live among the cold, the false. 

And I must seem like them ; 
And such I am, for I am false 

As those 1 most condemn. 

I teach my lip its sweetest smile. 

My tongue its softest tone : 
I borrow others' likeness, till 

Almost I lose my own. 

I pass through flattery's gilded taeft, 

Whatever I would say ; 
In social life, all, like the blind. 

Must learn to feel their way. 

I check my thoughts like curbed steeds 

That struggle with the rein ; 
I bid my feelings sleep, like wrecks 

in the unlatbom'd main. 

I hear them speak of love, the deep. 
The true, and mock the name ; 

Mock at all high and early truth. 
And I too do the same. 



I hear them tell some touching tale, 

I swallow down the tear ; 
I hear them name some generous deed. 

And I have learnt to sneer. 

I hear the spiritual, the kind, 
The pure, but named in mirth ; 

Till all of good, ay, even hope. 
Seems exiled from our earth. 

And one fear, withering ridicule, 

Is all that I can dread ; 
A sword hung by a single hair 

For ever o'er the head. 

We bow to a most servile faith. 

In a most servile fear ; 
While none among us dares to say 

What none will chose to hear. 

And if we dream of loftier thoughts. 
In weakness they are gone ; 

And indolence and vanity 
Rivet our fetters on. 

Surely I was not bom for this ! 

I feel a loftier mood 
Of generous impulse, high resolve. 

Steal o'er my solitude I 

I gazed upon the thousand stars 

That fill the midnight sky ; 
And wish, so passionately wish, 

A light like theirs on high. 

I have such eagerness of hope 

To benefit my kind ; 
And feel as if immortal power 

Were given to my mind. 

I think on that eternal fame, 

The sun of earthly gloom, 
Which makes the gioriousness of death. 

The future of the tomb- 
That earthly future, the faint sign 

Of a more heavenly one ; 
—A step, a word, a voice, a look,— 

Alas ! my dream is done. 

And earth, and earth's debasing stain. 

Again is on my soul ; 
And I am but a nameless part 

Of a most worthless whole. 

Why write I this 1 because my heart 
Towards the future springs. 

That future where it loves to soar 
On more than eagle wings. 
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The present, it is but a speck 

In that eternal time, 
In which my lost hopes find a home, 

My spirit knows its clime. 
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Though the ravening vultoro and screaming 
crow 
Are hovering nigh him. 



O ! not myself, — for what am 1 1— 
The worthless and the weak, 

Whose every thought of self should raise 
A blilsh to bum my cheek. 

But song has touched my lips with fire. 
And made my heart a shrine ; 

For what, although alloy'd, debased. 
Is in itself divine. 

I am myself but a vile link 

Amid life's weary chain ; 
But I have spoken hallow'd words, 

O do not say in vain ! 

My first, my last, my only wish. 

Say will my charmed chords 
Wake to the morning light of fimie. 

And breathe again my words 1 

Will the young maiden, when her tears 

Alone in moonlight shine — 
Tears for the absent and the loved 

Murmur some song of mine 1 

Will the pale youth by his dim lamp, 
Himself a ^jiB^i^rne, "~ **^»-^ 

From iQaivf an antiqueVroU b< 
Choose 



iny name! 



Let music make less terrible 
The silence of the dead ; 

I care not, so my spirit last 
Long after life has fled. 



THE BATTLE FIELD. 



It was a battle field, and the cold moon 

Made the pale dead yet paler. Two lay there ; 

One with the ghaatl j marble of the grave 

Upon his face ; the other wan, but yet 

Touched with the hues of life, and its warm breath 

Upon his patted lips. 



He sleeps — the night wind o'er the battle-field 

Is gently sighing ; 
Gently, though each breeze bear away 

Life from the dying. 

< e sleeps, — though his dear and early friend 
A corpae lies by him ; 



He sleeps, — ^where blood has heeu pour'd like 
rain, 

Another field before him ; 
And he sleeps as calm as his mother's eyes 

Were watching o'er him. 

To»morrow that youthful victor's name 

Will be proudl) given, 
By the trumpet's voice, and the soldier's shoaty 

To the winds of heaven. 

Yet life, how pitiful and how mean. 

Thy noblest story ; 
When the high excitement of victoiy. 

The fulness of glory. 

Nor the sorrow felt for the friend of his youth. 

Whose corpse he's keeping, 
Can give his human weakness force 

To keep from sleeping. 

And this is the sum of our mortal state^ 

The hopes we number, — 
Feverish, waking, danger, death. 

And listless slumber. 



NEW YEAR'S EVE. 

Thibs is no change upon the air. 

No record in the sky : 
No palMike storm comes forth to shroud 

The year about to die. 

A few light clouds are on the heaven, 

A few far stars are bright ; 
And the pale moon shines as she shinea 

On many a common night 

Ah, not in heaven, but upon earth. 
Are signs of change exprest ; 

The closing year has left its mark 
On human brow and breast 

How much goes with it to the grave 
Of life's most precious things ! 

Methinks each year dies on a pyre. 
Like the Assyrian kings 

Affections, friendships, confidence,— 
There's not a year hath died 

But all these treasures of the heart 
Lie with it side by side. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



141 



Hie wheels of time work heavily ; 

We marvel day by day 
To see how from the chain of life 

The gilding wears away. 

Sad the mere change of fortune's chance, 

And sad the friend unkind ; 
But what has sadness like the change 

That in ourselves we find 1 

Fve wept my castle in the dust. 

Wept o'er an altered brow ; 
rris far worse murmuring o'er those tears, 

*• Would I could weep them now !" 

O, for mine early confidence, 

Which like that graceful tree 
Bent cordial, as if each approach 

Could but in kindness be ! 

Then was the time the fairy Hope 

My future fortune told, 
Or Youtbf the alchymist, that tum'd 

Whate'er he touch'd to gold. 

But Hope's sweet words can never be 

What they have been of yore : 
I am grown wiser, and believe 

In faiiy tales no more. 

And Touth has spent his wealth, and bought 

The knowledge he would fain 
Change for forgetfulncss, and live 

His dreaming life again. 

Fm weary, weaiy : day-dreams, years, 

Fve seen alike depart, 
And sullen Care and Discontent 

Hang brooding o'er my heart 

Another year, another year,— 

Alas ! and must it be 
That Time's most dark and weaiy wheel 

Must turn again for me 1 

In vain I seek from out the past 

Some chcrish'd wreck to save ; 
Affection, feeling, hope, are dead,— 

My heart is its own grave ! 



SONG. 

I PS IT thee let me weep to-night, 
'Tis rarely I am weeping ; 

My tears are buried in my heart, 
Like cave-lock'd fountains sleeping. 



But O, to-night, those words of thine. 
Have brought the past before me ; 

And shadows of long-vanish'd years 
Are passing sadly o'er me. 

The fiiends I loved in early youth. 

The &ithless and forget^ng, 
Whom, though they were not worth my love, 

I caimot help regretting ; — 

My feelings, once the kind the warm. 

But now the hard, the frozen ; 
The errors I've too long pursued. 

The path I should have chosen ;-* 

The hopes that are like failing lights 

Around my pathway dying; 
The consciousness none others rise, 

Their vacant place supplying ; — 

The knowledge by experience taught. 

The useless, the repelling ; 
For what avails to know how false 

Is all the charmer's telling ? 

I would give worlds, could I believe 

One half that is profess'd me ; 
Affection ! could I think it Thee, 

When Flattery has caress'd me 1 



I cannot bear to think of this,^ 
O, leave me to my weeping ; 

A few tears for that grave my heart. 
Where hope in death is sleeping. 



1 



STANZAS 

TO THE AUTHOR OF « MONT BLANC," 

« ADA," &c 

Tht hands are fill'd with early flowers. 

Thy step is on the wind ; 
The innocent and keen delight 

Of youth is on thy mind ;-* 
That glad fresh feeling that bestows 
Itself the pleasure which it knows. 

The pure, the undefined ; 
And thou art in that happy hour 
Of feeling^ s uncurb'd, early power. 

Yes, thou art very young, and youth, 
Like light, should roimd thee fling 

The sunshine thrown roimd morning's fionr, 
The gladness given to spring : 

And yet upon thy brow is wrought 

The darkness of that deeper thought. 
Which future time should bring. 
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What can have traced that shadowy line 
Upon a brow eo young as thine 1 

Tis written in thy large dark eyes, 

Fill'd with unbidden tears ; 
The passionate paleness on thy cheek, 

Belying thy few years. 
A child, yet not the less thou ait 
One of the gifted hand and heart. 

Whose deepest hopes and feaiB 
Are omenlike : the poet*s dower 
Is even as the prophet's power. 

Thy image floats before my eyes, 

Thy book is on my knee ; 
Fm musing on what now thou art. 

And on what thou wilt be. 
Dangerous as a magic spell, 
Whose good or evil none may tell. 

The gift that is with thee ; 
For Genius, like all heavenly light. 
Can blast as well as bless the sight 

Thou art now in thy (^reaming time : 
The green leaves on the bough, 

The sunshine turning them to gold. 
Are pleasures to thee now ; 

And thou dost love the quiet night. 

The stars to thee are a delight ; 
And not a flower can grow. 

But brings before thy haunted glance 

The poet days of old romance. 

With thine " own people" dost thou dwell. 

And by thine own fireside ; 
And kind eyes keep o*er thee a watch. 

Their darling and their pride. 
I cannot choose but envy thee ; 
The very name of home to me 

Has been firom youth denied ; 
But yet it seems like sacred ground. 
By all esuth's best affections bound. 

rris well for thee ! thou art not made 

Struggle like this to share ; 
HI might that gentle, loving heart 

The world's cold conflict bear ; 
Where selfish interest, falsehood, strife, 
Strain through their gladiatorial life ; 

Save that the false ones wear 
Seeming and softness, and a smile. 
As if guilt were effaced by guile. 

I dare not speak to thee of fame. 

That madness of the soul. 
Which flings its life upon one cast. 

To reach its desperate goal. 
Still the wings destined for the sky 
Will long their upward flight to try. 

And seek to dare the whole, 



Till, space and storm and sunshine past. 
Thou find'st thou art alone at last 

But love will be thy recompense. 
The love that haunts thy line ; 

Ay, dream of love, but do not dream 
It ever will be thine. 

His shadow, not himself, will come ; 

Too spiritual to be his home, 
Thy heart is but his shrine ; 

For vainest of all earthly things. 

The poet's vain imaginings. 

Gro, still the throbbing of thy brow, 

The beating of thy heart ; 
Unstring thy lute, and close thy page, 

And choose an humbler part ; 
Turn not thy glistening eyes above. 
Dwell only in thy household love. 

Forgetting what thou art ; 
And vet life like what this must be 

■ 

Seems but a weary lot for thee. 

Or trust thee to thy soaring wing. 

Awake the gifted lay ; 
Fling life's more quiet happiness 

For its wild dreams away. 
'Tis a hard choice : on either side 
Thy heart must with itself divide. 

Be thy doom what it may. 
Life's best to win, life's best to lose, — 
The lot is with thee, maiden, — choose. 

Ah no ! — the choice is not thine own. 

The spirit will rebel ; 
The fire within the poet's heart 

Is fire unquenchable. 
Far may its usual curse depart, 
And light, but not consume, thy heart ! 

Sweet minstrel, fare thee well ! 
And may for once the laurel wreath 
Not wither all that grows beneath ! 



THE MOUNTAIN GRAVE. 

She sate beside the rock from which arose 
A mountain rivulet's blue wanderings ; 
And there, with careless hand, cast leaves and 

flowers 
To float upon the surface, or to sink, 
As the wind listed, for she took no heed, 
Nor watch'd their progress. Suddenly she ceased 
While pass'd a cloud across her deep blue eyes : 
" Are ye not symbols of me, ye fair flowers 1 
Thus in mere recklessness my wilful hand 
Ha4 wasted the whole beauty of a spring. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



143 



And I have thrown your fragrant lives away 
In one vain moment's idleness." 'Tis strange 
How th§ heart, overpress'd with its own thoughts, — 
And what oppresses the young heart like love ? — 
Grows superstitious, finds similitudes 
And boding fears in every change and chance. 
She bowM her face upon her hands and wept, 
When suddenly her bright hair was flung back, 
Her cheek was tum'd to crimson, and the tears 
Lay like dew on the rose. " Mine Agatha ! 
What ! weeping, love 1 I am not late to-night ; 
Our meeting star but trembles in the sky. 
In light as glistening as thine own sweet eyes." 

His words had a strange sound ; she had forgot 
Her sorrow and its cause in the deep joy 
His presence brought She gazed upon his face, 
As if 'twould vanish if she did not gaze ; 
She stay*d her breath to listen to his words, 
Scarce danng credit her own happiness. 
There stood they, with the rich red light of eve 
Tet lingering, like a glory, on their heads, 
In the snow mirror of the mountain peak ;— 
A bright laburnum grew beside, — its boughs 
Flung over them a golden shower : the wave 
That wander'd at their feet was clear as Hope ; 
Their shapes were outlined in it ; and one star, 
Reflected too, shone like an augury 
Of good between them. — ^There they leant, while 

hours 
Pa88*d, as time had no boundaries. O earth, 
Yet art thou touched by heaven, though only 

touch'd, — 
Thy pleasures are but rainbows, which unite 
The glad heavens with thee in their transient 

beauty. 
Then melt away again upon the clouds* 
O youth, and love, which is the light of youth, 
Why pass ye as the morning 1 — life goes on, 
But like a bark that, first in carelessness, 
And afterward in fear of eadi rough gale. 
Has flung her richest freightage overboard. 
Who is there, though young still, yet having lost 
The warmth, the freshness, morning's dew and 

light. 
Can bear to look back on their earlier hours. 
When £uth made its own happiness, and the 

heart 
Was anedttknis of its delight, and gare 
Its best afiectiofMi forth so trustingly. 
Content to kyve, not doubting of return ! 

'Twas Agatha broke the sweet silence first r 
" My father told roe he had seen to-day 
The gathering, Hsrmait, of your hardy troops : 
You led them, mohnted on your anow-white 

steed. — 
He bade me fling to-night a double chain 
Of sighs and smiles, for the young warrior's truth 
Was sorely tried by abeenoe. You will go, 



Like our bold river, into other lands. 
On its own proud free course ; whilst I shall send 
Afler thee hopes and prayers, like the poor leaves 
That I have cast upon the waves to perish." 

She spoke in mirth ; yet as she spoke, her words 
Caught such a sadness in their omen tone, 
In silence Hkrxax took her hand, and gazed 
Upon her face as he would picture it 
Within his inmost soul. A brow more fair 
Ne'er caught the silver softness of moonlight. 
Her cheek was as the mirror of her heart. 
Eloquent in its blushes, and its hues 
Now varied like the evening's ; — but 'tis vain 
To dwell on youthful lovers' parting hour. 
A first farewell, with all its passionate words. 
Its lingering looks, its gushing tears, its hopes 
Scarcely distinguish'd from its fears, its vows,— 
They are its least of suffering ; for the heart 
Feels that it needs them not, yet breathes theia 

still, 
Making them oracles. But the last star 
Sinks down amid the mountains : — ^he must go ; 
By daybreak will his gallant vassals look 
To hear their chieflain's bugle. Watch'd aha 

there 
His dark plume cast its shadow on the snows, 
His rapid foot bound on from crag to crag:— 
The rocks have hid him from her eager view, 
But still she hears the echo of his step,— > 
That dies too into silence ; then she feels 
Her utter loneliness : — he is quite gone ! 
Long days have pass'd — that evening star hath 

left 
Its throne of beauty on the snow-crown'd hill. 
Yielding its place to winter's thousand lights 1^ 
Long days have pass'd : — again the twilight hour 
Smiles in the influence of that lovely star ; 
The bright laburnum's golden wealth is heap'd. 
The spring's first treasure, and beneath its shade 
Rests Agatha alone : — what ! still alone ! 

A few short words will tell what change haa 

wrought 
In their once love: it is a history 
That wQuki suit half mankind. In ha fint 

spring,-— 
For the heart has its ^ring of bud and bloom 
Even as has the year, — it found a home 
For all its youi\g afibctions, gentle thoughts^ 
In his true maiden's bosom ; and the life 
He dream'd of waa indeed a dream — 'twas made 
Of quiet happiness : but forth he went 
Into the wild world's tumult As the bloom 
Fades from the face of nature, so the gloss 
Of his warm feelings feded with their fi-eshnesa; 
Ambition took the place of Love, and Hope 
Fed upon fiery thoughts, aspiring aims ; 
And the bold warrior, favourite of his king, 
Is that he thought oi hia fixi(L \isDfikrQtssii^ 
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Thought of it but with scorn, or vain excuse, 
And in her uncomplaining silence read 
But what he wish'd, — oblivion ; and at last 
Her very name had faded, like the flower 
Which we have laid upon our heart, and there 
Have suffer^ it to die. A second spring 
Has loosed the snowy waters, and has fill*d 
The valleys with her joy ; but, A oath a. 
It is not spring for thee ; it has not brought 
Its sunny beauty to thy deep blue eyes, 
Its dew to freshen thy lips' languid rose. 
And its bloom is not for thy cheek. One year, 
And thou didst hide thy misery, and seem, 
With thy gay songs and smiles and gladsome 

words. 
Still in thine aged father's sight the same. 
His pride was wounded by young Herman's false- 
hood. 
But not his happiness ; and when he died, 
It was with blessings breathed in trusting hope 
Upon that dear child's head, whoso tenderness 
Had made him half forget the path he trod 
Was hurrying to the grave. But he was dead, 
And AoATHA stood in his lonely halls. 
An orphan, last of all her race and name, 
Without one tie of kindred or of love 
To bind her to the earth. Tet few there were 
That dream'd the hidden grief that lurk'd within. 
Too kind, too gentle not to be beloved. 
Many a vassal moum'd the coining death. 
Whose sign was written on his lady's cheek. 
She died in silence, without sign or word 
That might betray the memory of her fate ; 
But when they heard her last request, to lie 
Beneath the shade of the laburnum tree, 
Which grew beside the mountain rivulet. 
Many a cheek grew red, and brow grew dark, 
And many a whispcr'd word recall'd the time 
When, in unworldly and in happy youth, 



The valley's chiefbin and the mountain girl 
Made it their favourite haunt; all calKd to mind, 
Then was the morning colour on her cheek. 
Then her life was as summer in its smile, 
And all felt, as they laid her in the grave. 
It was the lorn rest of the broken heart 

Years pass'd : — the green moss had o'ergrown 

the stone 
Which mark'd the orphan maiden's lowly grave. 
When rode an armed train beside the stream. 
Why does One pause beneath the lonely tree. 
And watch the starlight fall on the white stone 1 
That martial step, that haughty brow, so traced 
With lines of the world's welfare, are not such 
As linger with a ready ^mpathy 
O'er the foot-prints of sorrow ; yet that cheek 
Was startled into paleness as he read 
AoATHA ! — and the mossy date whidi told 
She had been tenant of that tomb for years. 
Herman, — for he it was had sought the vale,^ . 
But upon warlike mission — if he thought 
Of his once love, it was but how to shun 
llie meek reproaching of her mournful eye. 
Or else to think she had like him forgot. 
But dead! — so young! — he had not dream'd of 

this. — 
He knelt him down, and like a child he wept ;^ 
Gentle affections struggled with, subdued — 
Tenderness, long forgotten, now burst forth 
Like raindrops from the summer sky. Those 

tears 
Pass'd, and their outward trace; but in his heart 
A fountain had sprung up which dried no more. 
He went on in his course, proud, bold, and never 
The name of Aoatha fell from his lips. 
But he died early, aud in his last field 
He pray'd the brother of his arms to take 
His heart, and lay it in the distant grave 
Where Aoatha was sleeping. 
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INTRODUCTION. 

The title of the Golden Violet is taken from the festival alluded to in the close of 
the Troubadour. There are various accounts of the origin of this metrical compe- 
tition : the one from which my idea was principally taken is that mentioned by 
Warton 
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To-xoBBOW, to-morrow, thou lovelieft Maj, 
To-morrow will rise up thy fuBt-bom day ; 
Bride of the summer, child of the spring, 
To-morrow the year will its favourite bring : 
The roses will know thee, and fling back their vest, 
While the nightingale sings him to sleep on their 

breast; 
The blossoms, in welcomes, will open to meet 
On the light boughs thy breath, in the soft grass 

thy feet 
To-morrow the dew will have virtue to shed 
O'er the cheek of the maiden* its loveliest red ; 
To-morrow a glory will brighten the earth. 
While the spirit of beauty rejoicing has birth. 

Farewell to thee, April, a gentle &rewell. 
Thou hast saved the young rose in its emerald 

ceU; 
Sweet nurse, thou hast mingled thy sunshine and 

showers, 
Like kisses and tears, on thy children the flowers. 
As a hope, when fulfiU'd, to sweet memory turns. 
We shall think of thy clouds as the odorous urns. 
Whence colour, and fireshness, and firagranoe were 

wept; 
We shall think of thy rainbows, their promise is 

kept 
There is not a cloud on the morning's blue way, 
And the daylight is breaking, the first of the May. 

And never yet hath morning light 
Lovelier vision bought to sight, 
Or lovelier driven away from dreams,^ 
—And lovely that which only seems ;•— 
The garden, that beneath it lay. 
From flower and fountain sent the ray 
Reflected, till all round seem blent 
Lito one sunny element. 

There in the midst rose marble haDs, 
Wreath*d piUars upheld the walls ; 
A fairy castle, not of those 
Made for storm, and made for foes. 
But telling of a gentler time, 
A lady's rule, a summer clime. 
And all spoke joyousness, for there 
Thronged the gay, the young, the fidr,— 

* Gaiheriog ihe May dew. 



It was now their meeting hour, — 

They scattered round through grove and bower 

Many a high-bom beauty made 

Her seat beneath the chestnut shade ; 

While, like her shadow hovering near, 

Came her darkoyed cavalier. 

Bidding the rose fade by her cheek. 

To hint of what he dared not speak. 

And others wander'd with the lute. 

In such a scene could it be mute 1 

While from its wingM sweetness came. 

The echo of some treasured name. 

And many a grot with laughter rung. 

As gathei^d there, these gay and young 

Flung aiiy jests like arrows round, 

That hit the mark but to rebound. 

With graceful webome smiled on all, 
The lady of the festival 
Wander'd amid, her guests ; at last, 
Many a courtly greeting past, 
She stray'd into a little grove, 
With cypress\^ches roof 'd above ; 
Beneath the path was scarcely seen,— 
Alike the walk and margent green. 
So dim it was, each precious stone 
The countess wore a meteor shone. 
Yet on she went, for naught her heart 
In the glad revellings took part : 
Too tender and too sad to share 
In sportive mirth, in pageant glare ; 
Dearer to her was the first breath, 
When morning shakes her eariy wreath, 
And joys in the young smiles of day. 
Albeit they steal her pearls awaT ' 
llcarer to her the last pale light 
lliat lingers on the brow of night. 
As if unwilling to begone. 
And abdicate its lovely throne : 
Dearer to her were these than all 
That ever shone in lighted hall 

The young, the gay, be they allow'd 
One moment's pleasaunoe in the crowd ; 
The dance, the odours, song, and bloom. 
Those soft spells of the banquet-room 
They last not, but the ear, the eye, 
Catch the check'd frown — the hidden sigh, 
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Which pierce too soon the shilling nuuBk, 
And prove delight may be a task. 

Alas ! when once the heart shall learn 
To gaze on the glad scene, then turn 
To its own depths, and sadly say, — 
*' O, what am I, and what are they 1 
Masquers but striving to deceive 
Themselves and others ; and believe 
Itris enough, if none shall know 
The covered mass of care below." 
Sad lesson for the heart to bear. 
Seeing how pass the young, the fiiir ; 
Forgot, as if they had not been 
The spirit of the stirring scene : 
Or sadder still to watch the bands, 
With kindly looks and fast-link'd hands ; 
And know how that a word .could move 
The fierce extreme of hate from love, — 
That, sweep but o'er a fleeting year, 
Of aU'the many gathered here. 
Now claiming friend's or lover's name, 
Not one may be in aught the same. 

But not like this is Nature's face, 
Though even she must bear the trace 
Of the great curse that clings to all ; 
Her leaves, her flowers, must spring to fidi ; 
There hides no darker doom behind, 
Like workings in the human mind. 
And the buds yield but to make way 
For leaves or frnits upon the spray ;— 
Not thus man's pleasures, which depart 
And leave the sear'd or breaking heart 

On fair Clxxivza went, her mood 
Deepening with the deep solitude ; 
That gentle sadness which is wrought 
With mora of tenderness than thought, 
When memory like the moonlight flings 
A sofbiese o'er its wanderings,^ 
When hope a holiday to keep 
Folds up its rainbow wings for sleep, 
And tlie heart, like a bark at rest. 
Scarce heaves within the tranquil breast,— 
When thoughts and dreams that moment's birth 
Take hues which are not of the earth. 

But she was waken'd from her dream 
By sudden flashing of the wave ; 

The cypress first conceal'd the stream, 
Then oped, as if a spirit gave, 
With one touch of his radiant wand. 
Birth to a scene in fiury land. 
'Twas a small lake, the honey bee 
Croas'd, laden, in security ; 
From it an elfin island rose, 
A green gpot made for the repose 



Of the blue halcyon, when an hoar 

Of storm is passing o'er its bower. 

One lonely tree upon it stood, 

A willow sweeping to the flood, 

With darkling boughs and lorn decline. 

As though even here was sorrow's sign. 

'Twas even a haunted place ; one part, 

Like that which is in eveiy heart 

Beyond, the gloom was laugh'd away 

By sparkling wave and dancing spray ;— 

One of those glowing spots that take 

The sunbeams prisoners, and make 

A gloiy of their own delight, 

Below all clear, above all bright. 

And every bank was fair ; but one 

Most shelter'd from the wind and sun, 

Seem'd like a favourite : the rest 

Bared to the open sky their breast ; 

But this was resting in the shade 

By two old patriarch chestnuts made. 

Whose aged trunks peep'd gray and bare 

Spite of the clustering ivy's care, 

Which had spread over all its wreath. 

The boughs above, the ground beneath ;-~ 

Oft told and true similitude 

For moralist in pensive mood. 

To mark the green leaves' glad outside. 

Then search what wither'd boughs they hide. 

And here the countess took her seat 

Beneath the chestnut, shelter meet 

For one whose presence might beseem 

The spirit of the shade and stream ; 

As now she lean'd with upraised head. 

And white veil o'er her bosom spread. 

Hiding Uie gems and chains of gold 

Which too much of rank's baubles told ; 

Leaving her only with the power 

Of nature in its loveliest hour, 

When to its musing look is given 

The influence of its native heaven. 

Her cheek was pale, the hue of thought. 

Like image by the sculptor sought 

For some sweet saint, some muse on whom 

Beauty has shed all but her bloom. 

As if it would have naught declare 

Th» strife and stain of clay were there. 

Braided Madonn»-like, the wave 

Of the black hair a lustre gave 

To the clear forehead, whose pure snow 

Was even as an angel's brow : 

While there was in her gentler eye 

The touch of human sympathy, — 

That mournful tenderness which still 

In grief and joy^ in good and ill. 

Lingers with woman through life's void, 

Sadden'd, subdued, but not destroy'd. 

And gazed the countess on the lake, 
Loving it for its beauty's sake ; 
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Wander'd her look round, till its sigfat 

Became itself blent with the light ; 

Tilly as it sought for rest, her eye 

Now fell upon a green mound nigh. 

With ivy hung and moss overgrown, 

Beside it stood a broken stone, 

And on it was a single flower, 

The orphan growth of some chance shower, 

Which brought it there, and then forgot 

All care of the frail nursling's lot,-— 

A lily with its silver bells 

Perfum'd like the spring's treasure cells; 

Tct drooping, pale, as if too late 

Mourning for their neglected state. 

It was the fittest flower to grow 

Over the conscious clay below. 

Bethought the countess of a tale 

Connected with the lonely vale ; 

Some bard, who died before hijB fame ; 

Whose songs remained, but not his name : 

It told his tomb was by the wave. 

In life his haunt, in death his grave. 

Sadly she mused upon the fate 

That still too oflen must await 

The gifted hand which shall awake 

The poet's lute, and for its sake 

All but its own sweet self resign^— 

Thou loved lute ! to be only thine. 

For what is genius, but deep feeling 

Waken'd by passion to revealing 1 

And what is £eeling, but to be 

Alive to every misery. 

While the heart too fond, too weak, 

Lies open for the vulture's beak 1 

Alas ! for him possessed of all 

That wins and keeps a world in thraU, 

Of all that makes the soul aspire, 

Yet vow'd to a neglected lyre; 

Who finds, the first, a golden mine. 

Sees the veins yield, the treasures shine, 

Gazes until his eye grows dim, 

Then learns that it is not for him ; 

One who, albeit his wayward mood 

Pines for and clings to solitude. 

Has too much humanness of heart 

To dwell from all his kind apart; 

But seeks communion for the dreams 

With which his vision'd spirit teems ; 

Would &in in other cups infuse 

His own delights, and fondly woos 

The world, without that worldliness 

Which wanting, there b no success ; 

Hears his song sink unmark'd away,— 

Swanlike his soul sinks with its lay,— 

Lifts to his native heaven his eyes, 

Tunis to the earth, despairs and dies ; 

Leaving a memory whose reward 

Kight lesson many a fiitaxe bard^ 



Or, harder still, a song whose fame 
Has long outlived its minstrers name. 
" O, must this be !" Clsm enza said, 
'* Thus perish quite the gifVed dead ! 
How many a wild and touching song 
To my own native vales belong. 
Whose lyrist's name will disappear 
Like hijB who sleeps forgotten here ! 
Not so ; it shall be mine to give 
The praise that bids the poet live. 
There is a flower, a glorious flower, 
The very fairest of my bower. 
With shining lea^ aroma breath. 
Befitting well a victor wreath ; 
The Golden Violet shall be 
The prize of Provence minstrelsy. 
Open ril fling my castle hall 
To throng of harps and festival. 
Bidding the bards from wide and far 
Bring song of love or tale of war. 
And it shall lie mine own to set 
The victor's crown of Violet" 



THE FIRST DAY. 

'Tis May again, another May, 
Looking as if it meant to stay ; 
So many are its thousand flowers, 
So glorious are its sunny hours, ^ 

So green its earth, so blue its sky. 
As made for hope's eternity. 

By night with starlike tapers gleaming, 
And music like an odour streaming ; 
By day with portals open flung. 
While bugle note and trumpet rung ; 
Rose Isaure's towers : and gather'd there, 
Again, the gifled, young and fair 
Have at Clkmeitza's sununons met. 
In contest for the Violet 

Her heralds had been to distant lands 
To call together the joyeuse bands. 
And they had hasten'd. England had sent 
Her harp across the blue element ; 
The Spaniard had come firom the land of romance ; 
And the flower of her minstrels had gather'd in 

France, 
From far and fi^om near ; it was strange to see 
The bards of Erin and Italy 
Mingle together with those that came 
From the highland home they so loved to name. 

Hark to the sound of yon silver horn. 
And the sweep of the harp to the distance borne ; 
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Tis the hour of meeting, and welcome now 
To the giAed hand and the laureird hrow. 
Toung knight, think not of hawk or hoiiiid ; 
Fair maiden, fling not thy smiles around ; 
Warrior, regard not the sword at thy side ; 
Baron, relax thou thy brow of pride ; 
Let worldly coldness and care depart, 
And yield to the shell of the minstrel's art 

Twas a spacious hall, and around it rose 
Canred pillars as white as the snows ; 
Between, the purple tapestry swept. 
Where, work'd in myriad shades, were kept 
Memories of many an ancient tale. 
And of many a blooming cheek now pale. 
The dome above like a glory shone, 
Or a cloud which the sunset lingers upon, 
While the tinted pane seemed the bright resort. 
Where Iris' self held her minstrel court ; 
And beautiful was the colour'd Ml 
Of the floating hues round the stately halL 

In groups around mix'd the gay throng, 
Knight, noble^ lady, child of song. 
At one end was upraised a throne, 
On which the countess sat alone ; 
Not with droop'd eye and bowM-down head, 
And simple white veil round her spread, 
As leaned she o'er the lonely wave. 
Dreaming of the dead minstrel's grave ; 
But purple robe and golden band 
Bespoke the ladye of the land ; 
Rich gems upon her arm were placed. 
And lit the zone around her waist ; 
But none were in her braided hair. 
One only violet was there. 
The golden flower, which won all eyes, 
Destined to be the minstrel prize. 

They pass'd around the silver um 
Whose lot must fix the poet*s turn ; 
To a young Provence bard it came, — 
He drew, and drew Clzmiitza's name. 
And forth at once youfng Vidal sprung. 
His light late o'er his shoulder flung, 
Then paused, — for over cheek and brow, 
Like lightning, rush'd the crimson glow ; 
A low sound trembled from that lute. 
His lip tum'd pale, his voice was mute ; 
He sent a hurried glance around, 
As if in search : at last he found 
The eyes without whose light to him 
The very heaven above was dim : 
At once his hand awoke the chords> 
At once his lip pour'd tuneful word% 
And gazing on his lady's smile. 
Bade hia soft notes arise the while. 



THE BROKEN SPELL. 

THB FIRST PR0yBH9AL XIHSTRBl's LAT. 
A FAIRT TALE. 

Whbsb on earth is the truth that may vie 
With woman's lone and long constancy ! 
Lovers there have been who have died 
For the love that they made a warrior's pride ; 
And a lover once, when a world was the prize^ 
Threw away his chance for a lady's eyes : 
But not his the love that changes not 
'Mid the trials and grie& of an ill'Starr'd lot ; 
Not like the rainbow, that shines on high 
Brighter and purer as darker the sky. 
But woman's creed of suffisring bears 
All that the health and the spirit wears ; 
Absence but makes her love the more, 
For her thoughts then feed on their own sweeC 

store; 
And is not hers the heart alone 
That has pleasure and pride in a prize when won 1 
Her eye may grow dim, her cheek may grow pale, 
But tell they not both the same fond tale 1 
Love's lights have fled from her eye and cheek. 
To bum and die on the heart which they seek. 
Alas ! that so often the grave should be 
The seal of woman's fidelity ! 

On the horizon is a star, 
Its earliest, loveliest one by far ; 
A blush is yet upon the sky. 
As if too beautiful to die,— 
A last gleam of the setting sun, 
Like hope when love has just begun ; 
The hour when the maiden's lute. 
And minstrel's song, and lover's suit. 
Seem as that their sweet spells had made 
This mystery of light and shade. 

That last rich sigh is on the gale 

Which tells when summer's day is over, 

The sigh which closing flowers exhale 
After the bee, their honey lover, 

As to remind him in his flight 

Of what will be next noon's delight 

Tia a fiiir garden, almond trees 
Throw silver gifts upon the breeze : 
Lilies, each a white-robed bride, 
With treasures of pure gold inside. 
Like nuurble towers a king has made ;-^ 
And of its own sweet self afraid, 
A hyacinth's flower-hung stalk is stoopiDg 
Lovelier from its timid drooping :— 
But in the midst is a rose stem, 
The winds' beloved, the garden's geok 



THE GOLDEN VIOLET. 



161 



No wonder that it blooms so well : 
Thy tears have been on every leaf; 

And, Miraala, thy heart can tell 

How lasting that which feeds on grie£ 

'Twas a branch of roses her lover gave 
Amid her raven curls to wave; 
When they bade farewell, with that gentle sorrow 
Of the parting that sighs, ** we meet to-monrow ;" 
Yet the maiden knows not if her tears are aihed 
Over the faithless or over the dead. 
She has not seen his face since that night 
IVhen she watch'd his shadow by pale moonlight, 
And that branch has been cherish'd as all that was 

left 
To remind her of love and of hope bereft. 

She was one summer evening laid 
Beneath the tulip tree^s green shade. 

When from her favourite rose a cloud 
Floated like those at break of day ;-^ 

She mark'd its silvery folds unshroud, 
And there a radiant figure lay. 
And in murmurs soft as those 
Which sweep the sea at evening dose. 
Spoke the Spirit of the rose : — 
*< MiBZALA, thy lover sleeps 
While his mistress fur him weeps. 
He is bound by magic spell, 
Of force which woman's love may quell ; 
I will guide thee to the hall 
Where thy fidth may break his thralL 
Think thou if thy heart can dare 
All that thou must look on there. 
Turn not thou for hope nor fear, 
Till the marble hall appear. 
There thou wilt thy lover see 
Dead to life, and love, and thee. 
Only truth so pure as thine 
Could approach the charmed shrine. 
Press thy lips to the cold stone, 
He will wake, — the spell be done I 
Hast thou courage like thy love 1 
Follow thou the snow-white dove." 

And MiBZALA rose up, and there 

Was a £ur dove on that rose tree, 
With white virings glittering on the air. 

Like foam upon a summer sea. 
She followed it until she stood 

By where a little boat lay moor'd 
To the green willow, from the flood 

But by a water flag secured. 
She enter'd, and it cut the tide ; 

Odours and music fill'd the sail, 
iis if a rose and late had iigh'd 

A mingled breath upon the gaku 



It was at first a lovely scene : 

Leaves and branches wreath'd a screen. 

Sunbeams there might wander through ; 

Glimpses of a sky of blue. 

Like the hopes that smile to cheer 

The earthliness of sorrow here ; 

And like summer queens, beside, 

Roses gazed upon the tide. 

Each one longing to caress 

Her own mirror'd loveliness ; 

And the purple orchuB shone 

Rich, as shines an Indian stone ; 

And the honeysuckle's flower 

Crimson, as a sunset hour ; 

But too soon the blooms are past,-* 

When did ever beauty last ? 
' And there came a dreaiy shade. 

Of the yew and cypress made, 

Moaning in the sullen breeze ; 

And at length not even these. 

But rocks in wild confusion hurl'd 

Relics of a ruin'd world. 

Wide, more wide, the river grew, 

Blacker changed its dreary hue, 

Till, oppress'd, the wearied eye 

Only gazed on sea and sky — 

Sea of death, and sky of night, 

Where a storm had been like light 

MiRZALA was pale, yet still 

Shrank she not for dread of ilL 
She cross'd the sea, and she gain'd the shore ; 
But little it recks to number o'er 
The weary days, and the heavy fears. 
When hope could only smile through tears. 
The perils, the pains, through which she pass'd^ 
Till she came to a castle's gate at last 

Twas evening ; but the glorious sky, 
With its purple light and Tyrian dye. 
Was contrast strange to the drear heath 
Which bleak and desolate lay beneath. 
Trees, but leafless all, stood there. 
For the lightning flash had left them bare ; 
The grass lay wiUier'd, as if the wind 
Of the Siroc had mark'd its red coihrse ; behind 
The bright clouds shone on the river's ftce. 
But the death-black waters had not a trace 
Of the crimson bUze that over them play'd t 
It seem'd as if a curse were laid 
On the grass, on the river, the tree, and the flower^ 
And shut them out from the sunbeam's power ; 
And with the last ray which the sunbeam threw. 
The dove flew up, and vanish'd too. 
And MiKZALA knew she had reach'd that hall 
Where her lover lay sleeping in magic thrall ; 
And she sat her down by a blasted tree. 
To watch for what her fate might be. 
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But at midnight the ^tes roird apart with a 
sound 

Like the groan sent forth from the yawningground. 
On she went with scarce light to show 
That gulf and darkness were below,— 
Light like the wan blue flames that wave 
Their death-torch o'er the murderer's grave ; 
And flickering shapes beset the way, 
Watching in gloom to seize their prey, 
Most terrible, for that the eye 
Wander'd in dim uncertainty ; 
But MiRZALA pressed fearless on, 
Till every dreaxy shade was gone. 

At once bursting into day 
There a radiant garden lay. 
There were tall and stately trees 
With green boughs, in canopies 
For the rose beneath, that smiled 
Like a young and favourite child ; 
With its purple wealth the vine, 
Mix'd with silver jessamine, 
StretchM around firom tree to tree, 
Like a royal tapestry ; 
Sweet sounds floated on the air, 
Lutes and voices mingled there, 
And a thousand flowers blent 
Into one delicious scent ; 
Singing birds, and azure skies, 
Made a spot like Paradise. 
MiRZALA paused not to lave 
/ Her pale forehead in the wave, 
Though each fountain was as bright 
As if form'd of dew and light 
Paused she not for the sweet song, 
On the rich air borne along. 
Fair forms throng'd around with flowexB 
Breathing of spring's earliest hours ; 
Others from their baskets roU'd 
Fruits of ruby and of gold. 
Vainly ! nothing could delay, 
Nothing win the maiden's stay. 
And the magic scene again 
Changed to a white marble £uie 
And as Mirzala drew near, 
(few she two blight forms appear. 
The first wore gorgeous coronet. 
With topaz, pearl, and sapphire set, 
And a diamond zone embraced 
The rich robe around her waist ; 
And as conscious of her power 
In her great and royal dower. 
With a smile that seem'd to say 
Only gold can clear thy way. 
She her casket show'd, where shone 
Precious ore and Indian stone. 
•< O ! if gold could win his heart, 
would from the search depart ; 



All my ofleruig must be 

True and spotless constancy." 

Then to the other shape she turn'^* 

Whose cheek with crimson blushes born d 

But to think love could be sold 

For a heartless gift of gold. 

From her Uly-braided hair 

Took the spirit bud as fair 

As if to summer suns unknown, 

Gave it the maiden, and was gone. 

Then Mirzala stood by a portal bair'd ' 
Where held the Lion King his guard ; 
But touch'd by that bud the lion grew tame. 
And the chain'd portals asunder came. 
It was darkness all in that magic room. 
But a sweet light stream'd from the lily's bloom. 
And Mirzala look'd on her lover's facOy 
And he woke at the touch of her soft embrace. 
Joy, joy for the maiden, her task is done, — 
The spell is broken, her love is won. 



Thi next who rose had that martial a!r. 
Such as stately warrior wont to wear ; 
Haughty his step, and sun and toil 
Had left on his cheek their darker soil. 
And on his brow of pride was the scar. 
The soldier's sign of glorious war ; 
And the notes came forth like the bearuig bold 
Of the knightly deeds which their numbers told. 



THE FALCON : 

THB LAT or THE NORMAN KK10BT. 

I BEAR a sound o*er hiU and plain, 

It doth not pass away. 
Is it the valleys that ring forth 

Hieir welcome to the day ! 
Or is it that the lofty woods, 

Touch'd by the mom, rejoice 1 
No, 'tis another sound than these, — 

It is the battle's voice. 
I see the martial ranks, I see 

Their banners floating there. 
And plume and spear rise meteor liks 

Upon the reddening air. 
One mark'd I most of all, — ^he wm§ 

Mine own familiar friend ; 
A blessing after him was all 

My distant lip could send. 
Curse on the feeble arm that hung 

Then useless by my side ! 
I lay before my tent and watch'd 

Onwards the warriors lide. 
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Di Valikci he was first of all, 

Upon his foam«white steed ; 
Never knight curbed more gallantly 

A fiery courser's speed. 
His silver armour shone like light, 

In the young morning's ray ; 
And around his helm the snowy plume 

Danced like the ocean spray. 
Sudden a bird burst through the air^— 

I knew his falcon's flight ; 
He perch'd beside his master's hand,^ 

Loud shouts rose at the sight. 
For many there deem'd the brave bird 

Augur'd a glorious day ; 
To my dark thoughts, his fond caress 

Seem'd a fisurewell to say. 
One moment and he spread his wings. 

The bird was seen no more ; 
Like the sea waves, the armed ranks 

Swept onwards as before. 
The height whereon I lay look'd down 

On a thick wooded land, 
And soon amid the forest shade 

I lost the noble band. 
The snow-white steed, the silver shield, 

Amid the foliage shone ; 
But thicker dosed the heavy boughs. 

And even these were gone. 
Yet still I heard the ringing steps 

Of soldiers clad in mail. 
And heard the stirring trumpet send 

Defiance on the gale. 
Then rose those deadlier sounds that tell 

When foes meet hand to hand,^ 
The shout, the yell, the iron clang 

Of meeting spear and brand. 
I have stood when my own lifeblood 

Pour'd down like winter rain ; 
But rather would I shed its last 

Than live that day again. 
Squire, page, and leech my feverish haste 

To seek me tidings sent ; 
And day was closing as I paced 

Alone beside my tent ; 
When suddenly upon ray hand 

A bird sank down to rest, — 
The falcon, — ^but its head was droop'd. 

And soil'd and stain'd its breast 
A light glanced through the trees : I knew 

His courser's snowy hide,-— 
But that was dash'd with blood ; one bound, 

And at my feet it died. 
I rush'd towards my sword, — alas. 

My arm hung in its sling ; 
But, as to lead my venture. 

The felcon spread its vnng. 
I met its large beseeching eye 

Tum'd to mine, as in prayer ; 

(90) 



I follow'd, such was its strange power. 

Its circuit through the air. 
It led me on, — before my path 

The tangled branches yield ; 
It led me on till we had gain'd 

The morning's battle-field. 
The &llen confused, and numberless I 

** O grief! it is in vain, 
My own beloved friend, to seek 

For thee amid the slain." 
Yet paused the falcon, where heap'd dead 

Spoke thickest of the firay ; 
There, compass'd by a hostile ring, 

Its noble master lay. 
None of his band were near, around 

Were only foes o'erthrown; 
It seem'd as desperate he rush'd. 

And fought, and fell alone. 
The helm, with its white plumes, wm§ off; 

The silver shield blood-stain'd ; 
But yet within the red right hand 

The broken sword remain'd. 
That night I watched beside, and kept 

The hungry wolves away, 
And twice the falcon's beak was dipp'd 

In blood of birds of prey. 
The morning rose, another step 

With mine was on the plain ; 
A hermit, who with pious aid 

Sought where life might remain. 
We made Da Valbncs there a graven 

The spot which now he prest ; 
For shroud, he had his blood-stain'd mail^-" 

Such suits the soldier best 
A chestnut tree grew on the spot ; 

It was as if he sought, 
From the press of surrounding foes. 

Its shelter while he fought. 
The grave was dug, a cross was raised, 

The prayers were duly said, 
While perch'd upon a luw-hung bough 

The bird moan'd overhead. 
We laid the last sod on the grave,— 

The falcon dropp'd like lead ; 
I placed it in my breast in vain. 

Its gallant life was fled. 
We bade the fidthful creature share 

Its master's place of rest ; 
I took two feathers firom its wing, 

Hiey are my only cresL 
Spring leaves were green upon the trees 

What time Ds Valxhcb fell ; 
Let autumn's yellow forests say 

If I avenged him well. 
And then I laid aside my sword. 

And took my lute to thee, 
And vow'd for my sworn brother's sake 

I would a wanderer be. 
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Tin for a year I had proclaimed 

In distant lands his fame, 
And taught to many a foreign court 

Ds Valkncb's brave name. , 
Never was heart more kind and true. 

Never was hand more bold ; 
Never was there more royal knight.— 

Gentles, my tale is told. 



Stbaitgb contrast to each gorgeous Test, 
His rough plaid crost upon his breast, 
And looking worn, and wild, and rude. 
As just from mountain solitude ; 
Though weary brow and drooping eye 
Told wanderer 'neath a distant sky. 
Heedless of all, with absent look. 
The key of his dairshach he took ; 
But the first breath, O ! it was sweet, 
As river gliding at your feet, 
And leaving, as it murmurs by. 
Your pleasant dream, half thought, half sigh. 



THE DREAM: 

THX LAT or THS SCOTTISH MIKSTBXL. 

Thkrr are fio sounds in the wanderer's ear, 
To breathe of the home that he holds so dear ; 
Your gales pass by on the breath of the rose, 
The vines on your sunny hills repose ; 
And your river is clear as its silver tide 
Hiid no task save to mirror the flowers beside. 
Thou art fair, Provence, but not fair to me 
As the land which my spirit is pining to see. 
Where the pine rises darkly, the lord of the 

wood. 
Or stands lone in the pass, where the warrior has 

stood ; . 
Where the torrent i^ rushing like youth in its 

might. 
And the cavern is black as the slumber of night ; 
Where the deer o*er the hills bound, as fleet and 

as free 
As the shaft frt>m the bow, as the wave of the sea ; 
Where the heather is sweet as the sleep that is 

found 
By the hunter who makes it his bed on the 

ground; 
Where the might of the chieftain goes down to 

his son. 
In numbers as wild as the deeds that are done ; 
Where the harp has notes caught from the storm 

and the flood, 
^Vien foemen are gathering together in blood ; 



Yet has others that whisper the maiden, of love, 

In tones that re-echo the linet and dove ; 

Where the mountain ash guards us from elfin and 

fiiy; 
Where the broom, spendthiift-like, flings its gold 

wreath away ; 
And the harebell shines blue in the depth of ths 

vale, 
O ! dear country of mine, of thee be my tale. 

The lady awoke from the slumber of night, 
But the vision had melted away from her sight 
She tum'd to her pillow for rest, but again 
The same vision of fear became only more plain. 

She dream'd she stood on a fidr hill side. 
And their lands lay beneath in summer pridei 
The sky was clear, and the earth was green. 
Her heart grew light as she gazed on the scene. 
Two frdr oak trees most caught her eye. 
The one look'd proudly up to the sky, 
The other bent meekly, as if to share 
The shelter its proud boughs flung on the air. 
There came no cloud on the &oe of day. 
Yet even as she look'd they pass'd away, 
Unmark'd as though they had never been, 
Save a young green shoot that had sprung be- 
tween. 
And while she gazed on it, she could see 
That sappling spring up to a noble tree. 
Again she woke, and again she slept, 
But the same dream still on her eyelids kept 
The morning came at last, but its light 
Seem'd not to her as her mornings bright 
A sadness hung on her lip and brow. 
She could not shake ofi*, she shamed to avow. 

While the hounds that chase the stag and roe 
Were gathering in the court below. 
She walk*d with her lord, and marked that on him 
A somewhat of secret shadow lay dim ; 
And sought she the cause with that sweet art. 
Which is the science of woman's fond heart. 
That may not bear the loved one to brood 
O'er aught of sorrow in solitude ; 
And with gentle arm in his entwined. 
And witching cheek on his reclined. 
The source of his gloom is to her made known, 
'Tis a dream, — she starts, for she hears her own. 
But his cares, at least, to the summons yield 
Of the baying hound and the cheerful field ; 
At the horn's glad peal, he downwards flung 
From the terraced wall, and the stirrup sprung. 
And the lady forgot her bodings too. 
As his steed dash'd aside the morning dew, 
So graceful he sate, while his flashing eye 
Seem'd proud of his gallant mastery. 
But the swell of the horn died away on the air. 
And the hunter and hounds were no longer there ; 
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Then Matilda tum'd to her loneliness, 

With a cloud on her spirit which she might not 

repress. 
She took up her pencil, unconscious she drew 
A heavy branch of the funeral yew ; 
She reach'd her lute and its song awoke, 
But the string, as she touched it,~wail*d and broke ; 
Then turned she the poet's gifted lea^ 
But the tale was death, and the words were gnef ; 
And still, with a power she might not quell, 
The dream of the night o'er her hung like a spelL 
Day pass'd, but her lord was still away ; 
Word came he was press'd to a festal array ; — 
Twas a moment's thought,— around her was 

thrown 
The muffling plaid, and she hasten'd alone 
To the glen, where dwelt the awful maid 
To whom the spirits of air had said 
Unearthly words, and given a power 
On the wind, and the stars, and the midnight 

hour. 
She reach'd that glen ; not till then she took 
One moment's breath, or one moment's look. 
When paused she in awe— 'twas so lone, so still ; 
Silence was laid cfn, the leaf and the rill, — 
It was stillness as that of the tomb around, 
The beat of her heart was the only sound. 
On one side bleak rocks the barrier made. 
As the first great curse were upon them laid ; 
Drear and desolate, stem and bare, 
Tempests and time had been ravaging there. 
And there gather'd darkly the lowering sky, « 

As if fearing its own obscurity ; 
And spectre like, around the vale. 
Pale larches flung their long arms on the gale. 
Till the sward of the glen sloped abruptly away. 
And a gloomy lake under the precipice lay. 
Never was life or sound in its wave, — 
An abyss like that of the depths of the grave. 
On yet she went ; till, sudden as thought, 
By her stood the seer whom she wildly sought 
She had heard no step, seen no shadow glide. 
Yet there the prophetess was by her side. 
As the skilful in music tone their chords, 
The lady had arm'd her with soothing words ; 
But she looked on the face that fronted her there, 
And her words and their substance melted in air. 
Pale as the corpse on its death'bed reclining ; 
And hands through whose shadow the starbeam 

was shining, 
As they waved from her forehead the raven cloud 
Of hair that fell to her feet like a shroud ; 
And awfiil eyes, — never had earth 
To their fearful wanderings given birth, 
Their light and their haunting darkness came 
From gazing on those it is sin to name. 
She spoke, it was low, but it sank on the soul 
With deadlier force than the thunder's roll ; 



Yet her voice was sweet, as to it were left 

The all of human feeling not reft : 

** I heard the words come on the midnight wind ; 

They pass'd, but their message is left behind ; 

I watch'd the course of a falling star. 

And I heard the bode of its cry from afar ; 

I talk'd with the spirit of yonder lake ; 

I sorrow'd, and, lady, 'twas for thy sake. 

Part from thy face the sunny hair, 

So young, and yet death b written there. 

No one is standing beside thee now. 

Yet mine eyes can see a noble brow, 

I can see the flash of a clear dark eye. 

And a stately hunter is passing by. 

You will go to the tomb, but not alone. 

For the doom of that hunter is as your own. 

Hasten thee home, and kiss the cheek 

Of thy young fair child, nor fear to break 

The boy's sweet slumber of peace ; for not 

With his father's or thine is that orphan's lot 

As the sappling sprang up to a stately tree. 

He will flourish ; but thou, not fond mother, tot 

thee. 
Now away, for those who would blast thy sight 
Are gathering fast on the clouds of night ; 
Away, while yet those small clear stars shine, 
They'll grow pale at the meeting of me and mine.** 



Alas, for the weird of the wizard maid ! 
Alas, for the truth of the words which she said t 
Ah, true for aye will those bodings be 
That tell of mortal misery ! 
I've seen my noble chieftain laid low, 
And my harp o'er his grave wail'd its song of wo ; 
And again it wail'd for the gentle bride 
Who with hastening love soon slept by his side. 
He pass'd away in the early spring. 
And she in the summer, whose sun could bring 
Warmth and life, in its genial hour, 
To all save the drooping human flower. 
I left the land, I could not stay 
Where the gallant, the lovely, had pass'd away ; 
Yet now my spirit is pining to greet 
My youthful chief in his parent's seat 
I saw him once in a foreign land. 
With plume on head, and with spear in nand ; 
And many a lady's eye was bent 
On the stranger knight in the tournament, 
He had his father's stately brow. 
And the falcon eye that flash'd below ; 
But when he knelt as the victor down, 
(Fair was the maiden who gave tne crown,} 
A few low words the yoyng warrior said, 
And his lip had his mother's smile and red. 
He is dwelling now in his native glen. 
And there my harp must waken again ; 
My last song shall be for him young, him brave, 
I Then away to die at my master's ^»j?^V 
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Lid by a child whose sunny air, 
And rosy cheek young Health might wear. 
When rising from the mountain wave, 
Fresh as the stream its freshness gave ; 
But gentle eyes, with soilness fraught, 
As if their tenderness they caught 
From gazing on the pallid brow 
Whose only light was from them now. 
Beautiful it was to see 
Such love in early infancy. 
Far from the aged steps she led, 
Long since the guiding light had fled ; 
And meek and sad the old man grew, 
As nearer life's dark goal he drew : 
All solace of such weary hour 
Was that child's love, and his own power 
0*er music's spirit, and the store 
He treasured up of legend lore. 
She led him gently to his seat, 
And took her place beside his feet. 
Up gazing with fond fixed eye, 
Lest sigh should pass unnoticed by. , 
A clear rich prelude forth he rang, 
Brighten'd his look as thus he sang ; 
The colour lit his forehead pale. 
As the master told his ancient tale. 



THE CHILD OF THE SEA: 

TBI LAT OF THB SICOBTD PBOTBH^AL BABD. 

It was a summer evening; and the sea 
Seem'd to rejoice in its tranquillity ; 
Rolling its gentle waters to the west, 
Till the rich crimson blush'd upon their breast, 
Uniting lovingly the wave and sky, 
Like Hope content in its delight to die. 
A young queen with her maidens sat and sung 
While ocean thousands of sweet echoes flung, 
Delighted them to hear their voices blent 
With music from the murmuring element 
Then cast they on the winds their radiant hair. 
Then gathered of the pink shells those most rare, 
To gem their flying curls, that each might seem 
A Nereid risen from the briny stream. 
When sudden cried the queen, " Come, gaze with 

me 
At what may yonder in the distance be." 
All gathered round. A little speck was seen, 
Like a mere shadow, on the billows green. 
Nearer and nearer, more distinct it grew. 
Till came a fragile vessel full in view ; 
As if at random flung to a chance gale. 
Unchecked, unguided, flapped a silken sail ; 
And saw they all alone a lady there, 
Her neck and arms to the rude sea-wind bare. 
And her heati bow*d aa in ita laat daspair. 



It came no nearer, on the sea it lay ; 

The wind, exhausted, had died quite away. 

They had a fairy boat, in which 'twas sport 

Amid the inland channels to resort ; 

Their fair hands raised the sail, and plied the oar. 

And brought the lonely wanderer to their shore ; 

Then mark'd they how her scarlet mantle's fold 

Was round a young, a lovely inDsmt roU'd. 

They brought the wearied stranger to their tent. 

Flung o'er her face cool water, gifted scent. 

And touch'd her lips with wine, though all too plain 

That death was darkening in each frozen vein : 

Eager she gazed where the queen stood beside. 

Her hands stretch'd to her own fair boy, and died. 

And thus the babe was left without a name. 
Child of the Sea, without a kindred claim : 
He never felt the want ; that gentle queei\ 
Nurtured his infancy, as though he had been 
The brother of her own sweet Isabellx ; 
But as he grew she thought it need to tell 
His history, and gave the cloak whose fold 
Was heavy with rich work and broider'd gold ; 
And also gave his mother's carkanet, 
With precious stones in regal order set 
In truth he was well worthy of her care ; 
None of the court might match his princely air,— 
And those who boasted of their bearing high 
Quail'd at the flashing of his falcon eye. 
Young as he was, none better ruled the speed 
Or curb'd the mettle of the wayward steed. 
None better kiiew the hunter's gentle craft, 
None could wing from the bow a truer shaft ; 
And noble was his courtesy and bland, 
Graceful his bearing in the saraband ; 
He knew the learned scroll the clerk displays, 
And touch'd the lute to the fine poet's lays ; 
And many bright eyes would their glances fling 
On the young victor in the tilters' ring. 

Young as he was, the seal was on his heart, 
That burning impress which may not depart 
Where it has once been set. Love's fiery seal : 
But little need I dwell on what all feel ; 
Gay, grave, cold, proud, stem, high, say is thera 

one 
Whom at some time Love has not breathed upon T 
And EoLAMOOR tum'd to fair Is a belli. 
As to his destiny's best oracle : 
'Twas at midnight, beneath her bower, he song 
Those gentle words, with which love gifts the 

tongue. 

TBB SOB0. 

O ! give me but my gallant steed, 
My spurs and sword to serve at need. 
The shield that has my father's crest, 
Thy colours, lady, on my breast. 
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And I win forth to wfld warfare. 
And win thee, or will perish there. 
I am unknown, of a lost line, 
And thou, love, art the flower of thine. 
I know thou art above me far, 
Tet still thou art hope's leading star ; 
For love is like the breathing wind 
That every where may entrance find. 
I saw thee, sure the fairest one 
The morning light e*er lookM upon ; 
No wonder that my heart was moved, 
Twere marvel if I had not loved. 
Long, long held by a spell too dear, 
Thy smile has kept thy loiterer here. 
Almost it seem*d enough for me 
Of Heaven to only gaze on thee. 
But love lights high and gallant thought, 
A rich prize must be dearly bought 
Unworthy votary at thy shrine, 
I scorn my falchion's idle shine ; 
To-morrow I will wend away 
To dim it in the battle fray. 
Lady, &rewell ! I pray thee give 
One look whereon may absence live. 
One word upon my ear to dwell, 
And, then, sweet lady mine, larewelL 

Then softly open was a casement flung. 
And a fair face from out the lattice hung ; 
The trace of heavy team was on her cheek. 
But dash'd aside, as though the heart were 

weak 
Li tenderness, yet it sought strength to show 
An outward firmnees, whate'er lurk'd below. 
Twas but a moment's struggle ; and the pride 
That nerves the softness of a hero's bride 
Was on her lofty forehead, as she gave 
A sonny curi beside his plume to wave. 
" I have another gift which you must take. 
And guard it, Eolamour, well for my sake: 
It is a charmed ring, this emerald stone 
Will be a sign, when thou art from me gone. 
Mark if it changes ; if a spot be seen 
On the now spotless ground of lighted green, 
Danger is around me ; hasto thou then to me. 
Thou know'st how feariess is my trust in thee. 
There is a weight to-night upon my heart ; 
Ah ! peace for me can be but where thou art" 
She spoke no more, she felt her bosom swell. 
How could her lip find utterance for farewell t 
He took the curl, one kias is on it press'd, 
Then gave it to its sanctuary, his breast: 
And doff 'd his plumed helm, " Dear lady, now 
Take the last offering of thy lover's vow ; 
And for thy beauty's honour, I will go 
Bareheaded to the battle, weal or wo. 
Never shall crested casque mv temples grace 
Until again I look on thy sweet fiuc." 



A shriek burst from her — ^it was lost in air ; 

She call'd upon his name, — he was not there. 

But leave we her, her solitude to keep. 

To pray the Virgin's pity, wail and weep 

O'er all the tender thoughts that have such powei 

Upon the constant heart in absent hour ; 

And go we forth with our young knight to see 

What high adventure for his arms may be. 

Onward he rode upon a barbed steed, 

Milk-white as in the maiden's bridal weed, 

Champing his silver bit From throat to heel 

Himself was clad in Milan's shining steel ; 

The surcoat that he wore was work'd with gold ; 

And fity^ his shoulder fell the scarlet fold 

Of a rich mantle lined with miniver, 

His mother's once, all that he held from her. 

Save the bright chain, with pearl and ruby strung^ 

Which rainbow like outside his hauberk hung ; 

His ashen lance lay ready in its rest ; 

His shield was poised beside him, and its crest 

Was a young eaglet trying its first flight, 

The motto, *' I must seek to win my right ;*' 

Two greyhounds ran beside ; and mortal sight 

Had never look'd upon more gallant knight 

Bareheaded so his features met the view 

Touch'd by the tender morning's early hue : 

And eyes like the wild merlin's when she spring! 

After long prison on her eager wings, 

Fierce in their beauty, with that flashing glance 

Which dazzles as it were a flying lance. 

Giving the sternness of a warrior's air 

To what had else seem'd face almost too fair : 

And, as in mockery of the helm, behind, 

Like plimies, his bright curls danced upon the 

wind; 
Curls of that tint o'er which a sunbeam flinga 
A thousand colours on their auburn rings. 



Two days he joumey'd, till he reach'd a wood, 
A very dwelling-place of solitude ; 
Where the leaves grew by myriads, and the boughs 
Were fiU'd with linnets, singing their sweet vowa 
And dreaming, lover like with open eye. 
And envied the gay birds that they might fly 
As with a thought from green tree to green tree. 
And wing their way with their dear loves to be. 
Even as he mused on this, he heard a cry, 
A bitter shriek for mercy pleading high. 
He rush'd and saw two combatants with one 
Whose strength seem'd in th' unequal battle done ; 
And praying, weeping, knelt a maiden near. 
Whose piercing voice it was had reach'd his ear. 
His lance flies, and one felon bites the ground ; 
The other turns, and turns for a death wound. 
Their champion moved the rescued twain to greet. 
Just one embrace, and they arc at his foet 
And gazed Sir Eo lam our on their strange dreia^ 
But more on the fSur dame's great lovelineaa ; 
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For, saving one, to him still beauty's queen, 
A face so radiant had he never seen. 
Together, for the sun was high in June, 
Thej sought a shelter from the sultry noon. 
There was shade all around, but had one place 
Somewhat more soilness in its gentler grace ; 
There of fiiir moss a pleasant couch was made. 
And a small fountain o'er the wild flowers play'd, 
A natural lute, plaining amid the grove. 
Less like the voice of sorrow than of love. 
They told their histoiy : the maiden came 
From a fiir heathen land, of foreign name ; 
The Soldan's daughter, but she fled her stato 
To share a Christian lover's humble fate : 
That lover was from Italy, his hand 
Had o'er a cunning art a strange command ; 
For he had curious colours, that could givp - 
The human £gice, so like, it seem'd to live. 
He had cross'd over land and over sea 
To gaze on the fair Saracen ; and she, 
When seen, was like the visions that were brought 
In unreal beauty on his sleeping thought. 
And love is like the lightning in its might. 
Winging where least bethought its fiery flight. 
Melting the blade, despite the scabbard*s guard. 
Love, passionate Love, hast thou not thy reward, 
Despite of all the soil and stain that clings 
When earth thou touchest with thy heavenly 

wings, 
In rich retum'd affection, which doth make 
Light of all suffering, for its own dear sake t 
Together they had fled by sea and land, 
And the youth led her to Italia's strand. 
Where he had a lone home in Amo's vale, 
A fit nest for his lovely nightingale. 
Till stopp'd by those fierce outlaws who had 

paid 
Their life's base forfeit to the victor's blade. 

Mused EoLAXouR, in silence, on the art 
Which even to absence pleasure could impart ; 
Ever before the eyes the one lo^ed &ce. 
Aiding the memory with its present grace. 
Beautiful art, in pity surely sent 
To soothe the banish'd lover's discontent ! 
They pray'd they too his history and name. 
Wherefore and whence their gallant champion 

camel 
And told he of his vo^, and of the maid 
For whose sake each high venture was essay'd. 
With earnest tone the painter said his way 
Beside the palace of the princess lay ; 
And pray'd of his deliverer that he might 
Bear off his likeness to his lady's sight 
And soon saw Eolamour, with glad surprise, 
The colours darken, and the features rise. 
He gazed within the fountain, and the view 
Wms not more ihan the tablet's likeness true. 



At length they parted, as those part, in pain. 
Who rather wish than hope to meet again. 

'Twas ni^ht, but night which the imperial moon. 
Regal in her full beauty, tum'd to noon. 
But still the noon of midnight ; though the ray 
Was clear and bright, it was not that of day ; 
When EoL AMOUR came to a gate ; 'twas roll'd 
On its vast hinges back ; his eyes behold 
^ He who counts his life but light. 
Let him hunt my deer to-night" 
Needed no more, honour might be to win. 
Eager our gallant spurr'd bis courser in. 
A noble park it was : the sweep of green 
Seem'd like a sea touch'd with the silver sheen 
Of moonlight, with the floating isles of shade 
Lithe coppices of shrubs sweet-scented made ; 
Twas dotted with small pools, upon whose breast 
The radiance seem'd to have a favourite rest. 
So bright each crystal surface shone ; and, round, . 
Lines of tall stately trees flung on the ground 
Huge mass of shade, while others stood alone. 
As if too mighty for companions grown. 
And yielded Eolamour to the delight 
Which ever must be bom of such a night 
When, starting firom his dream, he saw stand 

near. 
Bright as the lake they drank from, the white deer. 
Instant the leash was from his greyhounds flung. 
They would not to the chase, but backwards hung 
To cheer them on he wound his bugle-horn ; 
And, ere the sound was in the distance borne 
Away to silence, rang another strain. 
And furious spurr'd a steed across the plain, - 
Huge like its giant rider. As he pass'd, 
His shadow fell, as if a storm had cast 
A sudden night around ; grasp'd his right hand 
A spear, to which our youth's was but a wand ; 
Black as his shadow on the darkened field 
Was horse and armour ; and his gloomy shield 
Was as a cloud passing before the stars. 
EoLAXouR set his lance ; scarcely it jar 
The mail'd rings of the hauberk : down he bent 
In time to shun the one his foeman sent ; 
Wastuig its strength it reach'd the lake beside. 
And like a fallen tree dash'd in the tide. 
Their swords are out like lightning ; one whoae 

stroke 
Is as the bolt that fells the forest oak, 
The other with light arm and ready wound. 
At length the black knight's steed rolls on the 

ground; 
He rises like a tower. One desperate blow, 
And the blood wells from Eolamour's fair brow , 
His shield is dash'd in pieces : but just then. 
Ere the recover'd blow was aim'd again. 
He stakes his life upon a sudden thrust. 
And his fierce foe is levell'd in the dust. 
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Gaxed he in wonder on each giant limb, 

Tet scarce he deemM victory was won by him. 

He went on bended knee : *' Now, virgin queen. 

Who hast my succour in this danger been. 

Mother of God, these fair white deer shall be 

Ofier*d to-morrow at thy sanctuary." 

He sat down by a fountain near, and tame 

These gentle hinds now at his beckon came ; 

He lean'd on the soft grassy bed and slept. 

And when he waked found they their watch had 

kept 
Then sprang he on his steed. The sun w^;i high, 
Morning's last blush was fading from the sky 
O'er a fair city ; there with pious will 
He tum'd, his vow'd thanksgiving to fulfil 
He enter'd victor ; and around him drew 
The multitude, who could not sate their view 
Gazing upon him who the black knight slew, 
And yet so young, so fiiir. Though somewhat 

now 
His cheek had lost its custom*d summer glow. 
With paleness from his wound, yet was not one 
Could say his peer they e'er had look'd upon. 
He found a stately church, and, bending there, 
His spoil devoted, — ^pray'd his lover prayer ; 
When, rising from his knee, he saw a train 
With cross and chaunt enter the holy fane, 
Led by a man, though aged, of stately air. 
With purple robe, though head and feet were bare. 
He ask'd the cause, and he was told, the king 
Thus sought some mercy on his suffering ; 
For that he had, in causeless jealousy. 
Exposed his wife and child to the rude sea. 
Hope thriird the bosom of our ocean knight. 
Anxious he staid and watch'd the sacred rite ; 
He saw the old man kneel before the shrine 
Where was tlie image of the Maid Divine. 
He pray'd to her that Heaven, now reconciled, 
Would pardon his great fault, and give his child 
Back to his arms. With that the stranger set 
Full in his view the cloak and carkanet 
One moment gazed the king upon his face ; 
The next, and they are lock*d in last embrace. 
While from their mutual eyes the warm tears run. — 
The Virgin Mother hath restored his son. 
Hasty thanksgivings, anxious words were said ; 
Joy for the living, sorrow for the dead. 
Mingled together. O ! for those sweet ties 
By which blood links affection's sympathies ; 
Out on the heartless creed which nulls the claim 
Upon the heart of kindred, birth, and name. 
Together seek they now the regal hall 
So long unknown to anght of festival ; 
Once fiird with mourning, as now fill'd with joy, 
While thousands gather round the princely boy. 

OpenM the king his treasury, and gave 
His bounty forth free as the boundless wave ; 



Feasting was spread, the dance, tho masque, the 

song. 
Whatever might to revelry belong: 
Seem'd the young prince ti^ if he had a chann, 
Love to take prisoner, envy to disarm. 
Yet e'en while floating thus on fortune's tide. 
While each delight the past delight outvied, 
Never omitted he at twilight hour, 
When sleep and dew fall on the painted flower. 
There for the night like bosom friends to dwell. 
To kiss the ring of his sweet Is a belle. 
He told his father, whose consent had seal'd 
The gentle secret, half in fear reveal'd. 
True love is timid, as it knew its worth. 
And that such happiness is scare for earth. 
Waited he only for the princely band 
With which he was to seek his foster-land. 
When gazing on the treasured ring one night 
He saw clouds gather on the emerald's light 
Like lightning he has flung him on the steed 
His hasty spur then urged to fiery speed. 
But leave we him to press his anxious way. 
His band to follow with what haste they may ; 
And turn to the lorn princess who had kept, 
With all a woman's truth, the faith she wept 
Rather than spoke at parting. It was One 
Whose love another faith had bade her shun,«- 
Ah ! shame and sign of this our mortal state. 
That ever gentle love can turn to hate,-;- 
Had caused her all this misery. He brought 
A charge that she with arts unholy wrought ; 
For he had seen his rivals picture press' 
To its soft home and altar on her breast 
And hitherto unknown in that far land 
Was the sweet cunning of the limner's hand. 

It was a fearful charge, all hope was vain. 
And she must die the fire's red death of pain. 
Unless that ^he could find some gentle knight 
Who would do battle for a maiden's right. 
And win ; but her accuser never yet 
In field or tourney had an equal met 

The fatal day is come, the pile is raised. 
As eager for its victim fierce it blazed. 
They led her forth; her brow and neck were 

bare. 
Save for the silken veil of unbound hair ; 
So beautiful, few were there who could brook 
To cast on her sweet face a second look. 
There stood she, even as a statue stands. 
With head droop'd downward, and with clasped 

hands; 
Such small white hands that match'd her ivory 

feet. 
How may they bear that scorching fire to meet ! , 
On her pale cheek there lay a tear, but one 
Cold as the icicle on carved stone. 
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Despair weeps not Her lip moved as in prayer 
Unconsciously ; as if prayers had been there. 
And they moved now from custom. Triumphing, 
Sir Amice rode around the weeping ring: 
Once, twice, the trumpet challenges : all fear 
To meet th* accuser^s never erring spear. 
Her lip grows ghastly pale, closes her eye» 
It cannot meet its last of agony. 

But, hark ! there comes a distant rushing sound, 
The crowd gives way before a courser's bound. 
She turns her face ; her scarce raised eyes behold 
The unhelmM head shine with its curls of gold. 
Sir Amice knew his rival. What ! so slight, 
So young, would he dare cope with him in fight t 
Their blades flash out, but only one is red ; 
Rolls on the ground the traitor's felon head, 
The dust around with his lifeblood is dyed. 
And EoLAMouR darts to his maiden's side. 
Her lip is red, her eyes with tears are dim, 
But she is safe, and she is saved by him. 

My tale is told. May minstrel words express 
The light at noon, or young love's happiness 1 
Enow, I trow, of that sweet dream can tell 
Without my aiding. Gentles, fare ye welL 



. Wild and pale was the strange brow 
Of the bard advancing now ; 
Eyeballs with such wandering light 
Like the meteors of the night, 
As if they that fearful look 
From their own dark mountains took, 
Where the evil ones arc found — 
Gloomy haunt, and cursed ground ; 
Sank his voice to mutter'd breath. 
The tale of sorrow, sin, and death. 



THE RING: 

THS eSHMAK XSIVKESINeKR's TALB. 

Both were young, and both were fair : 
She with her shower of golden hair 
Falling Uke flowers, and her bright blue eye 
Like the sparkling wave the oar dashes by ; 
And he with lip and brow as fine 
As the statues his country has made divine. 

And the pair at the holy altar are kneeling, 
While the priest that bond of love is sealing, 
When pleasures and sorrows are blent in one. 
And Heaven blesses what earth has done. 
They love, they are loved, that youth and maid, 
Vei over them hanifB a nameless shade ; 



They are contrasts each : the broider'd gold 

And red gems shine on his mantle's fold ; 

While the young bride's simple russet dress. 

Though well it suits with her loveliness, 

Is not a bridal robe fit for the bride 

Of one so begirt with pomp and pride : 

And on his brow and on his cheek 

Are signs that of wildest passions speak. 

Of one whose fiery will is his law ; 

And his beayty, it strikes on the heart with awe : 

And the -maiden, hers is no smile to brook 

In meekness the storm of an angry look 

For her forehead is proud, and her eyes deep 

blue 
Hath at tintes a spirit flashing through, 
That speaks of feeling too fierce to dwell 
In, woman, thy heart's sweet citadel. 

He placed on the golden nuptial band; 
But the ring hath cut the maiden's hand, 
And the blood dripp'd red on the altar stone,— 
Never that stain from the floor hath gone. 
Away he flung, with a curse, that ring, 
And replaced it with one more glittering; 
And AoATHA smiled, as pleased to bear 
Gems that a queen might be joyed to wear 
The priest urged that ring had been bless'd in 

vain, — 
And the count and the maiden left the &ne. 

Change and time take together their flight, 
AoATUA wanders alone by night 
Has change so soon over passion pass'd. 
So soon has the veil from love been cast 1 
The day at the chase, and the night at the wine, 
ViTALDi has left his young bride to pine, 
To pine if she would : but not hers the eye 
To droop in its weeping, the lip but to sigh ; 
There is rage in that eye, on that lip there is 

pride. 
As it scom'd the sorrow its scorn could not hide. 

O ! frail are the many links that are 
In the chain of affection's tender care, 
And light at first : but, alas ! few know 
How much watching is ask'd to keep them so. 
The will that yields, and the winning smile 
That soothes till anger forgets the while ; 
Words whose music never yet caught 
The discord of an angry thought 
And all those nameless cares that prove 
Their heaviest labour work of love. 
Ay, these are spells to keep the heart, 
When passion's thousand dreams depart ; 
But none of this sweet witchcraft came 
To fan the young count's waning flame. 
Passionate as his own wild skies. 
Rank and wealth seem'd li^t saciifico 
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To his G«nnan maiden's lowly state ; 
Choose he as chooses the wood-dove his mate : 
But when his paradise was won, 
It was not what his fiuicy had fed upon. 

Alas ! when angry words begin 
Their entrance on the lip to win : 
When sullen eye and flushing cheek 
Say more than bitterest tone could speak ; 
And look and word, than fire or steeU 
Give wounds more deep, — time cannot heal ; 
And anger digs, with tauntings vain, 
A gulf it may not pass again. 

Her lord is gone to some hunter's rite. 
Where the red wine^^up passes night ; 
What now hath Aoatha at home ? 
And she has left it lone to roam. 

But evil thoughts are on her, now 
Sweeps the dark shadow o*er her brow. 
What doth she forth at such an hour. 
When hath the fallen fiend his power 1 

On through the black pine forest she pass'd : 
Drearily moan'd around her the blast; 
Hot and heavy the thick boughs grew, 
, Till even with pain her breath she drew ; 
Flicker'd the moonlight over her path, 
As the clouds had gather'd together in wrath, 
Like the vague hopes whose false lures give birth 
To one-half the miseries haunting our earth. 
Maiden, ah ! where is thy way addressed 1 
Where is the red cross that hung on thy breast, 
Safety and solace in danger and fear ? 
Both are around thee, — why is it not near 1 
Enter not thou yon cursed dell. 
Thy rash step has enter'd. Lost maiden, farewelL 

Closed the huge and shapeless crags around. 
There was not of life a sight or sound ; 
The earth was parch'd the trees were sear'd, 
And blasted every branch appear'd ; 
At one end yawn*d a gloomy cave, 
Black, as its mouth were that of the grave ; 
And dark, as if the waters of death 
Were in its depths, rose a well beneath. 
But the deadliest sight of that deadly place 
Was to gaze on the human wanderer^s fitoe : 
Pale it was, as if fell despair 
Had written its worst of lessons there ; 
The features set like funeral stone, 
All of good or kind firom their meaning gone ; 
And the look of defiance to heaven cast. 
As if feeling such look must be the last 
Down she knelt by the well, to say 
What never prayer may wash away. 
It was not a sound that piaws'd along, 
liar aught that might to our earth belong. 



And her words at once in their terror died. 

For the spirit she calKd on stood by her side ; 

Not one of those fi^arful shapes that teem 

On the midnight fears of the maniac's dream. 

But better she could have brooked to gaze 

On the loathliest semblance the grave displays. 

Than to meet that brow, whose beauty and power 

Had somewhat yet of their earlier hour, 

Deeper the pre^nt contrast to show ; 

But pride still struggled in vain with wo. 

And in the wild light of the fiery eye 

Was written hell's immortality. 

He spoke : — ** Now the vow of thy faith resign, 

And in life or in death Yitaldi is thine. 

Seal with thy blood." She bared her arm. 

And the lifestream flow'd for the godless charm. 

One single drop on her ring was shed. 

And the diamond shone as the ruby red. 

" Seal'd mine own, now this be the sign 

That in life or in death Vivaldi is thine.** 

Farewell, AUemaigne, farewell to thy strand, 
They are bound to another, a southern land. 
As yet she is not to be own'd as his bride. 
For fear'd Vivaldi his kinsmen's pride; 
But safely their anchor at Venice is cast. 
And the queen of the ocean is reach'd at last 
Long had Aoatha wish'd to see 
The sunny vineyards of Italy. 
Little was here of what she had dream'd : 
Funeral-like the gondolas seem'd ; 
While the dark waters, parting beneath the oar. 
Were too like those she had seen before ; 
And the count, with his stem and haughty broWy 
Seem'd the shadow of one ever present now. 

Dreary it is the path to trace, 
Step by step, of sin's wild race. 
Pass we on to a lovely night. 
Shone the sea with silver moonlight; 
Who would ever dream, but such time 
Must be sacred from human crime t 
I see two silent figures glide 
Moodily by the radiant tide; 
I see one fall, — in Agatha's breast 
Vivaldi's dagger hath found a nest; 
I hear a heavy plunge, the flood, 

! 'tis crimson'd with human blood ; 

1 see a meteor shining fair, 

It is the sweep of golden hair ; 
Float the waters from the shore. 
The waves roll on, I see no more. 

Long yeare have pass'd, — ^Vivaldi's nuM 
Is foremost in the lists of fame. 
Are there, then, spirits that may steep 
Conscience in such a charmed sleep 1 
No : haggard eye and forehead pale 
Tell aadly of a different tale ; 

0% 
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And some Midi not his wealth or power 
Could bribe them share his midnight hour. 

'Tis mom, and shout and trumpet's call 
Proclaim that it is festival ; 
The doge Vitaldi weds tonlay 
The bride that owns his city's sway ; 
Banner and barge float o'er that bride. 
The peerless Adriatic tide. 

The galleys paused, — the ring he took. 
Why starts the doge with such wild look 1 
He bends again, his heart-streams creep ; 
A pale hand beckons from the deep ; 
All marvel that he doth not fling 
To the sea-bride (he marriage ring. 
He heard the murmur ; none then scann'd. 
Save his own eye, the spectral hand ! 
He drops the ring, then bends again 
To snatch it from that hand in vain. 
He follows what he could not save. 
One flUse step sinks him in the wave { 
All rush the victim to restore. 
But never eye beheld him more. 

Twas strange, for there they found the ring, 
Some said it was fit gift to bring, 
And lay upon the Virgin's shrine. 
Of human vanity a sign. 
And there, as if by mirade, 
One drop of blood beneath it fell ; 
And pale as twilight's earliest dew. 
Lost the bright ring its ruby hue. 
There still may curious eye behold 
The relic But my tale is told. 



And sang she in sweet but mournful tonie, 
As her heart had the misery it painted known. 



'* Now welcome, fair Mahovsritk, to thee, 
Fair flower of Provence minstrelsy ." 
Came a lovely lady in place. 
Like the twilight star in her pensive grace. 
White daisies were wrealh'd in the dark brown 

shade 
Of her tresaes) parted in simple braid ; 
Her long eyelash was the shadow of night. 
And the eye beneath was the morning bright ; 
For its colour war that of the diamond dew 
Which hath caught from the glancing light its hue ; 
Her che^ was pale, for its blush soon pass'd, — 
Loveliest tints are not those which last ; 
Then again it redden'd, again was gone, 
Like a rainbow and rose in unison : 
Her smile was sad, as if nature meant 
Those lips to live, in their own content; 
But Fate pass'd o'er them her stem decree. 
And taught them what soflferiDg and aonow mi^t 

ife: 



THE QUEEN OF CYPRUS: 

THB PR0TI1T9AL LADt's LAT. 

A suxxsR isle, which seem'd to be 
A very &vourite with the sea, 
With blue waves but as guardians set. 
Wearing them like a coronet ; 
Once sacred to the smile-zoned Queen, 
Whose reign upon the heart hath been. 
And is so still. What need hath she 
Of shrine to her divinity 1 
Each fair face is her visible shrine ; 
She hath been, she will be divine. 
But, roeelipp'd Vewus, thy sweet power 
Was unown'd in thy myrtle bower. 
Thy marble temple was no more, 
Thy worship gone from thine own shore. 
What time my tale begins : yet still 
Hadst thou lefl music in the rill. 
As if 't had heard thy footstep fall, 
And from that time grew musical ; 
Scent on the flower, as if thy hair 
Had lost its own rich odour there ;^- 
All, the green earth, the sunny clime, 
Were relics of thy lovely time. 

Fair Cyprus, dreamlike 'twas to land 
Where myrtle groves strctch'd from thy strand 
And paid the freshness of the wave 
With fragrance which they sighing gave. 
But sunshine seen, but sunshine felt. 
You leachM the palace where she dwelt ; 
Cypms's maiden queen, whose reign 
Seem'd ancient days restored again. 
When it was only beauty's smile 
Claim'd fealty of Ctthebea's isle. 
'Mid fidr dames of her court, a star. 
The loveliest of the group by far, 
Iriitk stood. Was it in pride 
Her regal gems were laid aside. 
As if she scom'd them all, content 
To be her own best omamenti 

The terrace where they stood look'd down 
On gather'd crowds of her fair town ; 
'Twas a gay scene : on the one side. 
Gardens and groves stretch'd fax and 
In gay confusion, flower and tree 
Cover'd the green earth to the sea. 
One arm of vdiich begirt the walls 
Where roee Iriri's marUe halls. 
Upon the terrace, with a band 
Of the idft's ioveliMt at her band. 
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Was fhe young queen. Twaa as again 
The goddeas claim'd her ancient reign. 
So fair she was. At first you thought 
Twas some divinity, that brought 
Her beauty from her native skies; 
You met once more those soft dark eyea. 
You felt that though to them were given 
The colour and the light of heaven, 
Yet were they mortal, their deep blue 
Was soflenM by a shadowy hue 
Of melancholy, such as earth 
Will fling upon her fairest birth — 
Woman's foreknowledge of the w^ 
That waits upon her path below. 

Is it some festival to-day, 
That hither comes the proud array, 
Which gathers round the gazing crow^ 
And rings the air with plaudits loud 1 
Sweep seven bold galleys to the land. 
Spring from tlicir decks a warrior band. 
Dance their white plumes before the breeze 
Like summer foam on summer seas, 
Flashes the lance like meteor light, 
Hauberk and helm are gleaming bright, 
And spreads the banner its rich fold. 
Where shines on purple, work'd in gold 
A lion, which a maiden's hand 
Holds by a silken rein's conunand. 
Well mayst thou bend, fair queen, thy brow 
To the brave warriors greeting now ; 
Well have they fought for thee and thine, 
Sweet flower of thy royal line ; 
And well may they catch thy sweet eye^ 
And swear beneath its rule to die. 
Yet, young Irsiti, on thy aide 
Is not all triumph's panting pride; 
For, like clouds on a troubled sky. 
Red and white shades alternate fly 
Over thy face ; now like the stone 
Colour hath never breathed upon. 
Now crimson'd with a sudden flush. 
As if thy heart had dyed thy blush. 
The rebel prince is passing near, — 
Thy bearing droops in sudden fisar; 
He passes, and thine eye is dim 
With anxious gazing after him. 
And tears are darkening its blue. 
Shining on the long lash like dew. 
Beautiful weakness ! O, if weak, 
That woman's heart should tinge Ler dieek I 
'TIS said to change it for the strength 
That heart and cheek must know at length* 
Many a word of sneer and scorn 
Must in their harshness have been borne, 
Many a gentle feeling dead. 
And all youth sweet confiding fled, 
Ere leam'd that task of shame and pride, 
The tear to check, the bhish to hide. 



'Tis midnight, an^ a starry shower 
Weeps its bright tears o'er leaf and flower ; 
Sweet, silent, beautiful, the night 
Sufficing for her own delight 
But other lights than sky and star 
From yonder casement gleam a&r 
Their odorous lamps of argentine. 
Shed that sweet ray, half shade half shine. 
Soft as it were but beauty's smile 
That lit her fevcurite bower the while. 
Back from each open lattice flew 
The curtains, like swoll'n waves of blue 
Star-dropt with silver broidery rare ; 
And every motion seem'd to bear 
A message from the grove beneath, — 
Each message was a rose's breath. 
A thousand flowers were round the room. 
All with their gifts of scent and bloom ; 
And at the far end of the hall 
Like music came a lulling fall 
Of waters ; at the midnight time 
Play'd from the fount a liquid chim^ 
As 'twere the honeydews of sleep 
'Lightning, each lid in rest to steep. 
Leant on a silken couch, which caught 
The airs with fragrant rose breath fraught 
Lay the young queen. As if oppress'd 
With its rich weight, her purple vest 
Was doff 'd, as if with it were laid 
Aside cares, pomp, and vain parade. 
While, like a cloud in the moonlight. 
Floated her graceful robe of white. 
Just stirr'd enough the scented air 
To lift the sunny wreaths of hair, 
And bear the tresses from the ground. 
Which the attendant maids unbound. 
A cheerful meeting wont to be 
That evening hour's tranquillity. 
There with the young, the frank, the gay^ 
Irene would be glad as they, 
Blithe prisoner 'scaping from the state 
Her nature warring with her fate. 
Glad, but yet tender, gentle, meek^ 
Her fiiiry hand was all too weak 
For regal sceptre ; never meant 
To rule moie than the music sent 
From a light lute, whose gentle tone 
Was as an echo to her own. . 

But bent and sadden'd is her gaze. 
Her heart is gone to other days * 
When summer buds around hei hair 
Were all the crown she had to wear, 
And they were twined by him who now 
Grasp'd fierce at that upon her brow ; 
Her playmate and her early friend. 
And thus can young affection end ! 
And thus can proud ambition part 
The kindliest ^am vraosA^^^^n^X 
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And like the desert-springs that dry 
The dust beneath the parching sky, 
AH too soon waste the sweet revealing 
Of youth's firesh flow of generous feeling. 

Mom came, but with it tiding^ came 
Half-timid joy, half-crimson shame. 
O ! the rose is a telltale flower, 
And watching looks were on the hour, 
On the red blush, the drooping eye, 
The queen wore as the prince pass'd by. 
Policy read the thoughts within, 
Ending where love could but begin. 

Why might not Taiy cred share her seat 1 
They led the rebel to her feet. 
Sage counsellor and noble peer 
Spared maiden blush and maiden fear. 
Yielding, yet tremulous the while, 
Her sole reply one downcast smile ; 
While order'd they the moon that night 
Should rise upon the nuptial rite. 
Ill might the youthful maiden brook 
To fix on his her timid look. 
She only felt his lip had pressed 
Her white hand, and hope told the rest 
Companion of her infancy. 
Less than her friend how could he be t 
She did not mark the haughty glare 
Which even now his look could wear ; 
The lip of pride as if disdained 
The fond heart which yet his remained ; 
As 8com*d the empire of the land 
That must be shared with woman's hand. 

The moon npon the bridal shone, 
Tieacheiy, — Prince Tancrid — ^he is gone I 
Confusion marr'd the fair array : 
An armed liand are on their way, 
The rebel banner is displayed. 
And thus is trusting faith repaid. 
Ibbhs flung her marriage veil 
Aside, her cheek was deadly pale. 
But, save that, nothing might declare 
That love or grief were struggling there. 
Wondering they gazed on their young queen, 
80 fiirm her step, so proud her mien. 
Promptly the city was prepared, 
Sunmion'd to arms the royal guard 
Where bade their strength and bearing show 
To awe, but not attack the foe 
Till further orders. Last of all 
She callM her council to the halL 
She entered ; it was strange to see 
How soon such utter change could be. 
Pale as if Up and che^ had grown 
Sudden to monumental stone, 
80 fix'd, that, but the lighted eye 
ifJiaw'd it bad yet to dose and die^ 



It was like the last sleep of death. 

When hue, warmth, light, have pass'd with 

breath. 
Hurriedly had been thrown aside 
The silver robes that deckM the bride ; 
A night>black garb around her swept ; 
Drear contrast ! for her hair yet kept 
Amid its wealth of sunny curls 
The bridal snowy braid of pearls. 
She paused not, though her breath seem*d given 
But as the last to waft to heaven. 
And on the vacant throne laid down 
The dove-toppM wand of rule and crown 
From many never pass'd away 
That sweet voice to their dying day. 

** My hand is all too weak to bear 
A sceptre which the sword must share. 
To my bold kinsman I resign 
All sway and sovereignty of mine ; 
Bear him the sceptre of the land, 
No longer fetter*d by that hand." 
Rose the red blush, her accents fell. 
Scarce might they hear her low fiuewelL 

When as she tum'd to leave the hall, 
Rose kindly murmurs of recall ; 
The crown was hers, and many a brand 
Now waited only her command. 
One word, one look, on them she cast, 
** Your queen's request, her first, her last** 

Silence was deep as in the grave. 
To the new king his homage gave ; 
Arose no shout to greet his name. 
To him no word of welcome came, 
But pass'd he solemnly and sad 
To palace halls no longer glad. 
Naught was there or of shout or song. 
That bear young monarch's praise along ; 
Many there were that bent the knee. 
But many bent it silently. 

They led him to a stately room, 
Yet with somewhat of nameless gloom ; 
Flowers were there, but wither'd all ; 
Music, but with a dying fill ; 
Maidens, but each with veiled fiuse. 
Tancrkd gazed round, he knew the place • 
'Twas here his interview had been 
With her its young and radiant queen. 
There was her couch ; was she there y«l 
He started back : the brow was set 
In its last mould ; that marble cheek. 
Fair as if death were loth to break 
Its spell of beauty ; the fix'd lid. 
As if the daylight were forbid 
To brighten the blue orbs that kept 
Their asure even while they alepi 
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All other sleeps, save thU dark one. 
And this the work that he had done. 

And she was gone, the faithful, — fair. 
In her first moment of life's care ; 
Gone in her bloom, as if the earth 
Felt pity for its loveliest birth, 
And took her like the gentle flower, 
That falls before the earliest shower ; 
With heart too tender, and too weak, — 
What had such heart to do but break t 



8uDDS?r and harsh the harp-strings rung. 
As rough the hand now over them flung ; 
Loud as a warning, omenlike, drear. 
Sank the deep tones on each listener's ear. 
Twas as a Palmer, that seem 'd from the Holy 

Land, 
That now sway'd the harp with bis stem right 

hand; 
None around could discover his name, 
Nor tell whence that pilgrim minstrel came, 

THE PIL0RIM*8 TALE. 

I HATB gone east, I hove gone west, 
^ To seek for what I cannot find ; 
A heart at peace with its own thoughts, 

A quiet and contented mind. 
I have sought high, I have sought low, 

Alike my search has been in vain ; 
The same lip mix'd the smile and sigh, 

The same hour mingled joy and pain. 
At first I sought mid sceptred kings ; 

Power was, so peace might be with them : 
They cast a look of weariness 

Upon the carelined diadem. 
I ask'd the soldier ; and he spoke 

Of a dear quiet home afar, 
And whisper'd of the vanity. 

The ruin, and the wrong of war. 
I saw the merchant 'mid his wealth ; 

Peace surely would with plenty be : 
But no ! his thoughts were all abroad 

With their frail ventures on the sea. 
I heard a lute*s soft music float 

In summer sweetness on the air ; 
But the poet's brow was worn and wan,— 

I saw peace was not written there. 
And then I numbered o'er the ills. 

Thai wait upon our mortal scene ; 
No marvel peace was not with them. 

The marvel were if it had been. 
First, childhood comes with all to learn, 

And, even more than all, to bear 



Restraint, reproof, and punishment. 

And pleasures seen but not to share. 
Youth, like the Scripture's madman, next^ 

Scattering around the burning coal ; 
With hasty deeds and misused gifts, 

That leave their ashes on the soul. 
Then manhood wearied, wasted, worn. 

With hopes destroy 'd and feelings dead. 
And worldly caution, worldly wants. 

Coldness, and carelessness instead. 
Then age at last, dark, sullen, drear. 

The breaking of a womout wave ! 
Letting us know that life has been 

But the rough passage to the grave. 
Thus we go on ; hopes change to fears 

Like fairy gold that turns to clay» 
And pleasure darkens into pain, 

And time is measured by decay. 
First our fresh feelings are our wealth. 

They pass and leave a void behind ; 
Then comes ambition, with its wars. 

That stir but to pollute the mind. 
We loathe the present, and we dread 

To think on what to come may be ; 
We look back on the past, and trace 

A thousand wrecks, a troubled sea. 
I have been over many lands, 

And each and all I found the same ; 
Hope in its borrow'd plumes, and care 

Madden'd and mark'd in pleasure's name. 
I have no tale of knightly deed : 

Why should I tell of guilt and death, 
Of plains deep dyed in human blood, 

Of fiamie which lies m mortal breath. 
I have no tale of lady love, 

Begun and ended in a sigh, 
The wilful folly nursed in smiles 

Though bom in bitterness to die. 
I have a tale from Eastern lands. 

The same shall be my song to-day ; 
It tells the vanity of life, — 

Apply its lesson as ye may. 



THE EASTERN KING: 

THB pilgrim's TALE. 

Hb flung back the chaplet, he threw down the 

wine 
*' Young monarch, what sorrow or care can be 

thine? 
There are gems in thy palace, each one like a 

star 
That shines in the bosom of twilight afar ; 
Thy goblets are mantling in purple and light. 
The maidens around thee like moiixisv^^s^Vscy^iX.. 
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Ten kingdoms bow down at the sound of thy 

name, 
The lands of far coantries have heard of thy &me, 
The wealth of the earth and the spoils of the seas, 
Are thine ; O, young monarch, what ail*st thou, 

with these V* 

" Fm weary, I'm weary. O ! pleasure is pain 
"When its spell has been broken again and again. 
I am weary of smiles that are bought and are sold, 
I am weary of beauty whose fetters are gold, 
I am weary of wealth — what makes it of me 
But that which the basest and lowest might be ? 
I have drainM the red wine-cup, and what found I 

there? 
A beginning of madness, no ending of care ! 
I am weary of each, I am weary of all. 
Listless my revel, and lonely my halL 
Breathe not the song, for its sweetness is flown ; 
Fling not these flowers at the foot of my throne ; 
Veil, maidens, veil your warm cheeks of the rose. 
Ye are slaves of my sceptre, I reck not of those V* 

The monarch rose up with the reddening of 

mom, 
He rose to the music of trumpet and horn ; 
His banner is spread to the sun and the wind. 
In thousands the plain by his warriors is lined. 
The foot ranks go first, their bows in their hand. 
In multitudes gatheriiig like waves on the strand ; 
Behind ride his horsemen, as onward they come. 
Each proud steed is covering his bridle with foam. 
In the midst is the king: there is pride on his 

brow. 
As he looks on the myriads that foll6w him now ; 
His eye and his sabre are flashing alike. 
Wo, wo for the warrior that dares him to strike ! 

Thousands and thousands are strewn on the 

ground, 
Ahmed comes back a conqueror, but what hath he 

found ? 
The cry of the orphan is loud on his ear. 
And his eye hath beheld the young bride's bitter 

tear. 
And the friend of his youth is left dead on the 

plain. 
And the flower of his nobles return not again. 
There are crowds that are filling the air with his 

name; 
Do ye marvel the monarch is loathing his &me t 

Again to the sunshine the banners are spread ; 
Again rings the earth with the warriors' tread ; 
And loud on the wings of the morning are borne 
The voice of the trumpet, the blast of the horn ; 
And eager to .gaze on the royal array, 
7!be pcx)p\t in crowds gather forth on its way. 



Who would deem they were gazing on death and 
on doom. 

That yon purple and gold strew'd the way to tbo 
tomb? 

The canopy glitters ; O, vainest deceit ! 

There the king's robe of state in his cold winding- 
sheet 

And he at whose beck waited life, waited death, 

He hath not command on a poor moment's breath. 

A whole people trembled when that he but 
frown'd. 

And his smile was the summer of nations around. 

Now who is there watches for, smile or for frown t 

For the head of another is girt with his crown; 

And he lieth a heap of powerless clay, 

Where the meanest earthworm at his pleasure 
may prey. 

They bore the monarch on to his tomb. 
Black marble suiting such dwelling of gloom : 
But on it was graven a lesson sublime, 
A voice from the grave appcaUng to time ; 
Were not voice firom the living or dead alike 
On the heart in its foolish pride to strike. 

'* Millions bow*d down at the foot of my throne 
The strength of the north and the south were my' 

own; 
I had treasures pour'd forth like the waves of the 

sea; 
Success seem'd the slave of my sceptre to be. 
And pleasures in crowds at my least bidding came 
Every wish that the will in its wildness could 

frame :• 
And yet, amid all that fell to my share, 
How much was weariness, how much was care ! 
I number'd years of pain and distress. 
And but fourteen days of happiness. 
Mortal, nor pleasure, nor wealth, nor power 
Are more than the toys of a passing hour; 
Earth's flowers bear the foul taint of earth. 
Lassitude, sorrow, are theire by their birth 
One only pleasure will last, to fulfil. 
With some shadow of good, the Holy One's wilL 
The only steadfast hope to us is given. 
Is the one yirhich looks in its trust to heaven." 



Thbrk was silence around the stately hall. 
For that song laid the spell of its darkness o'er 

all; 
Some thought of their hopes now low in the tomb ; 
Othere of hopes that were but in their bloom. 
And trembled to think how frail, if how fair. 
Earth's pleasure's in beauty and being are ; 
Others had thoughts they fear*d to name, 
As that pilgrim could read each heart in its shame : 
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Bat woid or sign gave he to none, 
And away like a shadow in silence hath gone. 
Rose the countess, and left her throne, 
Signal it was that the meeting was done. 
And spoke her summons, and graceful led 
To where the sumptuous board was spread. 

Evening came, and found its hours 
Vow'd to music, mifth, and flowers. 
Wide ten gorgeous halls were flung. 
Each with purple tapestry hung ; 
With wreathes, whose roses where as bright 
As in the first morning light ; 
Mirrors like the glassy plain. 
Where the beauty beam'd again ; 
Pictures whose Italian grace 
Show'd inspiration's finest trace. 
To whose wing'd moods were given 
Moment's visionings of heaven ; 
And, more than all together fair, 
Beauty's living soul was there. 

FoUow'd by those who pleasaunce took 
In converse light and curious look, 
The countess led where leaf and flower 
Made one small hall an Eastern bower. 
The blush acacia seem'd to keep 
Watch o'er the rose's purple sleep ; 
And tulips, like the wine-cups stored 
Round a monarch's festal board ; . 
And the roof above, as art 
Vied with nature's loveliest part, 
Was so curiously inlaid, 
That there another garden play'd. 
No lamps amid the foliage hung, 
But silver smiles the moonbeams flung ; 
And radiance from each distant room 
Lighted the flowers' and ladies* bloom. 
A haip was there. The haunt was one, 
Where many a summer noon, alone, 
Clemihza lent time music's wings ; 
And, dreaming o'er the mournful strings, 
Leam'd other lessons than those taught 
By pride, and wealth, and worldly thought 
Said the band round that it were shame. 

Such hour should pass unhymn'd away ; 
And many a &ir lip smiled its claim. 

As echo sweet to minstrel lay. 
Pray'd they the countess that her hand 
Should first assume the harp's command. 
She paused, then said that she would wake 
One, for that nameless poet's sake ; 
One song snatch'd firom oblivion's ware, 
Like the lone lily on his grave. 

soKe. 

Mt heart is like the fiiiling hearth 

Now by my side. 
One by one its bursts of flame 

Have burnt and died. 



There are none to watch the sinking bkize, 

And none to care, 
Or if it kindle into strength. 

Or waste in air. 
My fate is as yon faded wreath 

Of summer flowers ; 
They've spent their store of fragrant health 

On sunny hours. 
Which wreck'd them not, which heeded not 

When they were dead ; 
Other flowers, unwam'd bjr them 

Will spring instead. 
And my own heart is as the lute 

I am now waking ; 
Wound to too fine and high a pitch 

They both are breaking. 
And of their song what memory 

SVill stay behind ? 
An echo, like a passing thought. 

Upon the wind. 
SUence, forgetfulness, and rust, 

Lute, are for thee : 
And such my lot ; neglect, the graven 

These are for me. 



<' Now take the harp, Eulalia mine^ 
For thy sad song ;" and at the sign 
Came forth a maiden. She was fidr 
And young ; yet thus can spring-time wesr 
The traces of far other hour 
Than should be on such gentle flower. 
Her eyes were downcast, as to keep 
Their secret, for they shamed to weep; 
Her cheek was pale, but that was lost. 
So often the bright blushes cross'd ; 
And seem'd her mouth so sweet the while^ 
As if its nature were to smile ; 
Her very birthright hope, — ^but earth 
Keeps not the promise of its birth. 
Twos whisper'd that young maiden's breast 
Had harbour'd wild and dangerous guest ; 
Love had been there, — in that is said 
All that of doom the heart can dread. 
O ! bom of Beauty, in those isles 

Which far 'mid Grecian 8ea» arise, 
They call'd thy mother queen of smilei^ 

But, Love, they only gave thee sighs. 
She woke the harp : at first her touch 

Seem'd as it sought some lighter strain , 
But the heart breathes itself, and such 

As sufier deep seek mirth in vain. 

SOHO. 

Fabbwill, farewell, Fll dream no man 
Tia misery to be dreaming ; 

Farewell, farewell, and I will be 
At least like thee in seemin^^ 
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I win go forth to the green Tale, 

Where the sweet wild flowers are dwelling, 
Where the leaves and the birds together sing. 

And the woodland fount is Welling. 
Not there, not there, too much of bloom 

Has spring flung o'er each blossom ; 
The tranquil place too much contrasts 

The unrest of my bosom. 
I will go to the lighted halls, 

Where midnight passes fleetest ; 
O ! memory there too much recallf 

Of saddest and of sweetest 
m turn me to the gifted page 

Where the bard his soul is flinging ; 
Too well it echoes mine own heart, 

Breaking e'en while singing. 
.*i must have rest ; O ! heart of mine. 

When wilt thou lose thy sorrow 1 
Never, till in the quiet grave ; 

Would I slept there to-morrow ! 



Rosebud mouth, sunny brow, 
Wore she, who, fairylike, sprung now 
Beside the harp. Careless she hung 
Over the chords ; her bright hair flung 
A sunshine round her. Light laugh'd she, 
** All too sad are your songs for me ; 
Let me try if the strings will breathe 
For minstrel of the aspen wreath." 
Lightly the answering prelude fell. 
Thus sang the Lady Isabillx. 

8OV0. 

Where do purple bubblea swimi 
But upon the goblet's brim 1 
Drink not deep, howe'er it glow 
Sparkles never lie below. 
Beautiful the light that flows 
From the rich leaves of the rose ; 
Keep it, — then ask, where hath fled 
Summer's gift of morning red ? 
Earth's fair are her fleeting things ; 
Heaven, too, lends her angels wings. 
What can charms to pleasure give, 
Such as being fugitive 1 
Thus with love : O ! never try 
Further than a blush or sigh ; 
Blush gone with the clouds that share it, 
Sigh pass'd with the winds that bear it 



But met she then young Yidal'b eye, 
His half-ead, half-reproacnful sigh : 
His IsABELLE ! and could she be 
Votaress of inconstancy ? 



As if repentant of her words. 
Blushing she bent her o'er the chords ; 
With fainter tones the harp then rung, 
As thus, with bow'd down head, she sung. 



scire. 

I BATE belied my woman's heart. 
In my finlse song's deceiving words ; 

How could I say love would depart. 
As pass the light songs of spring bifdsl 

Vain, vain love would be 

Froth upon a summer sea. 

No, love was made to soothe and share 
The ills that wait our mortal birth ; 

No, love was made to teach us where 
One trace of Eden haunts our earth* 

Bom amid the hours of spring, 

Soothing autumn's perishing. 

Timid as the tale of wo, 

Tender as the wood-dove's sigh. 

Lovely as the flowers below, 
Changeless as the stars on high. 

Made all chance ahd change to prove, 

And this is a woman's love. 



" Well changed, fair lady," laughing said 

A girl beside, whose chestnut hair 
Was wreath'd with the wild vine leaves spread. 

As if that she some woodnymph were ; 
And darker were her brow and cheek. 
And richer in their crimson break. 
Than those of the fair ring beside. 
In sooth, LoLOTTB had often tried 
The influence of the wind and sun. 
That loved the cheek they dwelt upon 
Too well, to leave it without trace 
They had known such sweet dwelling-place. 
And her bright eyes seem'd as they had won 
The radiance which the summer sun 
Brought to her valleys lone and wild, 
Where she had dwelt And now half child. 
Half woman, in the gay recess 
Of all youth's morning happiness, 
She came to the Lady of Isaure's towers, 
As fresh and as sweet as the forest bowers 
Where the gladness had passed of her earliest 

hours. 
*' Now barken thee. Lady Isabellx, 
See if aright I read thy spell. 
And the rule of thy charm'd sway, to keep 
Watch over Love's enchanted sleep.*' 
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soiro. 



Where, O ! where*B the chain to fling, 
One that will bind Cupid's wing, 
One that will have longer power 
Than the April sun or shower t 
Form it not of Eastern gold, 
All too weighty it to hold ; 
Form it neither all of bloom. 
Never does love find a tomb 
Sudden, soon, as when he meets 
Death amid unchanging sweets : 
But if you would fling a chain, 
And not fling it all in vain, 
Like a fairy form a spell 
Of all that is changeable. 
Take the purple tints that deck. 
Meteorlike, the peacock's neck ; 
Take the many hues that play 
On the rainbow's colour'd way ; 
Never let a hope appear 
Without its companion fear ; 
Only smile to sigh, and then 
Change into a smile again ; 
Be to-day as sad, as pale, 
As minstrel with his lovelorn tale ; 
But to-morrow gay as all 
Life had been one fcstivaL 
If a woman would secure 
All that makes her reign endure, 
And, alas ! her reign must be 
Ever most in fantai^. 
Never let an envious eye 
Gaza upon the heart too nigh ; 
Never let the veil be thrown 
Quite aside, as all were known 
Of delight and tenderness, 
In the spirit's last recess ; 
And, one spell all spells above^ 
Never let her own her love. 



But firom the harp a darker song 
Is sweeping like the winds along — 
The night gale, at that dreamy hour 
When spirit and when storm have power ;^- 
Tet sadly sweet : and can this be, 
AmbnaIdb, the wreck of thee 1 
Mind, dangerous and glorious gift. 
Too much thy native heaven has left 
lu nature in thee, for thy light 

To be content with earthly home : 
It hath another, and its sight 

Will too much to that other roam, — 
And heavenly light and earthly clay 
But ill bear with alternate sway ; — 
Till jarring elements create 

Thtf evil which they sought to ihiiD, 

(38) 



And deeper feel their mortal state, 

In struggling for a higher one. 
There is no rest for the proud mind ; 
Conscious of its high powers confined. 
Vain dreams 'mid its best hopes arise ; 
It is itself its sacrifice. 
Ah ! sad it is, to see the deck 
Dismasted, of some noble wreck ; 
And sad to see the marble stone 
Defaced, and with grey moss o'ergrown ; 
And sad to see the broken lute 
For ever to its music mute ! 
But what is lute, or fallen tower. 
Or ship sunk in its proudest hour. 
To awe and mystery combined 
In their worst shape — the ruin'd mind t 
To her was trusted that fine power 
Which rules the banl's enthusiast hour ; 
The human heart gave up its keys 
To her, who ruled its sympathies 
In song whose influence was brought 
From what first in herself had wrought 
Too passionate ; her least emotion 
Swept like the whirlwind o'er the ocean. 
Kind, tender, but too sensitive. 

None seem'd her equal love to bear: 
Afiection's ties small joys could give. 

Tried but by what she hoped they were 
Too much on all her feelings threw 
The colouring of their own hue ; 
Too much her ardent spirit dream'd 
Things would be such as she had deem'd. 
She trusted love, albeit her heart 

Was ill made for love's happiness ; 
She ask'd too much, another's port 

Was cold beside her own excess. 
She sought for praise ; her share of fame, 
It went beyond her wildest claim : 
But ill could her proud spirit bear 
All that befalls the laurul's share ;^ 
O, well they gave the laurel tree 
A minstrel's coronal to be ! 
lomiortal as its changeless hue. 
The deadly poiiK>n circles through, 
lis venom makes its life ; ah ! still 
Earth's lasting growths are those of ill ; — 
And mined was the foundation st )ne, 
The spirit's regal shrine o'erthrown. 
Aimless and dark, the wandering mind 
Yet had a beauty left behind ; 
A touch, a tone, a shade, the more 
To tell of what had pass'd before. 
She woke the harp, and backward flung 
The cloud of hair, that pall-like hung 
O'er her pale brow and radiant eyes, 
Wild as the light of midnight skies. 
When the red meteor rides the cloud. 
Telling the storm has burst its shroud 

IP 
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A panionate hue was on her cheek ; 
Untranquil colours, such as break 
With crimson light the northern sky : 
Yet on her wan lip seera'd to lie 
A faint sweet smile, as if not yet 
It could its early charm forget. 
She sang, O ! well the heart might own 
The magic of so dear a toi^e. 

soiro. 

I xvow my heart is as a grave 

Where the cypress watch is weeping 
Over hopes and over thoughts 

In their dark silence sleeping. 
Yet not the less know I that heart 

Was a goal whence proud steeds started, 
Though now it be a ruin'd shrine 

Whose glory is departed. 
For my spirit hath left her earthly home 

And found a nobler dwelling, 
Where the music of light is that of life, 

And the starry harps are swelling. 
Yet ever at the midnight hour 

That spirit within me bumeth. 
And joy comes back on his fairy wings, 

And glory to me retumeth. 

. But a shade pass'd over the maiden's fiioe ; 
Some darker image her thoughts retrace ; 
And so sadly the tones from the harp-strings swept, 
'Twas as for very pity they wept. 

A VADBD flower, a broken gem 

Are emblems mine : 
The flower hath lost its loveliness 

With its sunshine ; 
The ruby stone no more is set 

On lady*s brow. 
Its beauty of unsullied light 

Is wanting now. 
Like me, no thought of former worth 

From doom will save ; 
They will be flung to earth and air, 

I to the grave. 

Tbi lorn one with her aong has pass'd, 
Twas meet such aong shoukl be the last 



Now, gentle Sleep ! thy honey wing. 
And roses, with thy poppies bring. 
Sweet and soft be thy rest to-night ; 
That, at the call of Morning's light. 
May crimson cheeks and radiant eyea, 
Lovuly as her own, arise. 



THE SECOND DAY. 

SwKiT Spirit of delicious Song, 
To whom, as of true right, belong 
The myriad music notes that swell 
From the poet's breathing shell ; 
We name thy name, and the heart springa 
Up to the lip, as if with wings. 
As if thy very motion brought 
Snatches of inspired thought. 

Is it war 1 At once are borne 
Words like notes of martial horn. 
Is it love 1 Comes some sweet tale 
Like that of the nightingale. 
Is it Nature*s lovely fiause 1 
Rise lines touch'd with her own grace 
Is it some bright garden scene 1 
There, too, hath the minstrel been. 
Linking words of charmed power 
With the green leaf and the flower. 
Is it woman's loveliness 1 
He hath revell'd to excess. 
Caught all spells that can beguile 
In dark eye or rosy smile. 
Is it deed that hath its claim 
Upon earth's most holy fame, 
Or those kindly feelings sent 
But for hearth and home content 1 
Lofty thought, or counsel sage^ 
Seek them in the poet's page ; 
Laurel, laud, and love belong 
To thee, thou Spirit sweet of Song 

Not in courtly hall to-day 
Meets the lady's congress gay. 
'TIS a bright and summer sky^— 
They will bear it company ; 
Odours float upon the gale. 
Comrades suiting minstrel tale ; 
Flowers are spreading, carpet meet 
For the beauty *8 fairy feet 
Shame to stay in marble haU 
Thus from nature's festivid. 

The garden had one fair resort, 
As if devised for minstrel court : 
An amphitheatre of trees. 
Shut from soft cheeks the ruder breeze ; 
While all around the chestnuts made. 
With closing boughs, a pleasant shade. 
Where, if a sunbeam wander'd through^ 
'Twas like the silver fall of dew ; 
The middle was an open space 

Of softest grass, and those small flowen^ 
Daisies, whose rose-touch'd leaves retrace 
The gold and blush of morning's houn. 
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To-day &e Counten had for throne 
\n ancient trunk with moas o*ergrown ; 
And at her feet, as if from air 
A purple cloud had fallen there, 
Grew thousand violets, whoae tigfaa 
Breathed forth an Eastern sacrifice ; 
And, like a canopy, overhead 
A Provence rose luxuriant spread. 
And its white flowers, pale and meek, 
8eem*d sisters to the lady's cheek. 

And ranged in a graceful order round, 
A fidry court upon fairy ground, 
Grouped the bright band ; and, like a tent, 
Leaves and bloom over all were blent. 
Flinging bright colours, but changing fast, 
As ever the varying sunbeams passed ; 
And in the midst grew a myrtle tree. 
There was the minstrel's place to be. 
And its buds were delicate, frail, and fair, 
As the hopes and joys of his own heart are. 

Dark was the brow, and the bearing proud. 
Of the bard who first stept forth from the crowd ; 
A small cloak down from his shoulder hung. 
And a light guitar o'er his arm was slung ; 
Many a lady's casement had known 
The moonlight spell of its magic tone : 
But the fire of youth from his cheek had pass'd. 
And its hopes and its dreams had fiided as fast ; 
The romance of his earlier time was over, 
The warrior had half forgotten the lover ; 
And the light grew dark in his radiant eyes. 
As he told his tale of high emprize. 



THE YOUNG AVENGER: 

TBC SPANISH minstrel's TALK. 

Tex warrior's strength is bow'd by age, the 

warrior's step is slow. 
And the beard upon his breast is white as is the 

winter snow ; 
Yet his eye shines bright, as if not yet its last of 

&me were won ; 
8ix sons stand ready in their arms to do as he has 

done. 

" Now take your way, ye Labas bold, and to the 

battle ride ; 
For loud upon the Christian air are vaunts of 

Moorish pride : 
four six white steeds stand at the gate ; go forth, 

and let me see 
Who will return the first and bring a Moslem 

head to me." 



Forth they went, six gallant knigjili^ aU mail'd 

from head to heel ; 
Is it not death to him who first their fieiy strength 

ahaUfeel? 
They spurr'd their steed*, and on they dash'd, as 

sweeps the midnight vrind ; 
While their youngest brother stood and wept -that 

he must stay behind. 

"Come here, my child," the &ther said, ''and 

wherefore dost thou weep 1 
The time will come when firom the fray naught 

shall my favourite keep ; 
When thou wilt be the first of all amid the hostile 

spears." 
The boy shook back his raven hair, and laugh'd 

amid his tears. 

The sun went down, but lance nor shield reflected 

back his light ; 
The moon rose up, but not a sound broke on the 

rest of night. 
The old man watched impatiently, till with mom 

o'er the plain 
There came a sound of horses' feet, there came a 

martial train. 

But gleam'd not back the sunbeam glad from 

plume or helm of gold. 
No, it shone upon the crimson vest, the turban's 

emerald fold. 
A Moorish herald; six pale heads hung at his 

saddle-bow, 
Gash'd, changed, yet well the father knew the lines 

of each fair brow. 

*< O ! did they fall by numbers, or did they basely 

yield 1" 
** Not so ; lieneath the same bold hand thy children 

press'd the field. 
They died as Nourbbddin would wish all foes 

of his should die ; 
Small honour does the conquest boast when won 

from those who fly. 

"And thus he saith, 'This was the sword that 

swept down thy brave band, 
Find thou one who can draw it forth in all thy 

Christian land.' 
If firom a youth such sorrowing and scathe thoo 

hast endured. 
Dread thou to wait for vengeance till his summers 

are matured." 

The aged chiefUin took the sword, in vain his 

hand essay'd 
To draw it from its scabbard forth, or poise the 

heavy blade; 
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He flung it to lus only child, now sadly standing 

by. 
'*Now weep, for here is cause for tears; alas! 

mine own are dry." 

Then answered poroud the noble boy, ** My tears 

last morning came 
For weakness of my own right hand ; to shed 

them now were shame : 
I will not do my brothers' names such deep and 

deadly wrong ; 
Brave were they unto death, success can but to 

God belong." 

And y^ars have fled, that boy has sprung unto a 
goodly height, 

And fleet of foot and stout of arm in his old fa- 
therms light ; 

Yet breathed he never wish to take in glorious 
strife his part, 

And shame and grief his backwardness was to that 
father's heart 

Cold, silent, stem, he let time pass, until he rush'd 
one day. 

Where mourning o'er his waste of youth the 
weary chieftain lay. 

linarm'd he was, but in his grasp he bore a heavy 
brand, 

** My father, I can wield this sword ; now knight- 
hood at thine hand. 

For years no hour of quiet sleep upon my eyelids 

came, 
Fur NouRRBDDiir had poison'd all my slumber 

with his fame. 
I have waited for my vengeance ; but now, alive 

or dead, 
I swear to thee by my brothers' graves that thou 

shalt have his head." 

It was a glorious sight to see, when those two 

warriors met : 
The cne dark as a thundei^oud, m strength and 

manhood set ; 
The other young and beantiful, with lithe and 

graceful form, 
fiat terrible as is the flash that rushes through the 

storm. 

And eye to eye, and hand to hand, in deadly strife 

they stood. 
And smoked the ground whereon they fought, hot 

with their mingled blood ; 
lill droop the valiant infidel, fainter his blows and 

few. 
While fiercer from the combat still the youthful 

Christian grew. 



NouRRSDDin fiills, his sever'd head, it ia young 

Lara's prize : 
But dizzily the field of death float's in the victor's 

eyes. 
His cheek is as his foeman's pale, his white lip's 

gasp for breath : 
Ay, this was all he ask'd of Heaven, the victory 

and death. 

He raised him on his arm, ** My page, come thoa 

and do my will ; 
Canst thou not see a turban'd band upon yon di»- 

tant hill ? 
Now strip me of my armour, boy, by yonder river's 

side. 
Place firm this head upon my breast, and fling me 

on the tide." 

That river wash'd his natal halls, its waters bora 

him on, 
Till the moonlight on the hero in his father's 

presence shone. 
The old chief to the body drew, his gallant boy 

was dead, 
But his vow of vengeance had been kept, he bora 

Nourrxddin's head. 



TwAS sad to gaze on the wan brow 
Of him who now awoke the lute. 

As one last song lifb must allow, 

Then would those tuneful lips be mute. 

His check was worn, what was the care 

Had writ such early lesson there ? 

Was it Love, blighted in its hour 

Of earliest and truest power 

By worldly chills which ever fling 

Their check and damp on young Love's wing ; 

Or unrequited, while the heart 

Could not from its fond worship part 1 

Or was it but the wasting wo 

Which every human path must know ; 

Or hopes, like birds, sent forth in vain, 

And seeking not their ark again ; 

Friends in their very love unjust, 

Or faithless to our utmost trust ; 

Or fortune's gifls, to win so hard ; 

Or fame, that is its own reward 

Or has no other, and is worn 

'Mid envy, falsehood, hate, and scorn ? 

All these ills had that young bard known. 
And they had laid his funeral stone. 
Slowly and sad the numbers pass'd. 
As thus the minstrel sung his last 
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THE ROSE: 

TBX ITALIAir minstrel's TALE. 

The Count Gokpali held a feast that night. 
And coloured lamps sent forth their odoroos 

light 
Over gold carvings and the purple fall 
Of tapestry ; and around each stately hall 
Were statues, pale and finely shaped and fair. 
As if all beauty save her Vitf were there ; 
And, like light clouds floating around each room. 
The censers roU'd their volumes of perfume ; 
And scented waters mingled with the breath 
Of flowers, which died as if they joy'd in death ; 
And the white vases, white as mountam snow, 
Look'd yet more delicate in the rich glow 
Of summer blossoms hanging 4>'er each side. 
Like sunset reddening o'er a silver tide. 
There was the tulip with its rainbow globe ; 
And like the broidery on a silken robe 
Made for the beauty's festal midnight hours, 
The sparkling jessamine shook its silver showers ; 
Like timid hopes the lily shrank from sight ; 
The rose leant as it languish'd with delight. 
Yet, bridelike, drooping in its crimson shame ; 
And the anemone, whose cheek of flame 
Is golden, as it were the flower the sun 
lu his noon-hour most loved to look upon. 

At first the pillar'd halls were still and lone, 
As if some fairy palace all unknown 
To mortal eye or step. This was not long ; 
Waken'd the lutes, and swell'd a burst of song. 
And the vast mirrors glitter'd with the crowd 
Of changing shapes. The young, the fiur, the 

proud, 
Came thronging in ; and the gay cavalier 
Took some fair flower fi^m the fairest near. 
And gave it to the darkeyed beauty^s hand. 
To mark his partner for the saraband ; 
And graceful steps pass'd on, whose tender tread 
Was as the rose leaf in the autumn shed ; 
And witching words, raising on the young cheek 
flushes that had no need of words to speak. 
Many were lovely there ; but, of that many. 
Was one who shone the loveliest of any, 
The young Oltmfia. On her (ace the dyea 
Were yet warm with the dance's exercise. 
The laugh upon her full red lip yet hung, 
And, arrowlike, flash'd light words firom her 

tongue. 
She had more loveliness than beauty : hers 
Was that enchantment which the heart confers ; 
A mouth sweet firom its smiles, a glancing eye, 
Which had o'er all expression mastery ; 
Laughing its orb, but the long dark lash made 
Somewhat of sadness with its twilight shade, 



And suiting well the upcast look which seem'd 
At times as it of melancholy dream'd ; 
Her cheek was as a rainbow, it so changed. 
As each emotion o'er its surface ranged ; 
And every word had its companion blush. 
But evanescent as the crimson flush 
That tints the daybreak ; and her step was light 
As the gale passing o*eT the leaves at night ; 
In truth those snow feet were too like the wind, 
Too slight to leave a single trace behind. 
She lean*d against a pillar, and one hand 
Smoothed back the curls that had escaped the band 
Of wreath'd red roses, — soft and fitting chain 
In bondage such bright prisoners to retain. 
The other was from the white marble known 
But by the clasping of its emerald zone : 
And lighted up her brow, and flash'd her eye, 
As many that were wandering careless by 
Cauglit but a sound, and paused to hear what 

more 
Her lip might utter of its honey store. 
She had that sparkling wit which is like light, 
Making all things touch'd with its radiance bright ; 
And a sweet voice, \vhose words would chain all 

round. 
Although they had no other charm than sound. ' 
And many named her name, and each with 

praise; 
Some with her passionate beauty fiU'd their gaze, 
Some mark'd her graceful step, and others spoke 
Of the so many hearts that own'd the yoke 
Of her bewildering smile ; meantime, her own 
Seem'd as that it no other love had known 
Than its sweet loves of nature, music, song, 
Which as by right to woman's world belong. 
And make it lovely for Love's dwelling-place. 
Alas ! that he should leave his fieiy trace ! 
But this bright creature's brow seem'd all too fiur. 
Too gay, for Love to be a dweller there ; 
For Love brings sorrow : yet you might descry 
A troubled flashing in that brilliant eye, 
A troubled colour on that varying cheek, 
A hurry in the tremulous lip to speak 
Avoidance of sad topics, as to shun , 

Somewhat the spirit dared not rest upon ; 
An unquiet feverishness a change of place, 
A pretty pettishness, if on her feoe 
A look dwelt as in scrutiny to seek 
What hidden meanings from its change might 

break. 

One gazed with silent homage, one who caught 
Her every breath, and blush, and look, and 

thought ; 
One whose step mingled not with the gay crowd 
That circled round her as of right allow'd, 
But one who stood aloof with that lone pride 
Which ever to deep passion is allied. 
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Half-Bcoming^ yet half-enyying the gay ring 
That gathered round with gentle blandishing, 
He stood aloof; and» cold and stem and high, 
Look*d as he mock'd at their idolatry : 
Yet longM his knee to bend before the shrine 
Of the sweet image his heart own'd divine ; 
While, half in anger that she had not known 
What even to himself he would not own. 
He knew not how a woman's heart will keep 
The mystery of itself, and like the deep 
Will shine beneath the sunbeam, flash and flow 
O'er the rich bark that perishes below. 
She felt he gazed upon her, and her cheek 
Wore added beauty in its crimson break ; 
And softer smiles were on her lip, like those 
The summer moonlight sheds upon the rose ; 
And her eye sparkled, like the wine-cup*s brim, 
Mantling in light, though it turn'd not to him. 
Agam the dancers gather'd ; from them one 
Took gayly her fair hand, and they are gone. 
Leon I followed not, yet as they pass 
How could' Oltmpia's light step be the lastl 
Yet pass'd she quickly by him, and the haste 
From her wreath'd hair one fragrant rose dis- 
placed. 
Lboiti saw it fall ; he is alone. 
And he may make the fairy gift his own. 
He took the flower, and to his lip 'twas press'd, 
One moment, and 'tis safe within his breast ; 
But while he linger'd dreaming o'er its bloom, 
Oltmpi&'s step again is in the room 
With the young cavalier, who urged her way, 
And said her rose beside the column lay. 
For there he miss'd it, and some flattering word 
Fill'd up the whisper which he only heard. 
Leo II 1 flung it down in carelessness. 
As he had mark'd them not, and held it less 
From knowledge of his act than vacant thought. 
While the mind on tome other subject wrought 
In haste he lefl them both, but he could hear 
The pleading of the gallant cavalier 
For that rose as a gift He might not tell 
Wbat answer from the maiden's Up then fell, 
But when they met again he mark'd her hair 
Where it had wreath'd, — the rosebud was not 

there. 
They pass'd and repass'd : he, cold, silently, 
As was his wont ; but she, with flashing eye. 
And blush lit up to crimson, seem'd to wear 
More than accustom'd gladness in her air. 
Ah ! the heart overacts its part ; its mirth, 
Like light, will all too often take its birth 
'Mid darkness and decay ; those smiles that press. 
Like the gay crowd round, are not happiness : 
For peace broods quiet on her dovelike wings. 
And this false gayety a radiance flings, 
Dazxling but hiding not ; and some who dwelt 
^JpoD her meteor beau^, sadness felt; 



Its very brilliance ppoke the fever'd breast ; 
Thus glitter not the waters when at rest 

The iicene is changed, the maiden is alone 
To brood upon Hope's temple overthrown ; 
The hue has left her lip, the light her eye. 
And she has flung her down as if to die. 
Back from her forehead was the rich hair swept, 
Which yet its festal braid of roses kept. 
She was in solitude ; the silent room 
Was in tbe summer's sweet and shadowy gloom ; 
The sole light from the oratory came, 
Where a small lamp sent forth its scented flame 
Beneath the Virgin's picture ; but the wind 
Stole from the casement, for the jasmine twined. 
With its luxuriant boughs, too thickly grew, 
To let the few dim starbeams wander through. 
In her hand was a rose ; she held the flower 
As if her eye were spellbound by its power. 
It was spellbound ; coldly that flower repress'd 
Sweet hopes, — ay, hopes, albeit unconfess'd. 
Check'd, vainly check'd, the bitter grief recurs — 
That rose flung down because that rose was hers ! 
And at the thought paleness in blushes fled. 
Had he, then, read her heart, and scora'd whea 

read? 
O ! better perish, than endure that thought 
She started from her couch ; when her eye caught 
The Virgin's picture. Seem'd it that she took 
Part in her votary's suflering ; the look 
Spoke mild reproof, touch'd with grave tendemeas, 
Pitying her grief, yet blaming her excess. 
Oltmpia turn'd away, she might not bear 
To meet such holy brow, such placid airyf 
At least not yet ; for she must teach her breast 
A lesson of submission, if not rest, 
And still each throbbing pulse, ere she might 

kneel 
And pray for peace she had not sought to feeL 

She sought the casement, lured by the soft light 
Of the young moon, now rising on the night 
The cool breeze kiss'd her, and a jasmine spray 
Caught in her tresses, as to woo her stay. 
And there were sights and sounds that well might 

fling 
A charmed trance on deepest suffering. 
For stood the palace close on the sea shore ; 
Not like the northern ones, where breakers roar, 
And rugged rocks and barren sands are blent,— 
At once doth desolate and magnificent ; 
But here the beach had turf, and trees that grew 
Down to the waterside, and made its blue 
Mirror for their dark shapes. Is naught so fisdr 
But must there come somewhat of shadow there t 
Whate'er thou touchest there must be 

shade, 
Fair earth, such destiny for thee is made. 
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It was a nigbt to gaze upon the 
Manrel, and envy its tranquHlity ; 
It wa« a night to gaze upon the earth, 
And feel mankind were not her favourite birth ; 
It was a night to gaze upon the sky. 
Pine for its loveliness, and pray to die. 
Oltmpia felt the hour ; from her cheek fled 
Passion's untranquil rose, she bow'd her head : 
For the thick tears like hasty childhood's came ; 
She hid her face, for tears are shed with shame. 
Her heart had spent its tempest, like the cloud 
When summer rain bursts from its stormy shroud ; 
Pale, sad, but calm, she tum'd, and bent the knee, 
In meekest prayer, Madonna fair, to thee. 
"Where might the maiden's soul, thus cnish'd and 

riven, 
Turn from its mortal darkness, but to Heaveti ? 
It is in vain to say that love is not 
The life and colour of a woman's lot 
It is her strength ; for what, like love's caress, 
Will guard and guide her own weak tenderness 1 
It is her pride, fleeting and false the while. 
To see her master suing for her smile. 
Calls it not all her best affections forth^— 
Pure faith, devotedness, whose fruitless worth 
Is all too little felt t O ! man has power 
Of head and hand, — ^heart is a woman's dower. 

Youth, beauty, rank, and wealth, all these com- 
bined, — 
Can these be wretched 1 Mystery of the mind ! 
Whose happiness is in itself^ but still 
Has not that happiness at its own wilL 

And she was wretched ; she, the young, the fidr. 
The good, the kind, bow'd down in her despair. 
Ay, bitterest of the bitter, this worst pain, — 
To know love's offering has been in vain ; 
Rejected, scom'd, and trampled under foot, 
Its bloom and leaves destroy'd, not so its root 
" He loves me not," — no other word or sound 
An echo in OltmpiVs bosom found. 
She thought on many a look, and many a tone. 
From which she gathered hope, — now these were 

gone, 
Life were too burthensome, save that it led 
To death ; and peace, at least, was with the dead. 
One pang remain'd; perchance, though oncon- 

fess'd. 
Some secret hope yet linger'd in her breast ; 
But this too was destroy'd. She leam'd next mom 
Sea winds and waters had Lsoni borne 
Afar to other lands ; and she had now 
But only to her hapless fate to bow. 

She changed, she faded, she the yonng, the gay. 
Like the Brst rose Spring yields to pale decay. 
Still her lip wore the sweetness of a smile, 
But it forgot its gayety the while. 



Her voice had ever a low gentle tone. 

But now 'twas tremulous as Sorrow's own ; 

Her step fell softer as it were subdued 

To suit its motion to her alter'd mood ; 

As if her every movement, gesture, look, 

Their bearing from the spirit's sadness took ; 

And yet there waa no word which told tliat grief 

Prey'd on the heart as blight plays on the leafl 

But meeker tenderness to those around, 

A soothing, sharing love, as if she found 

Her happiness in theirs ; more mild, more kind. 

As if a holier rule were on her mind. 

I cannot choose but marvel at the way 

In which our lives pass on, from day to day 

Jjeaming strange lessons in the human heart, 

And yet like shailows letting them depart 

Is misery so &miliar that we bring 

Ourselves to view it as a usual thing ? 

Thus is it ; how regardless pass we by 

The cheek to paleness worn, the heavy eye ! 

We do too little feel each others' pain ; 

We do relax too much the social chain 

That binds us to each other; slight the care 

There is for grief in which we have no ahare. 

Oltxfia felt all this ; it loosed one more 
Of her heart's ties, and earth's illusions wore 
The aspect of their truth, a gloomy show. 
But what it well befits the soul to know, 
It taught the lesson of how vain the toil 
To build our hopes upon earth's fragile soiL 
O ! only those who suffer, those may know 
How much of piety will spring from wo. 

Days, weeks, and months pass'd onwards, and 

once more 
Lsoiri stood upon his native shore. 
Slight change there was in him: perchance his 

brow 
Wore somewhat of more settled shadow now ; 
Somewhat of inward grief, too, though repressed. 
Was in his scornful speech and bitter jest ; 
For misery, like a masquer, mocks at all 
In which it has no part, or one of gall, 
I will say that he loved her, but say not 
That his, like hers, was an ill-blighted lot ; 
Forever in man's bosom will man's pride 
An equal empire with his love divide. 

It was one glorious sunset, lone and mute. 
Save a young page who sometimes wsked his lute 
With snatches of sad song ; Lsoif i paced 
His stately hall, and much might there be traced 
What were the workinga of its owner's mind. 
Red wine was in a silver vase enshrined. 
But rudely down the cup was flung, undrain'd. 
So hastily, the leaf below was stained ; 
For many an open'd volume lay beside. 
As each for solace had in vain been triedi 
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And now, wom, wetried, with hi« roUtude, 



He strode, half-«aa, half-lurtle« iu hU mood. 
Listening the lute or the deep ocean wave, 
When an attendant cnter'd in and gave 
A packet to his hand. Careless he gaied, 
And Uroke the seaL Why! the red Audi has 

raised 
Its passion to his brow— what ! is the name 
There written 1— from Oltmpia, then, it came. 

" One word, Laow i, 'tis my first and last, 
And never spoken but that life is past 
It U earth's lingering dreaming, that I pine 
To know these Unes will meet one look of thine ; 
If possible upon thy heart to fling 
One gentle memory, one soft thought to cling 
To thy more mournful hours ; to bid thee take 
A pledge too dearly treasured for thy sake, 
And one of mine. Ah ! this may be forgiven ; 
Tis the last weakness of the bride of Heaven, 
Which I shall be or e'er thU comes to tell 
How much thou hast been loved. Farewell, fare- 
well !" 

He took her gift: weU known the pledges 

there, 
A withered rose, a treas of silken hair. 



Sun ITT and blue was the minstrel's eye, 
Like the lake when noontide is passing by ; 
And his hair fell down in its golden rings, 
As bright and as soft as his own harp-strings. 
Yet with somewhat wild upon lip and cheek. 
As forth the enthusiast spirit would break 
To wander at times through earth and air. 
And feed upon all the wonders there. 
A changeful prelude his light notes rung. 
As remembering aU they had ever sung : 
Now the deep numbers roll'd along, 
Like the fiery sweep of a battle song ; 
Now sad, yet bold, as those numbers gave 
Their last farewell to the victor's grave ; 
Then was it soft and low, as it brought 
The depths of the maiden's lovelorn thought : — 
Harp of Erin ! hath song a tone 
Not to thy gifted numbers known 1 — 
But the latest touch was light and calm. 
As the voice of a hymn, the night-foiling bahn ; 
Holy and sweet, as its music were given 
Less from a vision of earth than of heaven. 



THE HAUNTED LAKE: 

THX IRISH ITIHSTBBL's LIOSFD. 

Rosa up the young moon ; back she flung 
^0 reU of clouds that o'er her hung : 
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Thus would foir maiden fling aside 
Her bright curls in her golden pride ; 
On pass'd she through the sky of blue, 
Lovelier as she pass'd it grew ; 
At last her gentle smiles awake 
The silence of the azyre lake. 
Lighted to silver, waves arise. 
As conscious of her radiant eyes. 
Hark ! floats around it music's tone. 
Sweeter than mortal ear hath knpwn : 
Such, when the sighing night-wind grievee 
Amid the rose's ruby leaves. 
Conscious the nightingale is nigh. 
That too soon his reluctant wing 
Must rival song and rival sigh 

To his own fair flower bring ; 
Such as the lute, touch'd by no hand 

Save by an angel's, wakes and weepa. 
Such is the sound that now to land 
From the charmed water sweeps. 
Around the snowy foam-wreaths break, 
The spirit band are on the lake. 
First, a gay train form'd of the hues 
Of morning skies and morning dews; 
A saffron light around them play'd. 
As eve's last cloud with them delay'd ; 
Such tints, when gazing from afor. 
The dazed eye sees in midnight star. 
They scatter'd flowers, and the stream 

Grew like a garden, each small billow 
Shining with the crimson gleam 

The young rose flung upon ite pillow; 
And from their hands, and from their hair, 
Blossom's and odours fiU'd the air ; 
And some of them bore wreathed shells. 
Blush-dyed, from their coral cells, 
Whenee the gale at twilight brought 
The earliest lesson music caught : 
And gave they now the sweetest tone. 
That unto seaborn lyre was known ; 
For they were echoes to the song 

That from spirit lips was fleeting, 
And the wind bears no charm along 

Such as the shell and voices meeting. 
On pass'd they to the lulling tune. 
Meet pageant for the lady moon. 
A louder sweep the music gave : 
The chieftain of the charmed wave. 
Graceful upon his steed of snow. 
Rises from his blue halls below ; 
And rode he like a victor knight 
Thrice glorious in his arms of light. 
But, O I the look his features bear 
Was not what living warriors wear ; 
The glory of his piercing eye 
Was not that of mortality ; 
Earth's cares may not such cahn allow, 
Man's toil is written on his brow : 
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But here the face was passionlesa. 

The holy peace of happiness, 

With that grave pity spirits feel 

In watching over human weal ; 

An awful beauty roand him shone 

But for the good to look upon. 

Close by his side a maiden rode, 

Like spray her white robe round her flow'd ; 

No rainbow hues about her clung, 

Such as the other maidens flung ; 

And her hair hath no summer crown, 

But its long tivsses floating down 

Are like a veil of gold which cast 

A sundiine to each wave that past 

She was not like the rest : her cheek 

Was pale and pure as moonlight snows ; 
Her lip had only the faint streak 

The bee loves in the early rose ; 
And her dark eye had not the blue 

The others had clear, wild, and bright; 
But floating starry, as it drew 

Its likeness from the radiant night 
And more she drew my raised eye 
Than the bright shadows passing by ; 
A meeker air, a gentler smile, 
A timid tenderness the while. 
Held sympathy of heart, and told 
The lady was of earthly mould. 
Blush'd the first blush of coming day, 
Faded the fairy band away. 
They pass*d and only left behind 
A lingering fragrance on the wind. 
And on the lake, their haunted home, 
One long white wreath of silver foam. 
Heard I in each surrounding vale 
What was tliat mortal maiden's tale : 
Last of her race, a lonely flower, 
\ She dwelt within their ruin'd tower. 
Orphan without one link to bind 
Nature's affection to her kind ; 
She grew up a neglected child. 
As pure, as beautiful, as wild 
As the field flowers which were for yean 
Her only comrades and compeers. 
Time passM, and she, to woman grown, 
Still, like a wood bird, dwelt alone. 
Save that, beside a peasant's hearth. 
Tales of the race which gave her birth 
Would sometimes win the maiden's ear ; 
And once, in a worst hour of fear, 
When the red fever raged around. 
Her place beside the couch was found 
Of sickness, and her patient care. 
And soothing look, and holy prayer, 
And skill in herbs, had power sul^lime 
Upon the sufferer's weary time : 
But, saving these, her winter day 
Was pass'd within the ruins gray ; 

(33) 



And ever summer noons were spent 

Beside the charmed lake, and there 
Her voice its silver sweetness sent 

To mingle with the air. 
Thus time pass'd on. At length, one day 
Beside her favourite haunt she lay, 
When rush'd some band who wish'd to make 
Her prisoner for her beauty's sake. 

She saw them ere they gain'd her seat. 

Ah ! safety may she gain 1 
Though mountain deer be not more fleet. 

Yet here flight is in vain. 
The lake— O, it is there to save ! 
She plunges — is it to a grave 1 
M6ons waned ; again is come the night 
When sprites are free for earthly sighL 
They see the mortal maiden jide 
In honour by the chieftan's side, 
So beautiful, so free from sin. 
Worthy was she such boon to win : 
The spirit race that floated round 
Were not more pure, more stainless found 
Her utmost loveliness and grace 
Were sole signs of her human race ; 
Happy, thus freed from earthly thrall. 
She skims the lake, fairest of alL 



Scarlet robe broider'd with gold ; 
A turban's snowy, but gem-set fold, 
And its heron plume fasten'd by diamond clasp * 
Rubies red on his dagger-hasp ; 
Eyes dark as a midnight dream. 
Yet flashing wild with starry beam : 
Swarthy cheek untouch'd by red. 
Told far had Clkmxnza's summons sped: 
Since the Moorish bard had brought his claim, 
llid these Northern halls, to the meed of fiunew 



THE WREATH: 

TALE OF THC MOORISH BARD. 

Tbs earliest beauty of the rose, 
Waking from moonlight repose. 
In morning air and dew to steep 
The blush of her voluptuous sleep ; 
This was her cheek : and for her eye, 
Gaze thou upon the midnight sky. 
And choose its &irest star, the one 
Thou deem'st most lovely and most lone 
Her lip, O ! never flower of spring 
Had smile of such sweet blandishing 
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Ay, beantiful she was as light 
Detoending on the dmrkien*d tight ; 
But these were not the spells that gave 
LiiLA the heart of her charmed slave ; 
But all those sweet gifU that win, 
Like sunshine, instant entrance in ; 
Those gentle words and ^cts that bind 
In love our nature with our kind. 

She dwelt within a palace fair 
Such as in fiiiry gardens are ; 
There grew her father's cypress tree, 
No other monument had he. 
He bade that never funeral stone 
Should tcU of glory overthrown,^- 
What could it say, but foreign sky 
Had seen the exile pine and die 1 

The maiden grew beside the tomb ; 

Perhaps 'twas that which touch'd her bloom 
' With somewhat of more mournful shade 

Than seems for youth's first budding made. 

It was her favourite haunt, she felt 

As there her all of memory dwelt 

Alone, a stranger in the land 
^ Which was her home, the only band 

Between her and her native tongue 

Was when her native songs she sung. 

Leila, thou wert not of our name ; 

Thy Christian creed, thy Spanish race, 
To us were sorrow, guilt, and shame, 

No earthly beauty might efiace. 
Tet, lovely Infidel, thou art 
A treasure clinging to my heart: 
A very boy, I yet recall 
The dark light of thine eye's charm'd thrall ; 
Beneath thy worshipp'd cypress leant, 
And flowers with thy breathing blent, 
Less pure, less beautiful than thou, 
I see thee ; and I hear the now 
Singing sweet to the twilight dim- 
Could it be sin 1 — ^thy vesper hymn. 

Burnt a sweet light in that fidr shrine, 
At once too earthly, too divine ; 
The heart's vain struggle to create 
An Eden not for mortal state. 

Love, who shall say that thou art not 
The dearest blessing of our lot 1 
Yet not the less, who may deny 
Life has noi sorrow like thy sigh ? 
A fiury gift, and none may know 
Or will it work to weal or wo. 

Spite of the difiering race and creed, 
Tbeir jkthen bad been (nends in need ; 



And, all unconsciously at first, 
Love in its infancy was nursed ; 
Companions from their earliest years, 
Unknown the hopes, the doubts, the fean. 
That haunt young passion's early hour. 
Spared but to come with deadlier power. 
With deeper sorrow, worse unrest, 
When once love stood in both confest 

The ground she trod, the air she breathed 
The blossoms in her dark hair wreath'd. 
Her smile, her voice, to Mirza's eyes 
More precious seem'd than Paradise. 

Yet was the silence sweet unbroken 
By vows in which young love is spokeiu 
But when the heart has but one dream 
For midnight gloom or noontide beam, 
And one, at least, knows well what power 
Is ruling, words will find tlieir hour ; 
Though after growth of grief and pain. 
May wish those words unsaid again. 

rPwas sunset, and the glorious heaven 
To Leila's cheek and eye seem'd given ; 
The one like evening crimson bright. 
The other fiU'd with such clear light. 
That, as she bent her o'er the strings. 
Catching music's wanderings, 
Look'd she well, some Peri fair, 
Bom and being of the air. 
Waked the guitar beneath her hand 
To ballad of her Spanish land ; 
Sad, but yet suiting twilight pale. 
When surely tenderest thoughts prevaiL 

BOiro. 

Maidiit, fling fron^ thy braided hair 
The red rosebud that is wreathed there ; 
For he who planted the parent tree 
Is now what soon that blossom will be. 

Maiden, fling from thy cheek of snow 
The chain where the Eastern rubies glow ; 
For he who gave thee that jewell'd chain 
Lies in his wounds on the battle plain. 

Maiden, fling thou aside thy lute. 
Be its chords, as thy own hopes, mute ; 
For he who first taught thy lips that strain 
Never will listen its music again. 

Give those roses to strew on his grave. 
That chain for a mass for the soul of the brav« 
And teach that lute, thou widow'd dove, 
A dirge for the fall of thy warrior love. 

« Alas ! that ever, *' Leila said, 

** The fond should mourn above the d^id* 
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Thus all too earlj deiolate, 
Without one hope or wish from &(e ; 
Bvre death, what can the maiden cmre 
Who weepe above her lorer's graTe V* 
Darkened her eyes with tearful dew, 
Wore her toft cheek yet softer hue ; 
And MiRZA who had Iean*d the while. 
Feeding upon her voioe and smUe, 
Felt as if all that fiite could bring 
Were written on that moment's wing. 
One moment he is at her knee, 
" So, LiiLA, wouldst thou werp for me V 
Started she, as at lightning gleam,-— 
** O, MiRZA, this I did not dream. 
Moslem and Moor, may Spanish maid 
Hearken such words as thou hast said ? 
My father's blood, my fiither*s creed, 
Now help me in my hour of need !" 

Still knelt he at the maiden^s feet, 
Still sought he those dear eyes to meet 
" Cruel, and is there nothing due \ 

To love so fervid and so true t" 
As with conflicting thought oppreas'd, 
She droop'd her head upon his breast ; 
Watch'd he ttie tears on her pale fiioe. 
When started she from that embrace. 
** I know the weakness of my heart : 
MiBSA, in vain, for we must part 
Farewell, and henceforth I will be 
Vow'd to my God and prayers for thee.** 

He strove to speak, but she was gone, 
He stood within the grove alone, . 
And from that hour they met no more : 
But what to either might restore 
Or peace or hope ; the gulf between. 
They roust forget what they had been. 
?orget — O ! never yet bath love 
SuoorssfuIIy with memory strove. 
I then was Mirza's page ; and strange 
H was to me to watch the change 
That over him like magic wrought 
Apart from all, in silent thought 
?e would pass houn ; and then his mood, 
\a wearied of such solitude, 
ilter'd to gayety ; that mirth, 
Desperate as if it knew its birth. 
Was like an earth flame*s sudden breath, 
'ipning from the ruined soil beneath. 

They had not met, since to the maid 
His first rash vow of love was said ; 
But heard we how, by penance, prayer. 

She strove to wash away the sin. 
That ever Infidel had share 

A Chrifdan maiden's Ineast within : 
And there perdiance were other tears 
Than those which flow'd from holy itUB. 



I know not what vain dream had spnmg 

In MinzA. Is it that despair, 
Ere the last veil aside is flung, 

Unable its own words to bear. 
Will borrow from hope's charmed tongue T 
To her a wreath he bid me take. 
Such as in our fair garden wake 
Love's hopes and fears, — O ! suiting well 
Such gentle messages to tell. 
That wreath I to the lady brought, 

I found her in her hall alone, 
So changed, your sculptora never wrought 

A form in monumental stone 
So cold, so pale. The large dark eye 

Shone strangely o'er the marble cheek ; 
The lips were parted, yet no sigh 

Seem'd there of breathing life to speak ; 
The picture at whose teei she knelt. 

The maiden Mother and her Child, 
The hues which on that canvass dwelt. 

With more of human likeness smiled. 
Awful the face, however fair, 
When death's dark call is written there. 
I gave the wreath, I named his name. 
One moment the heart's weakness came, 
Written in crimson on her brow. 
The very blossoms caught the glow ; 
Or grew they bright but from the ftdl 
Of teare that lit their coronal ? 
The next, the dark eye's sudden rein. 
The cheek's red colour pass'd again, 
All earthly feelings with them died ; 
Slowly she laid the gift aside. 
When will my soul forget the look 
With which one single stem she took 
From out the wreath? — a tulip flower; 
But, touch'd as by some withering power. 
The painted leaves were drooping round 
The rich but burning heart they bound. 
She spoke, — O ! never music's tone 
Hath sadder, sweeter cadence known :— 
** With jarring creed, and hostile line, 

And heart with fate at enmity, 
This wasting flower is emblem miaa^ 

Tis faded, it hath but to die." 

I took those leaves of faded bloom 
To MfRZA ; 'twas of both the doom. 
He died the first of the battle line. 
When red blood dims the sabre's shina ; 
He died the early death of the brave. 
And the place of the battle was thatof hia grsvv 
She died as dies a breath of song 
Borne on the winds of evening along, 
She fell as fidls the rose in spring. 
The ftirest are ever most perishing. 
Yet lingen that tale of sorrow and tovo 
Of the Chxiflttan tnaid ismI Vust \IK»daiB^\si 
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A tale to be told in the twilight hour, 
For the beauty's tears in her lonely bower. 



Rose the last minstrel ; he was one 
Well the eye loves to look upon. 
Slight, but tall, the gallant knight 
Had the martial step he had used in fight ; 
Dark and rich curPd the auburn hair 
O'er a brow, like the ocean by moonlight, fidr ; 
His island colour was on his cheek, 
Enough of youth in his health to speak ; 
But shaded it was with manly brown, 
From much of toil and of peril known : 
Frank was his courtesy, and sweet 
The smile he wore at fair lady's feet ; 
Yet haughty his step, and his mien was high 
Half-soflness, half-fire his falcon eye. 
England, fair England, hath earth or sea. 
Land of hearth and home, aught to liken with 
thee! 



SIR WALTER MANNY AT HIS FA- 
THER'S TOMB : 

THX XH0LI8H KHIOHt's BALLAD. 

" O ! show roe the grave where my father is laid. 

Show his lowly grave to me ; 
A hundred pieces of broad red gold. - 

Old man, shall thy guerdon be." 

With torch in hand, and bared head, 

The old man led the way ; 
And cold and shrill pass'd the midnight wind 

Through his hair of silvery gray. 

A stately knight follow'd his stepe. 

And his form was tall and proud ; 
But his step fell soft, and his helm was oS, 

And his head on his bosom bow'd. 

They pass*d through the cathedral aisles, 

Whose sculptured walls declare 
The deeds of many a noble koigfat ; 

Ds Mahhy*s name was not there. 

They pass'd next a low and humUe chuith, 

Scarce seen amid the gloom ; 
Then^ was many a grave, yet not even there 

Had his father found a tomb. 

They traversed a bleak and barren heath, 

Till they came to a gloomy wood. 
Where the dark trees droop'd, and the dark grass 
grew. 

As cur«Ki with the ai^t of blood. 



TTiere stood a lorn and blasted tree, 
As heaven and earth were its foes. 

And beneath was a piled up mound of stones. 
Whence a rude gray cross arose. 

** And lo !" said the ancient servitor, 

** It is here thy fiither is laid ; 
No mass has bless'd the lowly grave 

Which his humblest follower made. 

** I would have wander'd through every land 
Where his gallant name was known. 

To have pray'd a mass for the soul of the dead. 
And a monumental stone. 

** But I knew thy father had a son, 
To whom the task would be dear : 

Young knight, I kept the warrior's grave 
For thee, and thou art here." 

Sir Walter g^rasp'd the old man's hand 

But spoke he never a word ; — 
So still it was, that the fall of tears 

On his mailed vest was heard. 

O ! the heart has all too many tears ; 

But none are like those that wait 
On the blighted love, the loneliness 

Of the young orphan's fate. 

He call'd to mind when for knighthood's badge 

He knelt at Euwaud's throne; 
How many stood by a parent's side. 

But he stood there alone ! 

He thought how often his heart had pined. 
When his was the victor's name ; 

Thrice desolate, strangers might give, 
But could not share his fame. 

Down he knelt in silent prayer 

On the grave where his father slept ; 

And many the tears, and bitter the thoughts, 
As the warrior his vigil kept 

And he built a little chapel there ; 

And bade the death-bell toll. 
And prayers be said, and mass be sung. 

For the weal of the warrior's soul 

Yean pass'd, and ever Sir- Walter was fint 

Where warlike deeds were done ; 
But who would not look for the gallant knight 

In the leal and loyal son. 



Sooth to say, the sight was fidr. 
When the lady unbound from her javen hair 
The Golden Violet. O praise ! 
Dear thou art to the poet's lays. 
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Many a flash from each dark eje pasi'd, 
Many a minstrel's pulse throbb'd fast. 
As she held forth the flower. 



The dream is past, hushM is my late. 
At least, to my awaking, mute ; 
Past that fair garden and glad hall, ' 

And she the lady queen of all. 
Leave we her power to those who deign 
One moment to my idle strain : 
Let each one at their pleasure set 
The prize— the Golden Violet 
Could I choose where it might helong, 
'Mid phantoms but of mine own song 1 

My task b ended ; it may seem 
But vain regret for morning dream, 
To say how sad a look is cast 
Over the line we know the last 
The weary hind at setting sun 
Rejoices over labour done, 
The hunter at the ended chase, 
The ship above its anchoring-place 
The pilgrim o'er his pilgrimage, 
The reader o'er the closing page ; 
All, for end is to them repose. 
The poet's lot is not with those : 
His hour in Paradise is o'er; 

He stands on earth, and takes his share 
Of shadows closing round him more, 

The feverish hope, the freezing care ; 
And he must read in other eyes. 
Or if his spirit's sacrifice 
Shall brighten, touch'd with heaven's own firo. 
Or in its ashes dark expire. 
Then even worse, — ^what art thou, fame I 
A various and doubtful claim 
One grants and one denies ; what none 
Can wholly quite agree upon. 
A dubious and uncertain path 
At least the modem minstrel hath ; 
How may he tell, where none agree, 
What may fiime's actual passport be 1 

For me, in sooth, not mine the lute 

On its own powers to rely ; 
But its chords with all wills to suit. 

It were an easier task to try 
To blend in one each varying tone 
The midnight wind hath ever known. 
One saith that tale of battle brand 
Is all too rude for my weak hand ; 
Another, too much sorrow flings 
Its pining cadence o'er my strings. 
So much to win, so much to lose, 
No marvel if I fear to choose. 



How can I tell of battle field, 
I never listed brand to wield ; 
Or dark ambition's pathway try, 
In truth I never look'd so high ; 
Or stem revenge, or hatred fell. 
Of what I know not, can I tell t 
I soar not on such lofly wings. 
My lute has not so many strings ; 
Its dower is but a humble dower, 

And I who call upon its aid, 
My power is but a woman's power. 

Of softness and of sadness made. 
In all its changes my own heart 
Must give the colour, have its part 
If that I know myself what keys 
Yield to my hand their sympathies 
I should say it is those whose tone 
Is woman's love and sorrow's own ; 
Such notes as float upon the gale. 
When twiliglit, tender nurse and pale. 
Brings soothing airs and silver dew 
The panting roses to renew ; 
Feelings whose truth is all their worth. 
Thoughts which have had their pensive birth 
When lilies hang their heads and die. 
Eve's lesson of mortality. 
Such lute, and with such humble wreath 
As suits frail string and trembling breath, 
Such, gentle reader, woos thee now. 

! o'er it bend with yielding brow : 
Read thou it when some soften'd mood 
Is on thy hour of solitude ; 

And tender memory, sadden'd thought. 
On the worid's harsher cares have wrought 
Bethink thee, kindly look and word 
Will fall like sunshine o'er each chord ; 
That, light as is such boon to thee, 
T'lB more than summer*s noon to me : 
That, if such meed my suit hath won, 

1 shall not mourn my task is done. 



NOTES TO THE GOLDEN VIOLET. 

Page 154. 

Clainhaeh is the name of a small species of 
harp anciently used in the Highlands. See Annot 
Lyle's song in the " Legend of Montrose." 

Page 154. 

TTie Dream, This tale is founded on more 
modern tradition than that of the distant age to 
which my minstrel belongs : the vision, the pro- 
phecy, and untimely death of the youthful pair are 

actual facts ; and the present Campbell, Esq. 

Laird of Glensaddaell Angliee Melancholy Valley, 
is the very child whose health and prosperity hava 
realized the predictiotv oC Vsa&XaV^* 
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Page 65. 

Tfie PilgrirrCs Tale. In one, I think, of Dr. 
Mayor's beautifal essays (read years ago with de- 
light,) mention is made of an Eastern monarch 
who, afler years of power, pride, and pleasure, left 
it to be recorded in his archives, that in all those 
years he had known but fourteen days of happi- 
ness. 

Page 176. 

J%e Haunted Lake is founded on the Irish 
tradition of O'Donoghue, mentioned in one of 
Moore's charming melodies. I trust the slight 



liberties taken with the story win be pardoned on 
the plea of poetical variety. 

The tulip symbol, alluded to in page 179, bears 
the allegorical construction of eternal separation in 
the beautiful language of Eastern flowers. 

Page 180. 

Sir Walter Manny, The most touching inci- 
dent on which this little poem is founded is a 
historic fact, and as such recorded in Mills's His- 
tory of Chivalry ; pages to which my debt of obli- 
gation and delight is more freely though now 
regretfully rendered, in the knowledge that it is 
gratitude, not flattery, which is spoken of the dead. 



ERINNA. 



INTRODUCTORY NOTICE. 



Ajroiro the obligations I owe to '* The Brides of Florence/* and to the information contained m its 
interesting notes, I most refer particularly for the origin of the present poem. In one of those notes is 
the first, indeed the only accomit I ever met with of Erinna. The following short quotation is suffi- 
cient for my present purpose : — ^Erinna was a poetess from her cradle, and she only lived to the com* 
pletion of her eighteenth year. — Of Erinna very little is known ; there is in the Grecian Anthology a 
sepulchral epigram by Antipater on this young poetess.** A poem of the present kind had long floated 
on my imagination ; and this gave it a local habitation and a name. There s^med to be just enough 
known of Erinna to interest ; and I have not attempted to write a classical fiction ; feelings are what I 
wish to narrate, not incidents ; my aim has been to draw the portrait and trace the changes of a highly 
poetical mind, too sensitive perhaps of the chill and bitterness belonging even to success. The feelings 
which constitute poetry are the same in all ages, they are acted upon by similar causes. Erinna is an 
ideal not a historical picture, and as such I submit it less to the judgment than to the kindness of my 
fxiends. 



Was she of spirit race, or was she one 

Of earth's least earthly daughters, one to whom 

A gift of loveliness aod soul is giveoi 

Ouljr to make them wretched t 



There is an antique gem, on which her brow 
Retains its graven beauty even now. 
Her hair is braided, but one curl behind 
Floats as enamuur'd of the summer wind ; 
The rest is simple. Is she not too fair 
Even to thinic of maiden's sweetest care t 
Th» mouth and brow are contrasts. One so fraoght 
With pride, the melancholy pride of thought 
Conscious of power, and yet forced to know 
How little way such power as that can go; 
Regretting, while too proud of the fine mind, 
Which raises but to part it from its kind : 
But the sweet mouth had nothing of all this; 
It was a mouth the rose had lean'd to kiss 
For her young sister, telling, now though mute, 
How soft an echo it was to the lute. 
The one spoke genius, in its high revesling; 
The other smiled a woman's gentle feeling. 
It was a lovely face: the Greek outline 
Flowing, yet delicate and feminine ; 
The glorious lightning of the kindled eye, 
Raised, as it communed with its native sky. 
A lovely face, the spirit's fitting shrine ; 
The one almost, the other quite divine. 



Mt hand is on the lyre, which never mora 
With its sweet commerce, like a bosom friend, 
Will share the deeper thoughts which I could trust 
Only to mufflc and to solitude. 
It is the very grove, the olive grove. 
Where first I laid my laurel crown aside, 
And bathed my fever*d brow in the cold stream ; 
As if that I could wash away the fire 



MThich firom that moment kindled in my heart; 

I well remember how I flung myself. 

Like a young goddess, on a purple cloud 

Of light and odour — the rich violets 

Were so ethereal in bloom and breath : 

And I, — I felt immortal, for my brain 

Was drtmk and mad with its first draught of fiuns. 

'TIS strange there was one only cypreaa txn^ 
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And then, as now, I lay beneath its shade. 
The night had seen me pace my lonely room. 
Clasping the lyre I had no heart to wake, 
Impatient for the day : yet its first dawn 
Came cold as death ; for every pulse sank down. 
Until the very presence of my hope 
Became to me a fear. The sun rose up ; 
I stood alone 'mid thousands ; but I felt 
Mine inspiration ; and, as the last sweep 
Of my song died away amid the hills, 
My heart reverberate the shout which bore 
To the blue mountains and the distant heaven 
Erinha's name, and on my bended knee, 
Olympus, I received thy laurel crown. 

And twice new birth of violets have sprung, 
Since they were first my pillow, since I sought 
In the deep silence of the olive grove 
The dreamy happiness which solitude 
Brings to the soul o'erfillM with its delight : 
For I was like some young and sudden heir 
Of a rich palace hcap'd with gems and gold. 
Whose pleasure doubles as he sums his wealth 
And forms a thousand plans of festival ; 
Such were my myriad visions of delight 
The lute, which hitherto in Delphian shades 
Had been my twilight's solitary joy, 
Would henceforth be a sweet and breathing bond 
Between me and my kind. Orphan unloved, 
I had been lonely from my childhood's hour. 
Childhood whose very happiness is love: 
But that was over now ; my lyre would be 
My own heart's true interpreter, and those 
To whom my song was dear, would they not bless 
The hand that waken'd it ? I should be loved 
For the so gentle sake of those soil chords 
Which mingled others' feelings with mine own. 

Vow'd I that song to meek and gentle thoughts. 
To tales that told of sorrow and of love. 
To all our nature's finest touches, all 
That wakens sympathy : and I should be 
Alone no longer ; every wind that bore. 
And every lip that breathed one strain of mine. 
Henceforth partake in all my joy and griefl 
O ! glorious is the gifted poet's lot, 
And touching more than glorious : 'tis to be 
Companion of the heart's least earthly hour ; 
The voice of love and sadness, calling forth 
Tears from their silent fountain : 'tis to have 
Share in all nature's loveliness ; giving flowers 
A life as sweet, more lasting than their own ; 
And catching from green wood and lofly pine 
Ijanguage mysterious as musical ; 
Making the thoughts, which else had only been 
Like colours on the morning's earliest hour, 
Immortal, and worth immortality , 
Yielding the hero that eternal name 



For which he fought ; making the patriot's deed 
A stirring recQrd for long after time ; 
Cherishing tender thoughts, which else had pass'd 
Away like tears ; and saving the loved dead 
From death's worst part — its deep forgetfulness. 

From the first moment when a falling lea^ 
Or opening bud, or streak of rose-touch'd sky, 
Waken'd in me the flush and flow of song, 
I gave my soul entire unto the gift 
I deem'd mine own, direct from heaven ; it was 
The hope, the bliss, the energy of life ; 
I had no hope that dwelt not with my lyre, % 
No bliss whose being grew not from my lyre. 
No energy undevoted to my lyre. 
It was my other self, that had a power ; 
Mine, but o'er which I had not a control. 
At times it was not with me, and I felt 
A wonder how it ever had been mine : 
And then a word, a look of loveliness, 
A tone of music, call'd it into life ; 
And song came gushing, like the natural tears, 
To check whose current does not rest with us. 

Had I lived ever in the savage woods, 
Or in some distant Island, which the sea 
With wind and wave guards in deep loneliness ; 
Had my eye never on the beauty dwelt 
Of human face, and my ear never drank 
The music of a human voice ; I feel 
My spirit would have pour'd itself in song, 
Have leam'd a language from the rustling leaves. 
The singing of the birds, and of the tide. 
Perchance, then, happy had I never known 
Another thought could be attach'd to song 
Than of its own delight O ! let me pause 
Over this earlier period, when my heart 
Mingled its being with its pleasures, fiU'd 
With rich enthusiasm, which once flung 
Its purple colouring o'er all things of earth. 
And without which our utmost power of thought 
But sharpens arrows that will drink our blood. 
Like woman's soothing influence o*er man, 
Enthusiasm is upon the mind ; 
Softening and beautifying that which is 
Too harsh and sullen in itselC How much 
I loved the painter's glorious art, which forms 
A world like, but more beautiful than this ; 
Just catching nature in her happiest mood 
How drank I in fine poetry, which makes 
The hearing passionate, fiU'd with memories 
Which steal from out the past like rays from 

clouds ! 
And then the sweet songs of my native vale, 
Whose sweetness and whose softness call'd to 

mind 
The perfume of the flowers, the purity 
Of the blue sky ; O, how they stirr'd my wmi ! 
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Amid the many golden gifts which heavai 
Has left, like portions of its light, on earth. 
None hath sach influence as music hath. 
The painter's hues stand visible before us 
In power and beauty ; we can trace the thoughts 
Which are the workings of the poet's mind : 
But music is a mystery, and viewless 
Even when present, and is less man^s act, 
And less within his order ; for the hand 
That can call forth the tones, yet cannot lell 
Whither they go, or if they live or die, 
When floated once beyond his feeble ear ; 
And tfien, as if it were an unreal thing, 
The wind will sweep from the neglected atringa 
Aa rich a swell as ever minstrel drew. 

A poet's word, a painter's touch, will reach 
The innermost recesses of the heart. 
Making the pulses throb in unison 
With joy or grief, which we can analyze ; 
There is the cause for pleasure and for pain : 
But music moves us, and we know not why t 
We feel the tears, but cannot trace their source. 
Is it the language of some other state. 
Bom of its memory ? For what can wake 
The soufs strong instinct of another y/orld. 
Like music I Well with sadness doth it suit, 
To hear the melancholy sounds decay, 
And think (for thoughts are life's great human 

links. 
And mingle with our feelings,) even so 
Will the heart's wildest pulses sink to 



Delight in things that are but of the mind : 
But half humility when we partake 
Pleasures that are half wants, the spirit pines 
And struggles in its fetters, and disdains 
The low base clay to which it is allied. 
But here our rapture raises us : we feel 
What glorious power is given to man, and find 
Our nature's nobleness and attributes, 
Wliose heaven is intellect ; and we are proud 
To think how we can love those things of earth 
Which are least earthly ; and the soul grows pure 
In this high communing, and more divine. 



How have I loved, when the red evening fill'd 
Our temple with its glory, first, to gaze 
On the strange contrast of the crimson air, 
Lighted as if with passion, and flung back, 
From silver vase and tripod rich with gems, 
To the pale statues round, where human life 
Was not, but beauty was, which seem'd to have 
Apart existence from humanity : 
Then, to go forth where the tall waving pines 
Seem'd as behind them roU'd a golden sea. 
Immortal and eternal ; and the boughs, 
That darkly swept between me and its light. 
Were fitting emblems of the worldly carea 
That arc the boundary between us and heaven ; 
Meanwhile, the wind, a wilful messenger 
Lingering amid the flowers on his way, 
At intervals swept past in melody. 
The lutes and voices of the choral hymn 
Contending with the rose-breath on his wing ! 
Perhaps it is these pleasures' chiefest charm. 
They are so indefinable, so vague. 
From earliest childhood all too well aware 
Of the uncertain nature of our joys. 
It is delicious to enjoy, yet know 
No afier consequence will be to weep. 
Piide misers with enjoyment, when we have 

(84) 



This time of dreaming happiness pass'd by, 
Another spirit was within my heart ; 
I drank tlie maddening cop of praise, which grew 
Henceforth the fountain of my life ; I lived 
Only in others' breath ; a word, a look, 
Were of all influence on my destiny : 
If praise they spoke, 'twas sunlight to my sool ; 
Or censure, it was like the scorpion's sting. 

And a yet darker lesson was to learn — 
The hollowness of each ; that praise, which is 
But base exchange of flattery ; that blame, 
Given by cautious coldness, which still deems 
'Tis safest to depress ; that mockery, 
Flinging shafts but to show its own keen aim ; 
That carelessness, whose very censure's chance ; 
And, worst of all, the earthly judgment pass'd 
By minds whose native clay is unredeem'd 
By aught of heaven, whose every thought falls 

foul 
Plague spot on beauty which they cannot feel 
Tainting all that it touches with itselfl 

dream of fame, what hast thou been to me 
But the destroyer of life's calm content ? 

1 feel so more than ever, that thy sway 
Is weaken'd over me. Once I could find 
A deeper and dangerous delight in thee ; 
But tliat is gone. I am too much awake. 
Light has burst o'er me, but not morning's light; 
Tis such light as will burst upon the tomb, 
When all but judgment's over. Can it be, 
That these fine impulses, these lofty thoughts, 
Burning with their own beauty, are but given 
To make me the low slave of vanity. 
Heartless and humbled 1 O my own sweet poww. 
Surely thy songs were made for more than this ! 
What a worst waste of feeling and of life 

Have been the imprints on my roll of time. 
Too much, too long ! To what use have I tom'd 
The golden gifbi in which I pride myself? 
They are profaned ; with their pure ore I made 
A temple resting only on the breath 
Of heedless worshippers. Alas ! that ever 
Praise should have been what it has been to me • 
The opiate of my heart Y«l i ^&a:«^ ^x««s^^ 
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Of things which cannot be ; the bright, the pure, 

That all of which the heart may only dream-; 

And I have mused upon my gifl of song, 

And deeply felt its beauty, and disdained 

The pettiness of praise to which at times 

My soul was bow'd ; and I have scomM myself 

For that my cheek could bum, my pulses beat 

At idle words. And yet, it is in vain 

For the full heart to press back eveiy throb 

Wholly upon itsel£ Ay, lair as are 

The visions of a poet's solitude, 

There must be something more for happiness ; 

They seek communion. It had seem'd to me 

A miser's selfishness, had I not sought 

To share with others those impassioned thoughts, 

Like light, or hope, or love, in their effects. 

When I have watch*d the stars write on the sky 

In characters of light, have seen the moon 

Come like a veil'd priestess from the east, 

While, like a hymn, the wind sweU'd on mine ear, 

Telling soft tidings of eve's thousand flowers, 

Has it not been the transport of my lute 

To find its best delight in sympathy 1 

Alas ! the idols which our hopes set up. 

They are Chaldean ones, half gold, half clay ; 

We trust, we are deceived, we hope, we fear, 

Alike without foundation ; day by day 

Some new Olusion is destroyed, and life 

Gets eold and colder on towards its close. 

Just like the years which make it, some are 

check'd 
By sudden blights in spring ; some are dried up 
By fiery summers ; others waste away 
In calm monotony of quiet skies, 
And peradventure these may be the best : 
They know no hurricanes, no floods that sweep 
As a God's vengeance were upon each wave ; 
But then they have no ruby fruits, no flowers 
Shining in purple, and no lighted mines 
Of gold and diamond. Which is the best,— - 
Beauty and glory, in a southern dime, 
Mingled with thunder, tempest ; or the calm 
Of skies that scarcely change, which, at the least, 
If much of shine they have not, have no storms 1 
I know not : but I know fiiir earth or sky 
Are self-consuming in their loveliness. 
And the too radiant sun and fertile soil 
In their luxuriance run themselves to waste, 
And the green valley and the silver stream 
Become a sandy desert O ! the mind, 
Too vivid in its lighted energies. 
May read its fate in sunny Araby. 
How lives its beauty in each Eastern tale, 
Its growth of spices, and its groves of balm ! 
They are exhausted; and what is it now 1 
A wild and burning wilderness. Alas ! 
For such similitude. Too much this is 
The fate of this world's loveliest and best 



Is there not a ^ people, who 
Mysterious oracles of olden time. 
Who say that this earth labours with a cursey 
That it is fdlen firom its first estate. 
And is now but the shade of what it was 1 
I do believe the tale. I feel its truth 
In my vain aspirations, in the dreams 
That are revealings of another world, 
More pure, more perfect than our weary one» 
Where day is darkness to the stany souL 

O heart of mine ! my once sweet paradise 
Of love and hope ! how changed thou art to me I 
I cannot count thy changes : thou hast lost 
Interest in the once idols of thy being; 
They have departed, even as if wings 
Had borne away their morning ; they have left 
Weariness, turning pleasure into pain. 
And too sure knowledge of their hollowness. 

And that too is gone from me; that which 

was 
My solitude's delight ! I can no more 
Make real existence of a shadowy world. 
Time was, the poet's song, the ancient tale 
Were to me fountains of deep happiness, 
For they grew visible in my lonely hours, 
As things in which I had a deed and part ; 
Th&i actual presence had not been more true : 
But these are bubbling sparkles, that are found 
But at the spring's first source. Ah ! years maj 

bring* 
The mind to its perfection, but no more 
Will those young visions live in their own light « 
Life*s troubles stir life's waters all too much, 
Passions chase fancies, and, though still we dreamy 
The colouring is from reality. 

Farewell, my Ijrre ! thou hast not been to ma 
All I once hoped. What is the gift of mind. 
But as a barrier to so much that makes 
Our life endurable, — companionship. 
Mingling aflection, calm and gentle peace, 
Till the vex'd spirit seals with discontent 
A league of sorrow and of vanity. 
Built on a future which will never be ! 

And yet I would resign the praise that now 
Makes my cheek crimson, and my pulses beat, 
Could I but deem that when my hand is cold. 
And my lip passionless, my songs would be 
Number'd 'mid the young poet's first delights ; 
Read by the darkeyed maiden in an hour 
Of moonlight, till her cheek shone with ita 

tears; 
And murmur'd by the lover when his suit 
CaUs upon poetry to breathe of love. 
I do not hope a sunshine burst of fame, 
My lyre asks but a wreath of fragile flowers. 
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I liaTe told passionate tales of breaking hearts, 
Of yoong cheeks fading even before the rose ; 
My songs have been the mournful history 
Of womah's tenderness and woman's tears ; 
I have touched but the spirit's gentlest chords,^ 
Surely the fittest for my maiden hand ;^ 
And in their truth my immortality. 

Thou lovely and lone star, whose silver light, 
Like music o'er the waters, steals along 
The sofien'd atmosphere ; pale star, to thee 
I dedicate the lyre, whose influence 
I would have sink upon the heart like thine. 



In such an hour as this, the bosom turns 
Back to its early feelings ; man forgets 
His stem ambition and his worldly cares. 
And woman loathes the petty vanities 
That mar her nature's beauty ; like the dew, 
Shedding its sweetness o'er the sleeping flowers 
Till all their morning freshness is revived. 
Kindly afl*ections, sad, but yet sweet thoughts 
Melt the cold eyes, long, long unused to weep. 
O lute of mine, that I shall wake no more ! 
Such tearful music linger on thy strings. 
Consecrate unto sorrow and to love ; 
Thy truth, thy tenderness, be all thy fame f 
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THE CONISTON CURSE: 

▲ TOmKSHimB LieXlTB. 



There is a tradition of such a crnse attached to one of the 
old manflioni in the north of England ; I am not aware of 
any cause for the malediction. This will, I trust, be suffi- 
cient excuse for placing its origin in a period when such a 
circumstance was most likely to have taken place ; when 
enough of superstition remained for terror to have produced 
its fulfilment. 



Thxt knelt upon the altar stepe, but other looks 

were there 
Than the calm and inward looks which suit the 

evening hour of prayer ; 
Many a cheek was deadly pale, while some were 

flashed with red. 
And hurriedly and &lteringly the holy words were 

said. 

They knelt their last, they sang fheit last ; for deep 

the king hath sworn. 
The silent cells should strangely change before the 

coming mom : 
The doister'd votaiy henceforth is firee from vow or 

veil, 
. Her gray robes she may doS, and give her bright 

hair to the gale. 

And pardon be to them, if some, in their first hour 

of bloom, 
Thought all too lightly in their hearts 'tvras not so 

hard a doom ; 
For they were young, and they were fair, and little 

in their shade 
Knew they of what harah elements the jarring 

world was made. 



There knelt one young, there knelt one fiir, bit 

unlike those arotmd. 
No change upon her steady mien or on her brow 

was found. 
Save haughtier even than its wont now seem'd 

that lady's face. 
And never yet was brow more proud among her 

haughty race. 

Betrothed to one who fell in war, the last of all 

her name, 
In her first youth and loveliness the noble maiden 

came; 
Vigil and prayer, and tean perchance, had wom 

her bloom away. 
When held that youthful prioress in St Edith's 

shrine her sway. 

She gave her broad lands to its use, she gave her 

golden dower, — 
Marvel ye that ill she brook'd the chance that ruled 

the hour t 
And it may be more fiercely grew her pious seal 

aUied 
To this her all of earthly power — ^her all of earthly 

pride. 

Comes from the aisle a heavy sound, such stepe as 

tread in steel. 
The clash of sword, the ring of shield, the tramp 

of armed heeL 
The prioress bade her nuns upraise the vesper's 

sacred tone, 
She led the hymn, but mute the rest— no voite 

rose but her own : 

For open now the gates were flung, m pour'd the 

soldier train. 
And shout and shriek, and oath and prayer, rung 

thi^ugh the hol^ ^txA« 
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Then forth the prioreu stepp'd, and raised the red 

cross in her hand — 
No warrior of her race e'er held more fearless battle 

brand. 

** Now tarn, Sir Johk Db Covistok, I bid thee 

turn and fiee, 
Nor wait till Heaven^ bj my sworn lips, lay its 

dread curse on thee ! 
Turn back, Sir JoHir De Cohistov, turn from 

our sainted shrine, 
And years of penance may eflboe this godless deed 

of thine/' 

Rough was Sir Johv De Cohistob', and hasty in 

his mood, 
And, soldierlike, then answer'd he, in angry speech 

and rude : 
" I would not back although my path were lined 

with hostile swords, 
And deem*8t thou I will turn aside for only 

woman's words 1" 

She raised her voice, the curse was paas'd ; and to 

their dying day 
The sound, like thunder in their ears, will never 

pass away ; 
Still haunted them those flashing eyes, that brow 

of funeral stone. 
When the words were said, she veilM her fiice— 

the prioress was gone. 

No more in that calm sanctuary its vestal maids 

abide. 
Save one. Sir JoHir De Coitistok, and that one is 

thy bride ; 
The sister band to other homes at will might 

wander free. 
And their lonely prioress had fled a pilgrim o'er 

the 



Seven years St Edith's votary has wander'd fiur 

and near, 
Barefoot and fasting, she has call'd on every saint 

to hear: 
Seven years of joy and festival have paas'd away 

like hours. 
Since that priory had changed its state to a baron's 

lordly towers. 

There was revelling in that stately hall, and in his 

seat of pride 
The Lord of Coniston was placed, with his lady 

by his side ; 
And four hit children there were ranged beside 

their parents' knee, 
All glad and beautiful — a sight for weary eyes to 



Rang the old turrets with the pledge— ^^ Now 

health' to thee and thine ; 
And long and prosperous may thy name last in thy 

gallant line !" 
When a voice rose up above them all, and that 

voice was strange and shrill, 
Like autumn's wind when it has caught vrinter'f 

first shriek and chill ; 

And forth a veifd figure stepp'd, but back she 

flung her veil. 
And they knew St Edith's prioress by her brow 

so deadly pale ; 
No sickly paleness of the cheek whence health 

/ and hope have fled. 
But that deadly hue, so wan, so cold, which only 

suits the dead. 

"The prey of the ungodly is taken by God'f 

hand — 
I lay the endless curse of change upon this doomed 

land : 
They may come and possession take, even as thoa 

hast done. 
But the father never, never shall transmit it to his 

son. 

** Yet I grieve for the &ir brandies, though of suck 

evil tree ; 
But the weird is laid, and the curse is said, and ii 

rests on thine and thee." 
Away she pass'd, though many thought to stay 

her in the hall. 
She glided from them, and not one had heard her 

footstep &1L 

And one by one those children in their earliest 

youth declined, 
Like sickening flowers that fade and fall before the 

blighting wind ; 
And their mother she too pined away, stricken by 

the same blast. 
Till Sir JoHir Ds Covxstov was left, the IcmSj 

and the last 

He sat one evening in his haO, still pride waa on 

his brow, 
And the fierce spirit lingering there nor time nor 

grief could bow; 
Yet something that told fidling strength was now 

upon his fiu». 
When enter'd that dark prioress, and fronted himr 

in place. 

"Sir JoBH, thy days are number'd, and never 

more we meet 
Till we yield our last dread reckoning befi>re God*e 

judgment-seat ! 
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ever take- 
Then hear me corse again the land which is 

cursed for thy sake. 
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**0, Coniston, thy lands are broad, thy stately 
towers are fair, 

Yet wo and desolation are for aye the tenants 
there; 

For Death shall be thy keeper, and two of the 
same race 

Shall ne*er succeed each other in thy fated dwelling- 
place !" 

The curse is on it to this day : now others hold 
the land ; 

But be they childless, or begirt with a fiur in&nt 
band. 

Some sudden death, some wasting ill, some sick- 
ness taints the air. 

And touches all,^no master yet has ever left an 
heir. 



THE OMEN. 

'^ O HOW we miss the young and bright, 
With her feet of wind, her eyes of light. 
Her fragrant hair like the sunny sea 
On the perfumed shores of Araby, 
Her gay step light as the snow-white deer. 
And her voice of song-! O ! we miss her here. 
There is something sad in the lighted hall ; 
Without her can tliere be festival ! 
There is something drear in the meteor dance. 
When we do not catch her laughing glance. 
Bat pledge we her health.*' Each one took up, 
In that ancient hall, the red wineH:up : 
Each started back from the turbid wine-r- 
What could have dimmed its purple shine 1 
Each tum'd for his neighbour's look to express 
The augury himself dared not to guess. 

Swept the vaulted roof along, 
A sound like the echo of distant song. 
When the words are lost, but you know they 

tell 
Of sorrow's coming and hope's farewell. 
Such sad music could only bear 
Tale and tidings of long despair. 
Pass'd the sound from the ancient hall ; 
Tou heard in the distance its plaining fall. 
Till it died away on the chill night-wind : 
But it lefl its fear and its sadness behind ; 
And each one went to his pillow that night 
To bear fearful sound, and see nameless sight; 



Not such dreams as visit the bower 

Of the gay at the close of the festal hour. 



But next morning rose : 'twas a cheerful time 
For the sunshine seem'd like the summer prime, 
While the bright laurel leaves round the casements 

spread, 
And the holly with berries of shining red. 
The heaven of blue, and the earth of green, 
Seem'd not as if the winter had been. 
Welcomed they in the Christmas mom. 
With the sound of the carol, the voice of the 

horn. 
There was white snow lay on the distant hill, 
The murmuring river was cold and still ; 
But their songs were so glad that they miss'd not 

its tune, 
And the hearth-fire was bright as an August noon 
As if youth came back with the joyous strain, 
The aged lord, welcomed in the train 
Of £^est and vassal ; for glad seem'd he 
To make and to share their festivity. 

Though he may not see his Edith's brow, 
Though far away be his fair child now, 
Over the sea, and over the strand. 
In the sunny vales of Italian land. 
He may reckon now the days to spring. 
When her native birds and die will take wing^ 
Blithe and beautiful, glad to come 
With the earliest flowers to their own dear home 
Pass a short space of dark cold days. 
Of drear nights told by the pinewood's blaze. 
And the snow showers will melt into genial rain, 
And the sunshine and she be back again. 
And when she returns with her sweet guitar. 
The song and the tale she has leam'd a&r. 
And caught the sweet sound to which once he 

clung, 
The southern words of her mother's tongue. 
With her soft cheek touch'd with a rosier dye. 
And a clearer light in her deep dark eye 
He will not mourn that the winter hour 
Has pass'd unfelt by his gentle flower. 
It is Christmas day — ^'tis her natal mom. 
Away be all thoughts of sorrowing bome : 
There is no prayer a vassal can frame 
Will fail to-day, if breathed in her name ; 
Henceforth that guest is a bosom friend. 
Whose wish a blessing for her may send. 

Her picture hung in that hall, where to-da^r 
Gathered the guests in their festal array. 
Twas a fragile shape, and a fairy face, 
A cheek where ^ the wild rose had sweet birth 

place; 
But all too delicate was the red, 
Such rainbow hues «x« ^<^ wxk\y»X^«^^ 
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The sweet mooth eeem'd puled with fragrant air, 
A kisB and a smile were companions there : 
Nerer was wild fawn's eye more bright, 
Like the star that heralds the morning's light; 
Though that trembling pensiveness it wore 
Which bodes of a lustre too soon to be o'er. 
But to mark these signs long gazing took ; 
Seem'd it at first but that your look 
Dwelt on a face all glad and fair, 
'Mid its thousand curls of sunny hair. 
They raised the cup to pledge her name ; 
Again that strange sad music came, 
But a single Btrain,-^loud at its close 
A cry from the outer crowd arose. 

All rush'd to gaze ; and, winding through 
The length of the castle avenue, 
There was a hearse with its plumes of snow, 
And its night-black horses moved heavy and slow* 
One moment, — they came to the festal hall, 
And bore in the coffin a velvet palU 
A name was whisper'd ; the young, the fair, 
Their Edith was laid in her last sleep there. 
It was her latest prayer to lie 
In the churchyard beneath her native sky ; 
She had ask'd and pined for her early home. 
She had come at last, — but how had she come ! 
O ! that aged lord, how bore he this grief. 
This rending off of his last green leaf? 
He wasted away as the child that dies 
For love of its absent mother's eyes ; 
Ere the spring flowers o'er her grave were 

weeping, 
The fiither beside his child was sleeping. 



ONE DAY. 

And this the change ttom momixig to midnight. 

The sunshine of the morning 

Is abroad upon the sky, 
And glorious as that red sunshine 

The crimson banners fly ; 
The snow-white plumes are dancing. 

Flash casques and helms of gold : 
Tim the gathering of earth's chivalry, 

Her proud, her young, her bold. 
The fiery steeds are foaming. 

Sweeps by the trumpet blast, 
I hear a long and pealing shout, 

The soldier bands are past 

The sunshine of the morning 

Is abroad upon the sea; 
And mistress of the wave and wind 

Yon vessel seems to be. 



Like the pine tree of the finest 

Her tall mast heavenward springs, 
Her white sails bear her onwards 

Like the eagle's rushing wings. 
That deck is nobly laden. 

For gallant hearts are there ; 
What danger is they would not fiioe, 

The deed they would not dare 1 

The sunshine of tlie morning 

Is abroad upon the hills. 
With the singing of the greenwood leaves. 

And of a thousand rills. 
There springs the youthful hunter 

With his winged spear and bow. 
He hath the fisdcon's flashing eye. 

The fleet foot of the roe. 
He goes with a light carol, 

And his own heart is as light ; 
On, on he bounds from rock to rock. 

Rejoicing in his might. 

The sunshine of the morning 

Is abroad upon yon fime. 
There 'mid his country's monuments 

Dreams the young bard his strain. 
Stand there on marble pedestal 

The great of olden time : 
Marvel ye minstrel's brow is flush'd 

With thoughts and hopes sublime 1 

The moonshine of the midnight 

Is abroad upon the plain. 
Where gather'd morning's glorious ranks, 

There welter now the slain. 
Thousands are sunk there dying, 

PUlow'd upon the dead ; 
The banner lies by the white plume. 

But both alike are red. 

The moonshine of the midnight 

Is abroad upon the seas. 
The waves have risen in their might 

To battle with the breeze. 
That ship has been the victim ; 

Stranded on yon bleak coast. 
She has lost her roast, her winged sails, 

And her deck its warlike boast 
O'er her bravest sweep the waters. 

And a pale and ghastly band 
Cling to the black rock's side, or pace 

Like ghosts the sullen strand. 

The moonshine of the midnight 

Is abroad upon the hills ; 
No hunter's step is ringing there, 

Pfo horn the echo tills. 
He is laid on a snow pillow. 

Which his red heartblood baa dyad ; 
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One fidse step, and the jagged rock 
Enter'd the hunter's side. 

The moonshine of the midnight 

Is shining dVr the fane, 
Where the bard awoke the morning song 

He'll never wake again. 
Go thou to yon lone cavern, 

Where the lonely ocean sweeps 
There, silent as its darkness, 

A maniac vigil keeps. 
Tis the bard ; his curse is on him. 

His fine mind is o*erthrown, 
Contempt hath jarr'd its tuneful chords, 

Neglect destroy'd its tone. 

These are but few from many 

Of life's checker'd scenes ; yet these 
Are but as all, — pride, power, hope, 

Then weakness, grief, disease. 
O, gloxy of the morning ! 

O, ye gifted, young, and brave ! 
What end have ye, but midnight ; 

What find ye, but the grave 1 



LOVE'S LAST LESSON. 

Teach it me, if you can,?«^rgetfu}nesa ! 
I sorely shall forget, if you can bid me ; 
I who have worshipp'd thee, my god on earth, 
I who have bow'd me at thy lightest word. 
Your last command, *' Forget me," will it not 
Sink deeply down within my inmost soul 1 
Forget thee ! — ay, forgotfulness will be 
A mercy to nie. By the many nights 
When I have wept for that I dared not sleep,^ 
A dream had made me live my woes again. 
Acting my wretchedness, without the hope 
My foolish heart still clings to, though that hope 
Is like the opiate which may lull a while. 
Then wake to double torture ; by the days 
Pass'd in lone watching and in anxious fears, 
When a breath sent the crimson to my cheek, 
Like the red gushing of a sudden wound ; 
By all the careless looks and careless words 
Which have to me been like the scorpion's 

stinging; 
By happiness blighted, and by thee, forever ; 
By the eternal work of wretchedness ; 
By all my wither'd feelings, ruin'd health, 
Crush'd hopes, and rifled heart, I will forget thee ! 
Alas ! my words are vanity. Forget th^e ! 
Thy work of wasting is too surely done. 
The April shower may pass and be forgotten, 
The rose fiiU and one fresh spring in its place, 
And thus it may bo with light summer love. 



It was not thus with mine : tt did not spring. 
Like the bright colour on an evening cloud. 
Into a moment's life, brief, beautiful ; 
Not amid lighted halls, when flatteries 
Steal on the ear like dew upon the rose. 
As soft, aa soon dispersed, as quickly pass'd ; 
But you first call'd my woman's feelings forth. 
And taught me love ere I had dream'd love's name. 
I loved unconsciously ; your name was all 
That seem'd in language, and to me the world 
Was only made for you ; in solitude, 
When passions hold their interchange together, 
Your image was the shadow of my thought ; 
Never did slave, before his Eastern lord. 
Tremble as I did when I met your eye, 
And yet each look was counted as a prize ; 
I laid your words up in my heart like pearls 
Hid in the ocean's treasure cave. At last 
I learn'd my heart's deep secret: for I hoped, 
I dream'd you loved me ; wonder, fear, delight, 
Swept my heart like a storm ; my soul, my life, 
Seem'd all too little for your happiness; 
Had I been mistress of the starry worlds * 

That light the midnight, they had all been yours. 
And I had deem'd such boon but poverty. 
As it was, I gave all I could — my love. 
My deep, my true, my fervent, feithful love ; 
And now you bid me learn forgetfulness : 
It is a lesson that I soon shall learn. 
There u a home of quiet for the wretched, 
A somewhat dark, and cold, and silent rest, 
But still it is rest, — for it is the g^ve. 

She flung aside the scroll, as it had part 
In her great misery. Why should she write ? 
What could she write 1 Her woman's pride for 

bade 
To let him look upon her heart, and see 
It was an utter ruin ; — and cold words. 
And scorn and slight, that may repay his own, 
Were as a foreign language, to whose sound 
She might not frame her utterance. Down she 

bent 
Her head upon an arm so white that tears 
Seem'd but the natural melting of its snow, 
Touch*d by the flush*d cheek*s crimson ; yet life- 
blood 
Less wrings in shedding than such tears as those. 

And this then is love's ending ! It is like 
The history of some fair southern clime. 
Hot fires are in the bosom of the earth. 
And the warm'd soil puts forth its thousand 

flowers. 
Its fruits of gold, summer's regality. 
And sleep and odours float upon the air : 
At length the subterranean element 
Breaks from its secret dwellins-^lace^«SkiL\K^% 
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All waste before it ; fihe red lava stream 

Sweeps like the pestilence ; and that which was 

A garden in its colours and its breath, 

Fit for the princess of a fairy tale, 

Is as a desert, in whose burning sands. 

And ashy waters, ^ho is there can trace 

A sign, a memory of its former beauty 1 

It is thus with the heart ; love lights it up 

With hopes like young companions, and with joys 

Dreaming delidously of their sweet selves. 

"^ 

This is at first ; but whut is the result ? 
Hopes that lie mute in their own sullenness, 
For they have quarrell'd even with themselves; 
And joys indeed like birds of Paradise :* 
And in their stead despair coils scorpionlike 
Stinging itself; and the heart, burnt and crushM 
With passion's earthquake, scorchM and withered 

up, 
Lies in its desolation, — this is love. 

What is the tale that I would tell 1 Not one 
Of strai\ge adventure, but a common tale 
Of woman's wretchedness ; one to be read 
Daily in many a young and blighted heart. 
The lady whom I spake of rose again 
From the red fever's couch, to careless eyes 
Perchance the same as she had ever been. 



* la Eastern tales, the bird of Paradise never rests on 
tartlL 



But O, how alter'd to herself! She felt 
That birdlike pining for some gentle home 
To which affection might attach itself, 
That weariness which hath but outward part 
In what the world calls pleasure, and that chill 
Which makes life taste the bitterness of death. 

And he she loved so well, — ^what opiate 
Lull'd consciousness into its selfish sleep 1 — 
He said he loved her not ; that never vow 
Or passionate pleading won her soul for him ; 
And that he guess'd not her deep tenderness. 

Are words, then, only false ? are there no lookSy 
Mute but most eloquent ; no gentle cares 
That win so much upon the fair weak things 
They seem to guard 1 And had he not long read 
Her heart's hush'd secret in the soft dark eye 
Lighted at his approach, and on the cheek 
Colouring all crimson at his lightest look 1 
This is the truth ; his spirit wholly turn'd 
To stem ambition's dream, to that fierce strife 
Which leads to life's high places, and reck'd not 
What lovely flowers might perish in his path. 

And here at length is somewhat of revenge : 
For man's most golden dreams of pride and power 
Are vain as any woman dreams of love ; 
Both end in weary brow and wither'd heart. 
And the grave closes over those whose hopes 
Have lain there long before. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



The idea of the following poem was 
taken from a picture by Mr. M'Clise, 
called " The Vow of the Peacock," ex- 
hibited at Somerset House. I have at- 
tempted to attach a narrative to the brilliant 
Bcene represented by the painting. 

The fact of a lady in distress applying 
to some renowned knight for assistance, 



belongs as much to the history of chivalry 
as to its romance. Vows on the heron, 
the pheasant, and the peacock, to do some 
deeds of arms, were common in the olden 
time. My story, founded on this pictu- 
resque custom, is entirely fanciful, though 
its scenes and manners are strictly histo- 
rical. L. E. L. 
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1 HI present ! it is but a drop from the 
In the mighty depths of eternity. 
I love it not— it taketh its birth 
Too near to the dull and the common earth. 
It is worn with our wants, and steep'd with our 

cares, 
The dreariest aspect of life it wears ; 
Its griefs are so fresh, its wrongs are so near. 
That its evils of giant shape appear ; 
The curse of the serpent, the sweat of the brow, 
Lie heavy on all things surrounding us now. 
Fiird with repining, and envy, and strife, 
What is the present — the actual of life 1 
The actual ! it is as the clay to the soul. 
The working-day portion of life's wondrous whole ! 
How much it needeth the light and the air 
To breathe their own being, the beautiful, there ! 
Like the soil that asks for the rain from the sky. 
And the soft west wind that goes wandering by, 
E*er the wonderful worid within will arise 
And rejoice in the smile of the summer's soft eyes. 

The present — the actual — ^were they our all — 
Too heavy our burthen, too hopeless our thrall ; 
But heaven, that spreadeth o'er all its blue cope. 
Hath given us memory, — hath given us hope ! 
And redeemeth the lot which the present hath 

cast, 
By the feme of the future, the dream of the past 
The future ! ah, there hath the spirit its home. 
In its distance is written the glorious to come. 
The great ones of earth lived but half for their 

day; 
The grave was their altar, the far-off their way. 
8tep by step hath the mind its high empire won ; 
We live in the sunshine of what it hath done. 

The present ! it sinketh with sorrow and care, 
That but for the future, it never could bear ; 
We dwell in its shadow, we see by its light. 
And to-day trusts to-morrow, it then will be bright 

The maiden who wanders alone by the shore, 
And bids the wild waters the dear one restore ; 
Yet lingers to listen the lute notes that swell 
As the evening winds touch the red lipe of the 

sheU. 
She thinks of tlie time when no longer alone 
Another will thank those sweet shells for their 

tone: 



They soothed her with music, the soft and the 

deep, 
That whisper'd the winds, and the waves were 

asleep. 
Such music, hope brings from the future to still 
Humanity vex'd with the presence of ilL 

The past ! ah, we owe it a tenderer debt. 
Heaven's own sweetest mercy is not to forget; 
Its influence softens the present, and flings 
A grace, like the ivy, wherever it clings. 
Sad thoughts are its ministers— angels that keep 
Their beauty to hallow the sorrows they weep. 
The wrong, that seem'd harsh to our earlier mood, 
By long years with somewhat of love is subdued ;^ 
The grief^ that at first had no hope in its gloom. 
Ah, flowers have at length sprung up over the 

tomb. 
The heart hath its twilight, which softens the 

scene. 
While memory recalls where the lovely hath been. 
It builds up the ruin, restores the gray tower. 
Till there looks the beauty still /rom her bower. 
It leans o'er the fountain, and calls from the wave 
The naiad that dwells with her lute in the cave ;^ 
It bends by the red rose, and thinketh old songs ;•— 
That leaf to the heart of the lover belongs. 
It clothes the gray tree with the green of its 

spring. 
And brings back the music the lark used to sing. 
But spirits yet dearer attend on the past. 
When alone, 'mid the shadows the dim hearth has 

^ast; 
Then feelings come back, that had long lost their 

tone. 
And echo the music that once was their own. 
Then friends, whose sweet friendship the world 

could divide. 
Come back with kind greetings, and cling to our 

side. 
The book which we loved when our young love 

was strong ;-^ 
An old tree long cherish'd ; a nursery song ;— 
A walk slow and pleasant by field and by wood ;-^ 
The winding 'mid water-plants of that clear flood, 
Where lilies, like fairy queens, look'd on their 

glaas, — 
That stream we so lo^ed vck. opax <Se^i&w<vA Njn ^^^«a»« 
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O ! world of sweet phantoms, how precious thou 

art! 
The post is perpetual youth to the heart 

The past is the poet's, — ^that world is his own ; 
Thence hath his music its truth and its tone. 
He calls up the shadows of ages long fied. 
And light, as life loyely, illumines the dead. 
And the beauty of time, with wild flowers and 

green, 
Shades and softens the world-worn, the harsh and 

the mean. 
He lives, he creates, in those long vaniah'd 

years- 
He asks of the present but audience and tears. 

Years, yean have past along 
Since the sword, and since the song 
Made alike the bright and bold — 
What one wrought — the other told. 
When the lady in her bower 
Held her beauty's conscious power ; 
When the knight's wild life was spent 
Less in castle than in tent ; 
When romance, excitement, strifiB, 
Flung the picturesque o'er life. 

Lo, the pact yields up an hour 
To the painter's magic power— 
Master'd into life and light. 
Breathing beautiful and bright, — 
One bright hour in glory dyed 
Of the old chivalric pride. 

With war music round them pofor'd, 
With the sunshine on the sword, 
With the battlemented towers, 
Crimsoning in the morning hours, 
Girdled by their southern clime, 
Stand a group of olden time. 
They are gather'd, — wherefore now t 
'Tis the Peacock's noble vow ! 
Vow that binds a knightly faith 
Sure as love and strong as death. 

Doth that kneeling bright hair'd dame 
Succour or protection claim t 
Is she wrong, is she forsaken ? 
Wherefore must that vow be taken 1 
What wild tale of old romance 
Haunteth that bright lady's glance 1 
What proud deed of coming fight 
Bares the blade of yonder knight 1 
Dare I give the colours words^^ 
Ask their music from the chords 1 



Is sooth it was as fair a court 
As ever in a mom of May, 

Amid the greenwood's glad resort, 
Made a perpetual holiday. 



'TIS true she was a queen no more, 
But still her robe the ermine bore ; 
And in her hand, and in her eye. 
Was that which spoke of courts gone-by * 
For Catherine look'd what she had been, 
At once the beauty and the queen. 
Both had their grief, whose memory throws 
A deeper charm around repose. 

She knew the worth of quiet hours, 
Past true and loving hearts among, 

Whose history might be writ on flowers. 
Or only chronicled in song. 

Methinks, were it my lot to choose, 
As my lot it will never be, 

I'd colour life with those same hues 
That, lady ! colour'd life for thee. 
Thou, to whom life enough was known— 
The moonlit bower, the court, the throne; 
The heart that maketh its own snare. 
Passion and power, and grief and care ; 
Till the soul, sadden'd and subdued, 
Rejoiced in haunted solitude. 

Youth is too eager, forth it flings 
Itself upon exulting wings, 
Which seek the heaven they ask too 
One wild flight ends the bright career ; 
With broken wing and darken'd eye. 
Earth claims again its own to die. 
No ! solitude asks by-gone hours 
Wherewith to fill its silent bowers, — 
Memories that linger o'er the past. 
But into softer shadow cast. 
Like lovely pictures that recall 
One look, but that most dear of alL 

When life's more fierce desires depart, 
Aware how fiilse and vain they are, — 

While youth yet lingers at the heart, 
And hope, although it looks a&r, — 
Then takes the lute, its softest tone. 
Its murmurs of emotions gone. 
Then charms the jucture most, it bringis] 
So many unforgotten things. 
Then breathes within the gifted scroll, 
A deeper meaning to the soul, — 
For that itself hath learnt before 
The truth and secret of its lore. 

Few know such Uessed breathing tim* 
As she, whose home beside the sea. 

Beneath that lovely summer clime. 
Seems such a £uiy dream to me. « 

Within a fair Italian hall, 
Round which an olive wood extends, 

With summer for her festival, — 
For camp and court a few tried friends, 

The Queen of Cypress dwelt, — the last 
That ever ruled that lovely isle ; 
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The sceptre from her hand she cast, 
And Venice wore her crown the while. 
Whose winged lion loved to sweep 
Sole master of his bride— the deep. 
Her history is upon her face ; 
"Htian hath kept its pensive grace. 

Bivinest art, that can restore 
The lovely and the loved of yore ! 
Her cheek is pale, her mouth is wrought 
With lines that tell of care and thought, 
But sweet, and with a smile, that seema 
To brood above a world of dreams. 
And with an eye of that clear blue, 
Like heaven when stars are shining through, 
The pure, the spiritual, the clear. 
Whose light is of another sphere. 
It was an eve when June was calling 

The red rose to' its summer state. 
When dewlike tears around are falling — 

Such tears as upon pity wait 
The woods obscured the crimson west. 

Which yet shone through the shadowy screen 
Like a bright sea in its unrest, 

With gold amid the kindling green. 
But softer lights and colours fall 
Around the olive-shelter'd hall, 
Which, opening to a garden, made 
JtB own, just slightly broken, shade. 

Beneath a marble terrace spread, 
VeinM with the sunset's flitting red. 
And lovely plants, in vases, there 

Wore colours caught in other skies ; 
Sweet prisoners, such — ^because so fair, 

Made captives for their radiant eyes. 
And in the centre of that room 

A fountain, like an April shower, 
Brought light — and bore away perfume 

Tq many a pale and drooping flower, 
That, wearied with the sultry noon, 
Languished at that sweet water's tune. 

The silvery sigh of that soft strain 
Had lull'd the lady and her train ; 
And she — her thoughts were far away— - 
Gone back unto that earlier day. 
When heart and hope alike were young. 
The tears within her eyelids sprung. 
They mingled with the fountain stream- 
It was too sweet, too sad a dream. 
** What," said she, " is the singer mute 1 
Come young Azaho, take thy lute. 
And tell me of those ancient days 
Thou dost so love to sing and praise. 
Hast thou no legend, minstrel mine. 
Of my own old heroic line ; 
Some tale of Cyprus, ere her strand 
Was won to the Venetian's land 1 



Ah ! ocean's loved and loveliest ark, 
Thou did*st not always own Sl Mark ! 
Hast thou no chronicle to tell 
Of that fair land I love so well V* 

A pale and silent youth was he 
Who took the lute upon his knee. 
But now his inmost heart was stirr'd ; 
He rose at his sweet sovereign's word : 
A word to whose low tones were given 
All he dream'd music was in heaven. 
Ah ! love and song are but a dream, 
A flower's faint smile on life's dark stream. 
He sang — he loved ; though heart and strain 
Alike might love and sing in vain. 
Looks not the lover, nor the bard. 
Beyond the present's sweet reward ; 
Enough to feel the heart is full 
With hopes that charm, and dreams that lull 

One such impassion'd hour is worth 
A thousand common days of earth ; 
They know not how intense the beating 
Of hearts where love and song are meeting. 

He took the lute — be gave it words, 
And breathed his spirit on the chords. 
The world, save one sweet face, was dim ; 
And that shone o'er his lute and him. 
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There is a city, that for slaves. 
Has kings, and nations, winds, and waves : 
St Mark is conscious of her power. 
His winged lion marks her tower. 
But that the bold republic stood. 
And bought her empire with her blood. 
The crescent's pale and silver lines 
Would shine where now the red cross shines 
But victory is a chained thing. 
Beneath her haughty lion's wing. 

One eve the sun was redly shining. 
Crimson, as it is now declining. 
When e'en the dark canals were bright 
A moment with that rosy light ; 
How glorious did its colours sweep, 
As if in triumph o'er the deep. 

One wandered there, whose gazing eye 
Deserved to mirror such a sky. 
He of the laurel and the lyre, 
Whose lip waA song, whose heart was fire- » 
The gentle Petrarch — ^he whose fame 
Was worship of one dearest name. 
The myrtle planted on his grave. 
Gave all the laurel ever gave ; 
The life that lives m others' breath — 
Love's last sweet triumph over death. 
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And tell me not of long disdain, 
Of hope unblestr— of fiery pain, — 
Of lute and laurel vow*d in vain. 

Of such the common cannot deem ; 
Such loTe hath an ethereal pride ! 

I*d rather feed on such a dream, 
That win a waking world beside. 

He wander'd, lonely, while his gaze 
Mused o'er the sunset's failing rays ; 
When, lo ! he saw a vessel ride, 
As if in triumph o'er the tide. 
Amid her sails were green boughs wreathing, 
And music from her deck was breathing ; 
And from tlie mast a banner's fold 
Flung forth its purple and its gold. 
Now joy in Venice ! — she has brought 
Glad tidings of a battle fought : 
The last of a victorious war. 
She brings them triumph from afiur. 
Yet, further on, the dim and dark, 
On the horizon hangs a bark ; 
A sad, small speck : o'er which a cloud 
Hangs heavy, like a funeral shroud ; 

While others mark'd the ship that came 
From fields of battle and of fame ; 
And told, with loud acclaim, the while 
The conquest proud of Candia's isle. 
The poet linger'd last to mark 
The progress of that lonely baik. 
He watch'd the worn and weary sail ; 
I would that he had told its tale ! 
Then, honour'd like a thing divine, 
I had not dared to make it mine. 

Upon that deck a lady stands. 
The fairest that e'er wrung her hands ; 
Or bow'd a radiant brow to weep 
(Wer her wide unpitying deep. 
And leave we Venice to her hour 
Of festival, and pride, and power. 
To learn whate'er the cause can be 
That brings such maiden o'er the sea. 

The Queen of Cyprus is the maid 
But banish'd from her throne and land ; 

She comes to seek for foreign aid. 
Against a false and factious band. 
Ah, minstrel song hath many wings ! 
From foreign lands its wealth it brings. 

And it had brought, o'er sea and sky, 
The tidings of Leoni's fame. 

Till hope and honour seem'd to lie 
Beneath the shadow of his name. 

Irene's ear had often heard 
The glory given to his sword ; 
And when she fled her prison-tower, 
Ah ! such a bird, for such a bower, 



It was to seek the sea-beat strand 
Where dwelt the hero and his band ; 
And ask that succour no true knight 
Ere yet denied to lady bright 

They landed where a little bay 
Flmig o'er the shelving sands its spray ; 
And mingled with the rain, which kepi 
Perpetual moan, as if it wept. 
While winds, amid the hollow caves, 
Told the sad secrets of the waves. 

It was a gloomy night— and, pale. 
That young queen drew her morning veil. 
Which ill could screen that slender form 
From the rude beatiiig of the storm. 
A convent rear'd upon the height, 
Gave shelter from the closing night. 
Thankful was that bright head to rest. 
For charity's sweet sake, their guest 

It was a mournful sight to see 

That youthful brow lie down 
Without its purple canopy, 

Without its royal crown ; 
A rugged pallet which was laid 

Upon the floor of stone, 
Thro' whose dark chinks the night winds play'd 

With low, perpetual moan ; 
A death's head telling from the wall — 
<* Thy heart bcaU high— but this ends all !" 
A crucifix, a pictured saint, 
With thin worn lip and colours faint, 
All whereon youth loves not to dwell, — 
Were gather'd in that gloomy celL 

I said, 'twas sad to see such head 
Laid lowly in so rude a lied ; 
Eyes, long accustom'd to unclose 
Where sigh'd the lute, where breathed the roae. 
Not for the lack of state or gold. 
But for the history which it told. 

The youthful sleeper slumbering there. 
With the pale moonlight in her hair ; 
Her childlike head upon her arm. 
Cradling the sofl cheek, rosy warm ; 
The sweet mouth opening like a flower. 
Whose perfume fills the midnight hour ; 
Her white hands clasped, as if she kept 
A vigil even while she slept : 
Or, as her rest too long delaying. 
Slumber stole over her while praying. 
Yet this is not the dreamless sleep 
That youth should know ; — the still, the deep ! 
See, on her cheek the unquiet red 
A sudden crimson flush has shed ! 
And now it fades, as col ^urs die. 
While watching twilight's transient sky. 
And now 'tis deadly pale in hue ; 
On the wan forehead stands the dew ! 
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The small white hands are clench'd and 

wrong : 
8he wakes ! how wild a look is flung 
From those blue eyes which, strange and wide, 
Glance, like the deer*s from side to side ! 
She listens ; but she cannot hear, 
So loudly beats her heart with fear. 
Gradual she knows the lonely cell- 
She hears the midnights bell ; 
She sees the moonlight on the pane. 
And, weaiy, drops her head again. 

Alas ! the steps of that young queen 
Upon life*s radest path have been. 
An orphan ! ah, despair is heard 
In but the echo of that word ! 
Left in her infancy, alone, 
On that worst solitude^a throne, 
111 suited was that small snow hand 
To sway the sceptre, or the brand. 
In troth, the Cypriots need a lord 
Who curbs a steed, and wears a swoxd ; 
And a bold chieftain of their line 
Had victor come from Palestine : 
Fierce, rothless, false, the crown he sought, 
Nor reck'd how dearly it was bought. 
Till lately had Irene been 
In outward state and show a queen 1 
And she had been a toy and tool, 
To grace each adverse faction's rule. 
But when the bold usurper*s claim 
AskM royal place, and royal name ; 
Made captive in a treacherous hour, 
She pined within a searbeat tower. 

At length a small and faithful band 
Escape and rescue bravely plann'd ; 
They set the royal captive free. 
And bore the maiden o'er the sea ! 
And now the lady comes to ask 
Of chivalry its glorious task : 
Aid at the brave Leoni's hand. 
To win her back her father's land. 
Three days have pass'd, for she was worn 
With all that slender frame had borne ; 
But tidings came that Venice gave 
A general welcome to the brave, 
And that a hundred hearts were bent 
Upon the morrow*s tournament. 
Leoni, too, had raised his spear, 
Impatient for the high career. 
Where deeds of honour would be done, 
In honour of the triumph won. 

The following mom that sacred shrine 
Saw toys and gauds unwonted shine. 
The ivy o'er the lattice hung 
Back, for a freer light was flung. 
O'er the gray pallet were unroll'd 
Silks heavv with the weight of gold. 



The caskets are unlock'd, that show 
Pearls glittering like untrodden snow : 
The diamond, like stars at night ; 
The emerald which has caught the light 
Of early sunbeams, when they pass 
Over the dewy morning grass. 

The Queen of Cypros, she has now 
No empire but her own sweet brow — 
No other influence than what lies 
In the deep azure of her eyes. 
But she who hath such look and mien 
Is still the hearts' enthroned queen. 
Her maiden train, with curious care. 
Knit the rich tresses of her hair ; 
And never king bad car\ed gold 
Like those bright lengths together roH'd, 
With sunshine gather'd in each fold. 
The velvet robe with gold was laced. 
And jewels bound the slender waist : 
They suited well her high degree. 
And queenlike look and step had she ! 
She saw her graceful shadow fall 
O'er the small mirror in the wall ; 
Then like the swan with statelier swell. 
She past the threshold of her cell. 
No' knight could see that Up and eye. 
And boon, which they might ask, deny ! 
Thy smile securing thy behest. 
Go, lady, in thy loveliest 

The morning ! 'tis a glorious time. 
Recalling to the world again 

The Eden of its earlier prime. 
Ere grief, or care, began their reign. 
When every bough is wet with dews. 
Their pure pale lit with crimson hues ; 
Not wan, as those of evening are. 
But pearls unbraided from the hair 
Of some young bride who leaves the glow 
Of her warm cheek upon their snow. 
The lark is with triumphant song 
Singing the roee-touch*d clouds among : 
'TIS there that lighted song has birth. 
What hath such hymn to do with earth 1 

Each day doth life again begin. 
And morning breaks the heart within, 
Rolling away its clouds of night, 
Renewing glad the inward light 

Many a head that down had lain, , 
Impatient with its twelve hours' pain. 
And wishing that the bed it prest, 
Were, as the grave's, a long last rest. 
Has sprang again at morning's call, 
Forgiving, or forgetting all ; 
Lighting the weary weight of thought 
With colours from the daybreak brought 
Readhig new promise in the sky. 
And hearing Hope, the lark on hi%lu 
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But what must morning be to those 
Who sleep impatient of repose, 
The hand upon the spear and shield 
Which wait the morrow's glorious fieUL 
The tournament, where Venice asks 
All who delight in honour's tasks. 
The Count Leoni sees his band 
With helm on head and spear in hand, 
And proud, he mark'd the sunbeams shine 
Over the long embattled line, 
And said, exulting, " They are mine !" 
No chief were he who could have eyed 
Such soldiers without chieftain's pride ! 
Plumed, and full arm'd from head to heel, 
They sat like statues carved in sCeeL 
He of that body was the soul. 
To lead, to curb, inspire, control. 

And wherefore does the warrior wait 1 
His steed is pawing at the gate, — 
His page is with his helmet near, — 
He has kiss'd his cousin's farewell tear.^ 
He lingers — ^for a dwarf that seems 
More like a creature framed in dreams, 
'Mid midnight's strange fantastic strife, 
Than being form'd of actual life. 
Has pray'd him for a moment there 
To listen to a lady's prayer. 
And ever true knight owns the claim 
Whose suit is urged in woman's name. 
Stately as night, and fair as day, 
The lovely laily made her way 
Through armed ranks, that bent to her 
As if she were a conqueror : 
Then bending on her graceful knee 

Her lowly suit she made. 
And pray'd him of his courtesy 

To give an orphan aid ; 
And leave the tourney for the fer. 
And fatal scenes of actual war. 

The colour kindled on his cheek, 
A moment and he could not speak ; 

Then silence hastily broke he, 
And said, " O, fairest dame ! 

Henceforth my sword is vow'd to thee, 
And asks no other fame. 
I pray thee rise, it were more meet 
For me to kneel before thy feet. 
And vow to thee, as at a shrine, 
That heart and hand, and sword are thine.** 
Hope kindled in Irene's eyes. 
Yet from her knee she would not rise, 
But spoke again : ** If true art thou. 
Take thou the Peacock's sacred vow." 
Her listening maidens caught the word. 
And fortli they brought the royal bird ; 
The glorious bird, to whom is given 
The colour of an eastern heaven. 



Of all the fowls that sweep the air 
None with the Peacock may compare ; 
Not only for its loveliness. 
Though queens in vain might ask such dress, 
But o'er those painted plumes are cast 
So many shadows from the past, — 
Those gorgeous ships which wont to bring 
The wealth of Ophir to that king 
Who ransack 'd earth and swept the main. 
To find their pleasures were in vain. 
Or from those purple feathers peep 
Faces which they have luU'd to sleep, 
Cheeks of pale beauty, and dark eyea 
Wherein their eat^tern heaven lies ; 
But tearful in their sleop, with dreams 
Of unforgotten mountain streams. 
Ah, childhood ! lovely art thou, seen 
When care and passion intervene. 
And thou dost smile as smiles a star,— 
Calm, happy, undisturb'd, but far. 
And such a memory thou hast stirr'd 
Within my heart, enchanted bird ! 
I see a little garden nook. 
It has a lorn deserted look ; 
Conscious of better days, and pride 
To its neglected state denied : 
Yet is it lovely, or to me 
Lovely at least it seem'd to be. 

Laurels stood shining in the sun^ 
A golden green, half light, half gloom ; 

Some early flowers to seed had run. 
But some were only just in bloom; 
And straggling over path and bed, 
The careless ones shone white and red. 
Spoilt children they, who wander on 
Till summer and themselves are gone. 
But in the midst a plot of grass 
Was to the sunshine as a glass ; 
It had been turf, but weeds and flowers 
Had sprung through long neglected hours. 

There stood an aged trunk, 'twas gray 
With moss and nature's slow decay. 
Yet there a peacock used to come 
He chose it for his summer home ; 
A brave, bright bird, whose graceful head 
Stoop'd daily to my hand for bread. 
Then would he take his glittering stand. 
While to the sun his plumes expand. 
So from th' empurpled waves arise 
Such colours when the dolphin dies 
I loved it for its beauty's blaze, 
I love it now for by-gone days. 
Whene'er I see that bird it brings 
A world of long-forgotten things, — 
Romantic fancies, boldly plann'd, 
For childhood is a fairy land, 
And scorns to work by common means. 
The fair woof of its future scenes ; 
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Hopes which, like dewJrops o'er the plain. 
The very sunshine turns to rain ; 
Affections long since past away. — 
But this is vain— on with my lay. 

The golden dish is richly chased 
On which the royal bird is placed ; 
And lovely are the bearers twain, 
Who there the gorgeous weight sustain. 

The one is &ir, as that meek flower 
The lily, hiding in her bower ; 
Fair as the north — whose sky and snowa 
Give softest white and purest rose. 

The other — such soft shadows weave 
The sweet shapes of a southern eve. 
The fringed lashes darkly bend 
Where moonbeams and where meteors blend,— 
Eyes, full of danger and delight, 
Where softness and where fire unite. 

Before the armed knight they stand. 
Then flashes forth his eager brand ; 

So help him God ! as he shall fight 
For honour and his lady's right ; 
80 help him God ! as he shall be 
True to his faith, his sword, and thee. 
She watch'd him while he swore — that queen 
So fair a knight had never seen — 
The past, to which she tnm'd, grew dim. 
How could she think, and not of him 1 

O ! sweet and sudden fire that springs 
With but a look to light its wings ; 
How false to say thou needest time 
The bright ascent of hope to climb ; 
A star thou art, that may not be 
Reckoned by dull astronomy ! 
Henceforth Irene's heart must keep 
A treasure ! — silent, still, and deep. 
A torture ! — no one Love hath known. 
Only the lovely and the lone. 
His very fevourites but possess 
Gleams of unquiet happiness. 

Love's gifts are like the vein of gold 

That intersects earth's darker mould ; 

The gold is gain'd, the coin is wrought ; 

But how much trouble has it brought 1 
Alas ! not hers the only gaze 
Which too deep tenderness betrays : 
Nor hers the only ear that hung 
On the war music of his tongue. 
A girl behind Leoni stands, 
His scarf is in her trembling hands ; 
Scarce hath she power to bid each fold 
Hang graceful with its blue and gold ; 
She droops beneath her shrouding veil. 
Her lip, her cheek, are touch'd with pale ; 
A fear hath enter'd at her heart,-i- 
Take life, so that fear also part. 
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His ward and cousin she has grown 

Within Leoni's halls ; 
A flower which no rude wind Ifiath blown. 

O'er which no shadow falls. 
So gradual has the maiden sprung 

To womanhood's sweet prime ; 
So soft the shadow round her flung 

By that enchanted time. 
That still she seems the child to be 

Who wander*d at his side. 
Beneath the summer's greenwood tree 

And by the sea's blue tide ; 
And heaping treasure for her bower 
Of singing shell and breathing flower 
But on her brow there is a shade 
Scarcely for early April made : 
But 'tis the heart that marks the hour ; 
And hers, in passion and in power. 
Has long outgrown the simple fears 
And buoyant hopes of childhood's years. 
Love gathereth knowledge ; and that tree 
Hath good and ill in its degree ; 
With many an unaccustom'd gpiest 
It stirs the spirit in its rest. 
Emotions generous, deep, and strong. 
That bear the fever'd soul along ; 
Shame, hidden in a rosy cloud. 
By its own sweet self disallow'^ ; 
Fancies that make their own distress^ 
And doubts that question happiness. 
Love brings all these — he cannot bring 
Again its freshness to the spring. 

Orphan, or ere her footsteps knew 
The weary earth they were to tread ; 

The love which with her stature grew. 
Caught something mournful from the dead ; 
And her young spirit quench'd its tone 
Too much with dwelling on the gone. 
She sat beside her mother's grave, 
And thought of him, the loved, the brave ; 
He who had been the only guide 
Of his betroth'd and orphan bride. 
Thus had she grown, a lonely child 
Like the woodflower, as sweet and wild ; 
The dariing and delight of all 
Within the okl ancestral hall ; 
None look'd beyond the brow the while. 
Which still was sweet with childhood's smile. 

How often has the maiden felt. 
When at Leoni's feet she knelt. 
Unquiet thoughts her joy disturb^ 
And shadowy fears she could not curb ; 
Still in her soul the whisper came, 
** I love him — is his k)ve the same 1** 
Love's instinct prompt at once to reach 
AU that experience soon must teach, v 
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Then flinging down the chain and gem 
He deem'd she must delight to wear : 

How couid she care for toys like them ; 
How could he think that she could care 1 

Then would he raise the golden head 
Whose bright hair droop'd around his knee ; 

And question what she wish'd instead. 
And promised what she wish'd should be. 

And, like a petted child, carest 
The eyes which she had downcast kept, 

Grew yet more tearful thus add^est. 
In wonder wherefore she had wept. 

She did not know herself; so much 
Does the young heart itself deceive : 

If love — she did not dream it such,— 
She only felt that she must grieve ; 

And marvell'd with a sweet surprise 
Tears were so ready in her eyes. 

She blush'd them off, and put on mirth ; 
The mask youth ever wears to hide 

The deeper feelings that have birth 
In shame, in passion, and in pride. 

At the first look Leoni tum'd 
Upon the fair and stranger dame, 
Her inmost heart within her bum'd, 
A light upon her darkness came. 
Past, present, future, seem'd to fling 
Their weight upon that moment's wing ; 
A shadow fell upon the air, 
The presence of one great despair. 

Small time has she for thought ; to day 
The courteous hostess she must play. 
Tlie galher*d bands are glad to hear 
Of nobler warfare for their spear. 
All kindle in one mutual flame. 
For such a cause and such a dame ; 
All crowd within that ancient hall 
To share the parting festival. 
To-morrow with the morning breeze, 
Their gallant fleet will cut the seas. 

The banquet shall be spread to-night ; 
The cup shall circle now 

For that fiiir lady and her knight. 
And for " the Peacock's Vow." 

Amenalde hath ta'en her seat 
Beside the radiant stranger's feet ; 

Whose purple canopy on high— 
The golden step and choir ; 

But most that regal form and eye 
Her regal state declare. 

Leoni serves her on his knee, 
But, with a fairy smile, 

She says such homage must not be, 
And she his guest the while. 

With Koflest look and courteous word 
dbe bid him canre the royal bird. 



He carves it with a curious skill 
And when his task was done. 

The little flame was burning still 
That from its bright beak shone. 

He pledged the purple cup that night. 
His soul drank brighter wine 

Than ever fill'd a cup with Ught 
Or made the hour divine ; 

As if its passing shade had caught 
All treasures that a life had sought. 

Ah, no— a deeper joy he drank 
Than ever floated on the bowl, 

A joy, that coloured while it sank 
In sweet enchantment on the soul. 

The rosy thraldom of the vine 
Would vanish with the morning's shrine ; 

But he who wakes from such a dream. 
Wakes never more to dream again ; 

The hues have died on life's dull stream. 
Which seeks that earlier light in vain. 

But who e'er tum'd firom beauty's ray 
For fear of future shade ; 

Or who e'er flung a rose away 
Because that rrjse might &de. 

It was a newborn joy to watch 
Those blue eyes sink beneath his own ; 

The colour of the blush to catch, 
The colour which his gaze had thrown 

Upon a cheek, else pale and fiiir 
As lilies in the summer air. 

Amenalde sat watching by, 
With kindled cheek and flashing eye ; 
She saw before the rest, — to her 
Her own heart was interpreter. — 
She knew the fiz'd, yet timid look. 
As if the soul some treasure took ;— 

She knew the sofl, yet eager tone; 
So had she look'd, so had she spoken : 

The past now made the present known 
By many a sad &miliar token. 

Ah ! those who love can well divine 
The slightest look, the merest sign. — 

And she was gay, — though love is strong^ 
Yet pride is stronger still ; 

She felt, but show'd not of her wrong- 
It master'd not her will. 
Strange ! her young heart could have such 

power 
Upon its most impassion'd hour. 
Ah ! call it by some dearer name^ 
The effort made by maiden shame 
Its agony of soul to hide. 
It is too deep, too soft for pride. 

Upon her cheek a burning red. 
But richly beautiful, is shed ; 

So kindles on the funeral pyre 
The flame by perfume fed : — 
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How few remember that sweet fire 
Is rising o'er the dead. 
And clouds grow crimson with the glow 
Of the poor human dust below. — 
The light which that young cheek illumed 
Came from all precious things consumed ; 
Hopes, dreams, ere those bright hues depart. 
Sent from the ashes of the heart 
The stranger queen had lifted up 
In her small hands the golden cup, 
And drank her timid thanks to all 
Gather'd within Leoni's hall ; * 
But he — he saw that azure eye 
Grow soflter as it pass'd him by, 
And indistinct her voice became 
Beneath the music of bis name, 
8he left the hall, she past like light ; 
So in the east comes sudden night. 
She past — so graceful glides the swan 
Some lone and lovely lake upon. 

And sought her chamber, — it was fair 
With perfume on the midnight hour ; 

Amenaide, with graceful care, 
Had made it like a fairy's bower. 
She placed within the fragrant light- 
Then bade her weary guest good-night 
A moment more and she was gone : 
Both were so glad to be alone, 

But soon Irene's eyelids close 
IMid those sweet visions which repose. 
Gathering their fragrant life by day 
From violet bells and hawthorn spray— 
I hold that in the noontide hours 
Sweet dreams are treasured up in flowers. 
But for Ameualde, her head 
Reposed not on its silken bed ; 
Ah ! what have eyes to do with sleep 
That seek, and vainly seek, to weep 1 
No dew on the dark lash appears,— 
The heart is all too full for tears. 
Awhile she paced her stately room^ 
She felt its heat, she felt its gloom — 
The tapestry o'er the walls that hung 
Flung shadows it had never flung ; 
She loathed each old fiuniliar thing,— 

Her missal with its golden band ; 
The lute, whose scarcely silent string 

Yet trembled with her last command ; 
The song she sang last night — such song 
Would never more to her belong ; 
Her books, her flowers— o'er all was cast 
The bitter presence of the past 

The silken curtains back she drew, 
And back the moonlit lattice threw ; 
In came the soft and fragrant air,-^ 
In come the moonlight soli and fair,— 



It soothed her not, — that tranquil sky > 
Seem'd as it said, " despair, and die ! 
She gazed upon the lovely night, — 
She sicken'd at its unshared light 
O ! that a single cloud had thrown 
Its shadow sharing with her own. 
Ah ! loving weakness of the soul, 
That asks the wild waves as they roll, — 
That asks the light winds as they sweep,— 
To share the human tears we weep : 
Not all in vain is such a prayer — 
They soothe, although they may not share. 

But 'twas too soon for the sweet sense 
Of Nature's hallowing influence ; 
Her silent and subduing power 
Is felt upon a later hour ; 
Not on the first dream-haunted mooa 
Of youth's impassioned solitude. 
It was Amenai'de's first sorrow :— 
To such there seemeth no to-morrow. 

As yet she knew not how such te|in 
Are half forgot in future years ; 
How life effaces as it goes 
The keenest pang of earlier woes. 
How careless and how cold we grow. 
Dry as the dust we tread below ; 
As if the grave its chillness threw. 
The grave — which all are hastening to ! " 
But she, the youthful mourner there, 
Was bow'd beneath her first despair. 

The first, — ah ! none can ever know 
That agony again — 

When youth's own force is on the blow 
Its keenness in the pain. 

She gazed, although she knew not why 
Where ocean seem'd another sky. 

The moon look'd down upon the deep. 
Till in that deep it seem'd to be ; 

Scarce might the eye the image keep. 
Of which was sky, and which was sea. 

But soft ! above the glittering tide 
Black shadows in their silence glide ; 

They are not fi'om the heavens above. 
They keep the moonlight from the wave 

Slowly the far-off phantoms move. 
And bring the darkness of the grave. 
They leave the rocky coast that flings 
Its gloom above their spreading wings ; 
They sweep before the rising gale, 
The moonlight fiills upon the sail ; 
With swelling canvass, snowy crest, 
Like sea-birds in their plumage drest. 
The tall ships come, that soon afar 
Will bear lieoni to the war. 
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She wmtch'd them on their shining track,— 
80 looks the wretch upon the rack ; 
Though dews upon her forehead rise, 
No tears are in her large wild eyes. 
She starts, some strange and sudden thought 
The crimson to her cheek has brought; 
Her bitten lip is yet more white, 
Her blue eye fill) with eager light; 
Some wish, o*er which she dares not brood. 
Has risen on her feverish mood. 
Some thoughts there are, that may not brook 
Upon their own resoWe to look. 
The grief which acts is easier borne. 
Than that which weeps, — the lone and lorn ; 
And, urged by love and love's despair. 
What is there woman will not dare 1 



SECOND CANTO. 

ft 

O ! fairest of the viewless powers 
That guide the fairy &11 of night. 

The last and loveliest of the hours 
That blush away the lingering light 

The twilight, when our earth seems blending 
Its human passion with the skies ; 

And rosy clouds above ascending, 
Wear mortal colours while they rise, 
Till, purified, tbey disappear 
Amid the high pale atmosphere. 

The twilight melts upon the air,— 
But what hath it with earth to do ? 

Only the spreading sea is there. 
With heaven above to close the view. 
But yet a passionate emotion 
Stirs the warm depths of sky and ocean ; 
And not a cloud, and not a surge, 
But bears a blush upon its verge. 

SofUy the crimson shadows fall 
Around the cabin's tapestried wall ; 
Where, with the rich light round her dying, 
On silken couch the queen is lying ; 
For, with its proud, yet graceful state, 
That ship is worthy of its freight 
Upon her arm Irene bends, 
Her long gold hair like light descends ; 
While the soft shades of evening fling 
A richer darkness on each ring. 

She looks around, 'tis not to watch 
The purple fantasies of eve ; 

She listens, it is not to catch 
The music which the waters weave ; 
For, with a low, perpetual sound, 
The haunted waves are dashing round. 
A face is present to her eye, 

A voice is ringing in her ear ; 



Ah ! love brings many an object nigh 
The heart alone can see and hear. 

Her broidery aside is flung. 
Aside the small seed pearls she strung ; 
She will not touch her lute's hush'd chord% 
She will not list her maiden's words. 
The shadows on her eyelids press 
Of Love's delicious idleness. 

Amid her train there was a page, 
A Moorish youth of tender age 
A delicate, pale orphan flung 
Too soon the world's rude paths among : 
Friendless, save one old harper's care : 
Too young to strive, too weak to bear 
The many evils that await 
The lonely path — the low estate. 
Irene's tenderness was moved. 
And soon her gentle page she loved. 
He was so timid, and so weak. 
The tears so soon on his dark cheek, 
O'er which the frequent blushes came, 
Like night lit up with sudden flame ; 
And with a voice ! — such tones may dwell 
Where the wave whispers to the shell. 
Half song, half sigh— ^uch music hung 
On that young Moor's enchanted tongue. 

He sat apart — around his head 
Was bound a shawl of deepest red. 
Which hid his brow, and gave his eye 
A wilder light with its fierce dye ; 
A foreign lute was in his hand — 
Small, dark — his southern sun had tann'd 
All colours, those, the soft and frail. 
Into an olive, clear and pale. 

She mark'd tlie lute, and bade him sing 
One of those songs so much his own ; 

Where a sweet sadness woke the string, 
Till sorrow's self might claim the tone. 
*Tis strange, the happy and the young, 
At whose feet life its flower hath flung— > 
Whose future like a dream appears. 
Yet only ask the lute for tears. 
Instinct of sorrow, that prepares 
Its sympathy before it shares. 

He took his lute — his voice was low, 
So lapsing waters sofUy flow 
Amid the drooping flowers around. 
As if they turn'd their sighs to sound. 
Ah, magic ! of a voice that seems 
To haunt the soul with hopes and dreams ; 
Which gives to minstrel words the power 
And passion of their early hour. 
When in their sweetness first they came, 
And turn'd the heart they fiU'd to flame ;— > 
Such sofl, sad voice can give the lay 
All that its poet meant to say. 
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O ! cast that shadow from thy brow, 
My darkeyed love ! be glad awhile,: 

Has Leila's song no music now 1 
Is there no charm in Leila's smile 1 

There are young roses in my hair, 

And mom and spring are on their bloom ; 

Yet you have breathed tlieir fragrant air, 
Like some old vapour from the tomb. 

There stands the vase of crystal light, 
Vein'd with the red wine's crimson stains : 

Has the grape lost its spell to-night ? 
For there the cup, untouched, remains. 

I took my lute for one sad song ; 

I sang it, though my heart was wrung — 
The sad, sweet notes we've loved so long — 

You listen'd not, though Leila sung. 

I press'd my pale, pale dieek to thine ; 

Though it was wet with many tears. 
No pressure came to answer mine, — 

No murmur breathed to soothe my fean. 

Ah ! silent still 1 then know I all ! 

I know that we shall part at last ! 
In mercy, gentle Heaven, recall 

Only the memory of the pasL 

Ah ! never did uio tirst June flower 

Bare purer bosom to the bee. 
Than that which yielded to love's power, 

And gave its sweetest wealth to thee. 

"Twas a new life— the earth — the skv-— 
Seem'd to grow fairer for thy sak<\ 

But this is gone — O, destiny ! 
My heart is wither'd — let it break ! 

My garden will lie desolate ; 

My flowers will die ; my birds will pine : 
All I once loved I now shall hate ; — 

With thee changed eveiy thing of mine. 

! speak not now — it mocks my heart ; 
How can hope live when love is o'er 1 

1 only feel that we must part ; 

I only know — we meet no more ! 

Never that youthful Moor had lent 
The plaining lute o'er which he bent 
More sweetness tlian he gave those chords— 
The lady hath not heard the words. 
Upon her cheek the rose is bright, 
Her eyes are lit with inward light ; 
Leoni's stately step is near. 
What other music ran she hear 1 



Her heart that distant sound has stirr'd. 
Ere others but its echo heard. 

He comes to say that they can see 
The island darkening on the air ; 

The while their welcome seems to be, 
The perfume which these breezes bear — 
Breezes that bring from myrtle groves 
The memory of their former loves, 
When the first poeU fill'd the earth 
With dreams which in themselves ha^ve birth. 
Irene lean'd and watch'd the isle. 
At least she seem'd to watch the while ; 
But the faint smile her roselip wore 
Was never given to sea or shore. 
She look'd, but saw not — that soft eye 
Had sweeter fancies flitting by. 

She felt the look she could not meet. 
She droop'd beneath Leoni's gaze ; 

Ah ! never words can be so sweet 
As silence which itself betrays. 
Yes, love has happy hours, which rise, 
O'er earth as over Paradise. 
Hours which o'er life's worst d&rkness fling 
Colours as from an angel's wing, 
Which gild the common, soothe the drear. 
Bring heaven down to earth's cold sphere ; 
But never has it such an hour 
As in its first unspoken power. 
No hue has faded from its bloom. 
No light has fallen from its plume^ 
No afler-fear, no common care. 
Has weigh'd on its enchanted air. 
Mortality forgets its thrall ; 
It stands a thing apart from all— 

A thing, alas ! too soon to be 
Number'd amid the things that were, 

As morning hues upon the sea 
Fade as they never had been there. 
But ere those charmed lights depart — 
There is no future for the heart 

They lean'd upon that vessel's side. 
That youthful lady and the knight. 

Till one by one from ocean's tide 
The stars had risen into light 
She told him of that lovely clime, 
She told him of her childhood's time : 
Not much the words, but soft and low. 
Straight to the heart such accents go ; 
And all was hush'd, as sky and sea 
Shared in the sweet tranquillity. 
With half a song and half a sigh 
The rippling waves went murmuring by. 
The loosen'd sails were lightly stirred, 
Like wings of some lone forest bird 
That cannot sweep from spray to spray. 
Nor waken music on its way. 

While all around seems spell or sleepi. 
Why doth the dat^ ^»i^s& VaiTtw «eAn«<«:^'^ 
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Ah ! never jet was scene so (air. 
But some heart watched in its despair. 

The ranks are set, the hosts are met. 
The morning sunbeams shine 

0*er tents with dews of nightfall wet 
O'er the long warrior line. 
By heaven it is a glorious thing 
Upon the gallant steed to spring, 
With white plume dancing o'er the crest. 
With spur on heel, and spear in rest. 
And sword impatient of its light, 
A sun that reddens into night. 
To feel the energy of strife. 
The life that is so much of life. 
The pulse's quicken'd beat — the eye, 
Whose dark light kindles to defy. 
By heaven it is a glorious pride 
To lead the stormy battle tide. 
Aye, let the crimson banner spread 
So soon to wear a darker red — 
Let the proud trumpet wake the air 
As victory's sounding wing were there : 
It is in death and danger's hour 
That most existence feels its power. 
And is this all ? — the flush and glow — 
When war's wild waves at morning flow t 
Ah, no ! night cometh, and she flings 
The weight and darkness of her wings. 
The tide has ebb'd — the beach is left. 
Of its bright panoply berefl ; 
The glittering waves that caught the sun— > 
Their light is past, tbeir course is done : 
The field is fought — who walketh there 1 — 
The shadowy victory casts — Despair ! 
For the proud chief, in shining mail. 
Comes the young orphan mute and pale ; 
For the red banner's radiant fold. 
Some maiden rends her locks of gold 
For the war steed, with bit of foam, 
The image of a desolate home. 
While wandering o'er the ghastly plain, 
Some mother seeks her child in vain. 
Ah, War ! if bright thy morning's rise, 
Dark Ui thine evening sacrifice. 

• But for the orphan's sacred cause, 
His sword the Count Leoni draws; 
And it is for a maiden's right 
He leads the thickest of the fight 
It matters not who soonest fled— 
Who longest fought — what numbers bled ; 
Enough, that evening's setting sun 
Redden'd above a battle won. 

Dismounted from his weary steed, 
That well had served the struggle's need ; 
A page the noble creature led, 
With panting chest and drooping head. 



His master came — in battle staln'd. 
But still his stately step retain'd. 
No more his glittering armour shone^ 
Hlb helm and glancing plume were gone ; 
And heart and toil their darkness threw 
O'er curls that lost their sunny hue ; 
The azure scarf which he had worn. 
Afar amid the struggle borne ; 
By all and by himself forgot, 
One only mark'd he wore it not. 
The Moorish page ! upon his brow 
Is seen the only shadow now. 

Forth comes the Queen — the first to yield 
Due honour to the glorious field. 
Which gives the sceptre to her hand. 
And, more — gives back her native land. 
She camo— the purple evening air 
Grew as her sweet face shone more fair ; 
She came, the flowers beneath her feet 
Sprung up amid the grass most sweet. 
Leoni kneels more graceful far 
Than in the morning pomp of war. 
Dust — paleneeo — blood — a charm confer ; 
Irene felt they were for her. 
Such service might the proudest move. 
And gratitude excuses love. 

With queenly step, but eye that bent 
Too conscious on the earth beneath ; 

Herself she led him to the tent 
Where hung the victor's laurel wreath. 
Herself unclasp'd the hands of steel, 
Herself unbound the armed heel ; 
And murmur'd broken thanks the while. 
The soft blush brightening with a smile ; 
Then bade him rest. Ah, looks like those 
Were never heralds of repose. 
He slept not ; but the dreams that steep 
Such sweet unrest are more than sleep. 

Night came— the deep and purple time 
Of summer in a southern clime. 
The curtains of the tent were sway'd 
As the night-wind among them play'd ! 
And he could see the distant sky. 
Where stars in crowds uncounted lie : 
And all seem'd bright excepting one ; 

He fancied he could see it pale, 
As if forsaken by its sun, 

Its golden light began to faiL 
A deeper sympathy there came 
For that expiring shadowy flame, 
Deserted by its radiant tide. 
Than all the brighter stars beside. 
And while his fanqr work'd and brought 
Phantoms of many a gloomy thought. 
Upon the air a song arose, 
An old song with a mournful close : 
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A song of days far hence remoTed, 

In childhood heard, in childhood loved. 

A fitful song it was, and low 

And indistinct as waters flow 

"When sighing leaves and flowers are near 

And yet he held his hreath to hear. 

SOHO. 

Take that singing bird away ; 
It has too glad a lay 

For an ear so lorn as mine ! 
And its wings are all too light, 
And its feathers all too bright. 

To rest in a bosom like mine ! 

But bring that bird again 

When winter has changed its strain ; 

Its pining will be sweet to me 
When toil and stain are on its breast, 
And its pinions droop for rest ;— 

O, then, bring that bird to me ! 

Together, poor bird, will pine 
Over beauty and hope's decline ; 

Yet ril envy in pityhig thee : 
Never may the months restore 
The sweet spring they brought before 

To me— but they will to thee ! 



The lute was hush'd — ^but soon again 
The singer's voice took up the strain. 



One word, although that word may pass 

Almost neglected by. 
With no more care than what the glass 

Bean of a passing sigh : 

One word to breath of love to thee, 

One low, one timid word. 
To say that thou art beloved by me, 

But rather felt than heard. 

I scarcely wish thy heart were won ; 

Mine own, with such excess, 
Would like the flower beneath the sun 

Die with its happiness. 

I pray for tEee on bended knee. 

But not for mine own sake ; 
My heart's best prayers are all for thee— 

It prays itself to break. 

Farewell ! farewell ! I would not leave 

A single trace behind; 
Why should a thought, if me to grieve, 

Be left upon thy mind ? 



I would not have thy memoiy dwell 
Upon one thought of pain ; 

And sad it must be the farewell 
Of one who loved in vain. 

Farewell ! thy course is in the sun, 
First of the young and brave ; 

For me, — my race is nearly run, 
And its goal is the grave. 



There was a sadness in the words. 
There was a memory on the chords. 
That to the listening warrior brought 
Thoughts that he fain would not have thought 
And sudden to his lip there came 
A dear, yet half forgotten name ; 
Forgotten as all else had been 
In the sweet eyes of that young queen. 
Amenai'de had often sung 
The mournful airs on which he hung. 
Up sprung the soldier from hb rest; 
His brow upon his hands he prest. 
O, misery for the heart to prove 
The strife of honour and of love ! 
Pale was Leoni's cheek next day, 
When forth he led his brave array 
In triumph through the crowded street, 
Where thousands their young sovereign meet, 
With loud acclaim and greeting hand, 
As if she had not left their land : 
Deserted in her hour of need. 
With life and death upon her speed. 

But now she comes — the fair, the bright. 
As if her reign were a delight. 
Its path of flowers, its way through song. 
Rolls her triumphal car along ; 
Noble or vassal, each one vies 
To catch the sunshine of her eyes : 

And yet beneath her silver veil 
The maiden's cheek is lovely pale. 
Ah, on such gentle cheek is laid 
The shadow of a lover's shade ! 
Her smile had to Leoni flown— 
Alas ! hUi answer'd not her own. 
In that bright hour of joy and pride, 
Two hearts had bitter thoughts to hide : 
So waves fling up their sunlit glow. 
While rocks and darkness lurk below. 
O, weary day that seem'd so long ! 
O, hours that dragg'd their weight along ' 
At last 'twas night ; escaped from all 
The crowds that made her splendid thrall, 
The young queen sought a ganlen wild. 
Where she had ruam*d a happy child — 
A child that neither hopes nor fears. 
Unconscious of its coming years. 
She sought a little fountain playing, 
With lilies 'mid Ua 7iQJ«,t% v\xvy^^\ 
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A fairy thing, that tang bj night, 
And gave the stars again their light 
Twas somewhat desolate, for wide 
The myrtles swept from every side, 
And weeds around the margin meet — 
But there the very weeds are sweet. 

She'sat her down, her glittering dress 
Contrasting with the dark recess ; 
The orange buds that clu8ter*d there, 
Shed their sweet leaves amid her hair ; 
And to the wave below her face 
Lent, like a fiiiry gift, its grace. 
Transient and &ir, — e'en now 'tis past, 
Some other shadow there is cast 

She started from her mossy seat, 
And both stood silent, pale, and still — 

Only was heard the hearths loud beat, 
Only was heard the plaining rilL 
Like statues placed in that lone nook, 
To mock it with the human look ; 
And paint upon the moonlit air 
The ghastly aspect of despair ! 
There was heart-broken silence first, 
Then passionate those accents burst. 
Whose utter agony of wo, 
Once— only once— -the heart can know ! 
She bade him go — for true she read 

The beating of that noble heart ; 
Better it rested with the dead. 

Than see its stainless life depart 
She bade him go— although the word 
Was scarcely from her pale lip heard— 
One desperate prayer, one wild caress, 
And she is lefi in loneliness, 
The darkest hours of night were spent 
Before Leoni sought his tent ; 
Then, feverish, down he lay to ask 
For sleep, as if sleep were a task ; 
When, lo ! upon his pillow laid, 
A letter, festen'd by a braid 
Of silken hair and golden hue, — 
Ah, writing both and hair he knew ! 



THK LSTTXB* 

A few last words — they are not much 
To ask, my early friend, of thee ; 

My friend, at least thou still art such— 
The dearest earth can hold for me. 

Once, and once only, let me speak 
Of all that I have felt for years ; 

Yon read it not upon my cheek. 
You dream'd not of it in my tears. 

• 

• And yet I loved thee with a love 
That into every feeling came ; 
1 never look'd on heaven above 
Wjibout a prajrer to bleae thy name. 



I had no other love to share, 

That which was thine— and thine alone ; 
A few sad thoughte it had to spare 

For those beneath the funeral stone. 

But every living hope was thine, 

Affection with my being grew ; 
Thy heart was as a home a^d shrine. 

Familiar, and yet sacred too. 

How often have I watch'd the spot 
On which thy step had only moved ; 

My memory remembers not 
The hour when thou wert not beloved. 

I never had a grief or care 

I sought not from thine eyes to hide : 
In joy I said, " Ah ! would he were 

My pleasure sharing at my side.*' 

I bent above each old romance, 

And seem'd to read thy history there ; 

I saw, in each brave knight, thy glance 
Distinct upon the kindled air. 

Whene'er I sang, our songs they seem 

To paint thee only in the lay ; 
Of only thee at night I dream*d, 

Of only thee I thought by day. 

« 

The wind that wander'd round our towers 
Brought echoes of thy voice to me ; 

Our old hairs solitary hours 

Were peopled with sweet thoughts of thee. 

And yet we part — this very hour ! 

Ah !^-only if my beating heart 
Could break for both — there is no power 

Could force me with your love to part 

There is no shape that pain could take. 
No ill that would not welcome be, 

If sufier'd but for thy dear sake ; 
But they must be unshared by thee. 

I cannot watch the cold decline 
Of love that wastes itself away : 

I am too used to warm sunshine. 
To bear the moonlight's paler ray. 

I am too proud — vain hope to feel 
I could not brook thy secret sighs ; 

I love — ^how could I bear to read 
Reproach or sorrow in thine eyes 1 

O, vain it were that honour kept 

Sacred the early vow it made. 
Or pity like a phantom wept 

O'er the dark urn where love was laid. 

Farewell, farewell. I do resign 
All hope of love— all early claim ; 
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I only ask that I may pine 

Upon the memory of thy name. 

Alaa ! I linger ere I go, 

80 drowning wretches grasp the wave ; 
I cannot quite endure to throw 

The last cold earth on young Love's grave. 

No more ; another word would be 
A prayer to keep me still thine own. 

80 long my heart has beat for thee, 
How can it beat at once alone ? 

Farewell, — it is the heart's farewell, — 
My summer-shine of love past o'er, 

Only the pang of death can tell 

That of the words — we meet no more. 

He moved not, spoke not, but he grew 
More deathlike in his pallid hue : 
He hid his face, he couid not bear 
To think of that young heart's despair. 
Whate'er his lot, hers must not be 
The same in mutual misery. 
No, he would seek and bear her home, 
And watch o'er every hour to come. 
In look or word, she should not gueas 
His depths of silent wretchedness. 
liCt her be happy — he would make 
His heart the ruin for her sake. 
At length he slept — ^the heavy sleep 

Of those who have sudh vigils kept ; 
Who comes above his rest to weep. 

And watch the warrior as he slept 1 
A maiden, beautiful and pale, 
Shrouded beneath a pilgrim's veil, 
Which, backward flowing as she kneels, 
A fiice, an angel's face reveals, 
Save that it has a look of care 
Which angel beauty cannot vrear 
It was Amenalde, — she sought. 

To see that worshipp'd face again, 
Although its presence only broug^ 

A keener bitterness to pidn. 
The moorish garb is laid aside, 
That sex and loveliness belied, 
For she has join'd a pilgrim band. 
Who journey to the Holy Land, 
To rest each mortal grief and caro 
Beside the Saviour's sepulchre. 
She bent above the sleeper's face, 
"Tis the last time her eyes will tnoe 
The features graven in her heart. 
With life, life only to depart 
A sad and solemn look she wore. 
For hope and passion are no more ; 
And on her pallid brow appears 
Tha teodecneai of prayers and teaia 

(«7) 



The quiet of unchanging gloom. 
The shadow of an early tomb. 

She starts ! some other step is near, 
A stranger must not 6nd her here ; 
The heavy curtains round will hide 
Her last sad vigil at his side. 
The darkness favours her escape. 
She holds her breath — a muffled shape 
Glides slow and silent through the shade 
To where the sleeping chief is laid ; 
Then listens, but there is no sound. 
Then flings a cautious glance around ; 
Then glitters the assassin brand. 
She sees him raise his desperate hand ! 
She flings herself before the foe, 
Too late to ward, she meets the blow. 
Wild on the air her death shriek rings^ 
Lconi from his slumber springs. 
And page and guard attendant nigh, 
Come hurrying at the fearful cry. 
Leoni looks not on his foe. 
Only he sees the lifeblood flow 
Of her it is too late to know. 
Gently he bears her to the bed, 
Where still his arm supports her head : 
A faint smile meets his anxious eye. 
She murmurs *< It is sweet to die." 
The effort was too much to speak. 
Her languid head sinks down more weak ; 
Her hand relaxes its faint hold. 
Her sweet mouth sinks, the white and cold ; 
The light within her eyes grows dim. 
They close— the last look was on him. 
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They laid her where earliest flowers were bend- 
ing, 
With lives like her own life, so fair and so 
frail; 
They laid her where showers of sweet leaves were 
descending. 
Like tears when the branches were stirr'd bj 
the gale. 

They laid her where constant the south winda 
awaken 

An echo that dwells in that lone myrtle-grove. 
That the place of her rest might be never forsaken 

By murmurs of sorrow, and murmurs of love. 

They raised the white marble, a shrine for her 
alumbers. 
Whose memories remain, when the nunmera 
depart; 
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There a lute was engnveni and more than iu 
numbers, 
The strings that were broken appeal*d to the 
heart. 

The bride brought her wreath of the orange- 
flowers hither, 
And cast the sweet buds from her tresses of 
gold; 
•Like her in their earliest beauty to wither, 

Like her in their sunshine of hope to grow 
cold. 

The wild winds and waters together bewailing, 
Perpetual mourners lamented her doom ; 

Still sadness amid nature's sounds is prevailing, 
Ah ! what is all nature but one general tomb ? 

But vainly the spring's gentle children were 
dying. 
And the tears of the momhig amid the long 
grass, 
And vain, vainer still was' the human heart's 
sighing. 
That one so beloved, and so lovely, should pass. 

The grave is an altar, whereon the heart proffers 
Its feverish pleasures, its troubles, its woes; 

Stem, silent, and cold, the dark sanctuary proffers 
Its gloomy return of unbroken repose. 

How much of the sorrow that life may inherit. 
That early departure to slumber will save ; 
The hope that drags onward the world-weary 
spirit, 
Rests but when its fever is quench'd in the 
grave. 

Weep not for the dead with a fruitless recalling. 
Their soul on the wings of the morning hath 
fled; 
Mourn rather for those whom yet life is en- 
thralling, 
Ah ! weep for the living — ^weep not for the 
de«L 

Months pass'd, and at Leoni's side 
The bright Irene stood a bride ; 
They wore a joy somewhat subdued, 
With shadows from another mood : 
They gave the young, the lost, the fair, 
Tears that the happy well may spare. 
Here ends^my lay ; for what have I 

With life's more sonny side to do ? 
From night I only ask its sigh. 

From mom I only ask its dew : 
My lute was only made to pine 

Upon the weeping cypress tree ; 
Its on^ task and hope. Love mine, 

To breathe its moumfiil songt to thee. 



NOTES TO THE VOW OF THE PEACOCK. 

Page 169. 
" For Catherine look'd what she had been. 
At once ihe beautj and the queen." 

'* The new king of Cypras had been attached 
from early youth to Catarina, niece of Andrea 
Comaro, a Venetian noble, resident on his Cypriote 
estate ; and no sooner was he freed from certain 
political and domestic obstacles, than he tendered 
his hand to that lady. In order to satisfy the rigid 
law which forbade the ' marriage of any Venetian 
of noble birth with a foreigner, the destined royal 
bride was solemnly adopted by the state, and de- 
clared a daughter of St. Mark ; she was then 
married by proxy, in the presence of the doge and 
signory, conducted by the bucentaur to the galley 
which awaited her in the port, and escorted by a 
squadron of ships of war, with becoming pomp, 
and a portion of 100,000 ducats, to the territories 
of her husband." Afler his death the island was 
govemed by his widow. 

<* Fifleen years had now passed, during which 
the signory ^ad governed Cyprus, under the name 
of Catarina, whose son died not long after his 
birth ; and the islanders, who at first chafed be- 
neath the yoke of the republic, and earnestly 
sought to transfer all their allegiance to Naples, had 
now become accustomed to their virtual mastoa; 
There were contingencies, nevertheless, not likely 
to escape the sagacity of Venice, by which some 
other hand, after all her long intrigue, might per- 
haps gather its fmits. Catarina still retained more 
than ordinary beauty ; and her picture, in widow's 
weeds (even now glowing with almost original 
freshness among the treasures of the Palazzo 
Manfriniy) was one of the earliest great works of 
Titian, which, both from the skill of the artist and 
the loveliness of the subject, extended his growing 
fame beyond the borders of the Lagune. With so 
great attractions, coupled to the rich dowry of a 
kingdom, it was not probable that the queen of 
Cyprus would long remain without suitors ; and 
rumour already declared her to be the intended 
bride of Frederic, a son of the king of Naples. If 
she married and bore children, Cypras would be- 
come their inheritance; and to prevent the pos- 
sibility of such an extinction of their hopes, the 
Venetian government resolved to assume its so- 
vereignty directly in their own persons. The civi- 
lians, therefore, were instracted to avouch the legiti- 
macy of this claim ; and they declared, perhaps wiUi 
less sincerity than solemnity, that the son of Giacopo 
Lusignano inherited the crown from his fiither; 
that since he died a minor, his mother inherited 
from him ; and that finally Venice inherited from 
his mother, an adopted daughter of St. Mark. 

** Giorgio Comaro, a brother of the queen, was 
solicited to condad the ungnteiul prooeai of her 
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dqxMition. To his reprefentatioiis, — that by 
abandoning the care of a turbulent kingdom, and 
returning to her native land, in which she might 
pass the remainder of her life tranquilly and 
securely, amongst those bound to her by natural 
ties, she would fiur more consult her own happiness 
than by remaining exposed in a remote and foreign 
country to the hazards of its ambiguous friend- 
ship, — she replied with confidence, that there was 
little which could allure a woman environed with 
the splendour of royalty and the observance of a 
court, to descend to the parsimonious habits and 
undistinguished level of a republican life ; and that 
it would please her far better if the signory would 
await her decease before they occupied her pos- 
sessions. But to arguments explanatory of the 
will, the power, and the inflexibility of the senate, 
it was not easy to find an adequate answer ; and 
the natural eloquence, as the historian styles 
it, of her brother ultimately prevailed. ' If such,' 
she observed, as soon as tears permitted speech, 
< be your opinion, such also shall be mine ; never- 
theless, it is more from you than from myself that 
our country will obtain a kingdom.' Having thus 
reluctantly consented, after a few days delay she 
commenced her progress to Famagosta; royal 
honours attended her eveiywhere as she passed, 
and on the 6th of Februaiy she signed the formal 
act of abdiction in the presence of her council ; 
attended a solemn mass, at which the banner of 
8l Mark was consecrated ; delivered that standard 
to the charge of the Venetian general ; and saw it 
raised above her own on the towers of the citadeL 
On the approach of summer she embarked for 
Venice, where she was received as a crowned head 
by the doge and .signoiy ; and in return ibr the 
surrender of her sceptre, she enjoyed a privilege 
never before or since accorded to any of her 
country women, a triumphal entry to 8t Mark's 
Piazzeita, on the deck of the Bucentaur. A re- 
venue of 8(H)0 ducats was assigned her for life ; 
and the deKghts of the ' Paradise' of Asola, in the 
Trevisan mountains, in which the unqueened 
queen continued to assemble her little court, have 
been immortalized by a volume long among the 
most popular works of early Italian literature ; and 
graced by the poetry, the sentiment, the piety, and 
the metaphysics of the illustrious historian from 
whom we have borrowed our narrative of Cata- 
rina's dethronement" 

Page 197. 
^Divinest Petrarch.*' 
*^ It was on the 4th of June, that the poet, in 
company with the Archbishop of Patns, was en- 
joying a delicious prospect of the sea from his 
windows, and cheating a summer evening with 
familiar talk, when the conversation was interrupted 
by the appearance of a galley in th^ offing, &nci* 



fully dressed out with green boughs. This unu- 
sual decoration, the rapid motion of the oars, the 
joyful shouts of the mariners, the garlands which 
they had twined round their caps, the streamers 
which floated from their masts, all betokened the 
arrival of some pleasing intelligence. A signal 
was given from the beacon-tower of the port, and 
the whole population of the city flocked to the 
water's eage, breathless with curiosity, to ascertain 
the news. As the bark came nearer shore, some 
flags of the enemy were seen hanging from her 
stem ; and all doubt was then removed that she 
was the messenger of victory. What, however, 
was the general surprise and joy, when it was an- 
nounced that the rebels were not only worsted, but 
conquered, that Candia was subdued, and that the 
war was at an end ! The doge, with his court 
and prelates, and the whole attendant crowd of 
citizens, immediately repaired to 8t Mark's and 
offered up a solemn service of thanksgiving. The 
festivals which succeeded lasted for many days; 
and they were closed by a tournament and a mag- 
nificent equestrian parade, for which Petrarch is 
unable to find an adequate Latin name. 

In this last spectacle, a troop of four-and-twenty 
noble Venetian youths, headed by a Ferrarese, 
splendidly arrayed, and mounted on horses goiw 
geously caparisoned, started singly, but in quick 
succession, from a barrier in the Piazza di San 
Marco, and, coursing round to a goal, uninterrupt- 
edly renewed the same circle, brandishing lances 
from which silken ribands fluttered to the wind. 
The doge, with his brilliant train, sat in his mar- 
ble gallery over St Marii's porch, by the well- 
known horses, whence the evening sun was shaded 
by richly embroidered canopies. On his right hand 
sat Petrarch himself, whose love of pleasure was 
satisfied by two days' attendance on the protracted 
festivity. The splendour of the scene was height- 
ened by the presence of several English barons, 
some of them of the royal blood, who at that time 
were in Venice, so fiir as we can understand Pe- 
trarch's obscure statement, engaged in some mari- 
time negotiation; though one of the chroniclers 
assures us that they had no other object than a 
laudable desire of seeing the worid. In the court 
below not a grain of sand could have fallen to the 
pavement, so dense was the throng. A wooden 
scafiblding, raised for the oocafion, on the right of 
the piazza, contained a bright store of beauty ; the 
forty noblest dames of Venice, glittering with 
costly jewels. In the horse-course, honour was 
the sole prize ; but, for the tournament, in which 
danger was to be encountered, more substantial 
rewards were proposed. For the most successful 
champion, a crown of solid gold, chased with pre- 
cious stones ; for the second, a silver belt, of choioa 
workmanship. 
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.... She was one 
Whose lyre the spirit of sweci song had hung 
With injrtle and with laurel ; on whose head 
Genius had shed his starry glories . . . 
** . . . transcripts of woman's loving heart 
And woman's disappointment." .... 



8hs leant upon her harp, and thousands lookM 
On her in love and wonder — ^thousands knelt 
And worshipped in her presence — burning tears, 
And words that died in utterance, and a pause 
Of breathless, agitated eagerness, 
First gave the full heart's homage: then came 

forth ' 
A shout that rose to heaven ; and the hills. 
The distant valleys, all rang with the name 
Of the iEolian Sappho — every heart 
Found in itself some echo to her song. 
Low notes of love — hopes beautiful and fresh, 
And some gone by forever — glorious dreams, 
High aspirations, those thrice gentle thoughts 
That dwell upon the absent and the dead, 
Were breathing in her music — and these are 
Chords every bosom vibrates to. But she 
Upon whose brow the laurel crown is placed, 
Her colours varying with deep emotion — 
There is a softer blush than conscious pride 
Upon her cheek, and in that tremulous smile 
Is all a woman's timid tenderness : 
Her eye is on a Youth, and other days 
And young warm feelings have rush'd on her 

soul 
With all their former influence, — thoughts that 

slept 
Cold, calm as death, have wakenM to new life^ 
Whole years* existence have paas'd in that 

glance . . . 
She had once loved in veiy early days : 
That was a thing gone by : one had call'd forth 
The music of her soul: he loved her too, 
But not as she did — she was unto him 
As a young bird, whose early flight he train'd, 
Whose first wild song were sweet, for he had 

taught 
Those songs — but she lookM up to him with all 
Youth's deep and passionate idolatry : 
IfOre wan her heart's sole univene — he was 



To her, Hope, Genius, Energy, the God 
Her inmost spirit worshipp'd — in whose smile 
Was all e'en minstrel pride held precious; praise 
Was prized but as the echo of his own. 

But other times and other feelings came : 
Hope is love's clement, and love with her 
Sicken'd of its own vanity .... She lived 
'Mid bright realities and brighter dreams, 
Those strange but exquisite imaginings 
That tinge with such sweet colours minstrel 

thoughts ; 
And fame, like sunlight, was upon her path ; 
And strangers heard her name, and eyes that 

never 
Had look'd on Sappho, yet had wept with ho*. 
Her first love never wholly lost its power. 
But, like rich incense shed, although no trace 
Was of its visible presence, yet its sweetness 
Mingled with every feeling, and it gave 
That soft and melancholy tenderness 
Which was the magic of her song .... That 

Youth 
Who knelt before her was so like the shape 
That haunted her spring dreams — ^the same dark 

eyes. 
Whose light had once been as the light of 

heaven ! — 
Others breathed winning flatteries — she tum'd 
A careless hearing — ^but when Phaon spoke, 
Her heart beat quicker, and the crimson light 
Upon her cheek gave a most tender answer • • • i 
She loved with all the ardour of a heart 
Which lives but in itself: her life had pass'd 
Amid the great creations of the mind : 
Love was to her a vision — ^it was now 
Heighten'd into devotion .... But a seed 
So gifted and so passionate as hers 
Will seek companionship in vain, and find 
Its feelings solitary .... Fhaon soon 
Forgot the fondness of his Lesbian maid ; 
And Sappho knew that genius, riches, fiune. 
May not soothe slighted love. - - - - 
- - - There is a dark rock looks on the blue sea ; 
Twas there love's last song echo'd — ^there She 

sleeps. 
Whose lyre was crown'd with laurel, and whose 

name 
Will be remember'd long as Love or Song 
Are sacred— the devoted Sappho ! 
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BACCHUS AND ARIADNE. 

LiovABDi. 'Tib finish'd now: look on my 
picture, Love ! 

Alt 1 xs. O, that sweet ring of graceful figures ! 
one 
Flings her white arms on high, and gayly strikes 
Her golden cymbals— I can almost deem 
I hear their beatings ; one with glancing feet 
Follows her music, while her crimson cheek 
Is fiushM with exercise, till the red grape 
'Mid the dark tresses of a sister nymph 
Is scarcely brighter : there another stands, 
A darker spirit yet, with joyous brow, 
And holding a rich goblet : O, that child ! 
With eyes as blue as spring-days, and those curls 
Throwing their auburn shadow o'er a brow 
So arch, so playful — have you bodied forth 
Young Cupid in your colours 1 

LxoiTARDi. No-^0 no, 
I could not paint Love as a careless boy,-— 
That passionate Divinity, whose life 
Is of such deep and intense feeling ! No, 
I am too true, too earnest, and too happy, 
To ever image by a changeful child 
That which is so unchangeable. But mark 
How sweet, how pale, the light that I have thrown 
Over the picture : it is just the time 
When Dian*s dewy kiss lights up the dreams 
That make Endymion's sleep so beautifuL 
Look on the calm blue sky, so sot with stars : 
Is it not like to what we both recall 1 
Those azure shadows of a summer night, 
That veil'd the cautious lutanist who waked 
Thy slumbers with his song. How more than 

fiur, 
How like a spirit of that starry hour, 
I used to think you, as your timid hand 
Unbarr'd the casement, and you leant to hear, 
Your long hair floating loose amid the vines 
Around your lattice ; and how very sweet 
Your voice, scarce audible, with the soft fear 
That mingled in its low and teilder tones ! 

Alvine. Nay, now I will not listen to the 
tales 
Our memory is so rich in. I have much 
For question here. Who is this glorious shape, 
That, placed on a bright chariot in the midst, 
Stands radiant in his youth and loveliness t 
Around his sunny locks there is a wreath 
Of the green vine leaves, and his ivory brow 
Shines out like marble, when a golden ray 
Of summer light is on it, and his step 
Scarce seems to touch his pard-drawn car, but 

floats 
Buoyant upon the air ; — and who is she 
On whom his ardent gaze b tum'd 1 So pale,— 



Her dark hair gather'd round her like a shroud. 
Yet fkr more lovely than the sparkling nymphs 
Dancing around that chariot. Yet how sweet, 
Though dimm'd with tears, those deep blue eyes. 
Half tum'd and half averted timidly 
From the youth's lightning glance. O tell me 

now 
One of those legends that I love so well : 
Has not this picture some old history 1 

LxoiTABDi. 'Tis one of those bright fictioni 
that have made 
The name of Greece only another word 
For love and poetry ; with a green earth — 
Groves of the graceful mjrrtle— summer skies. 
Whose stars are mirror'd in ten thousand 

streams — 
Winds that move but in perfume and in music. 
And, more than all, the gift of woman's beauty. 
What marvel that the earth, the sky, the sea. 
Were fiU'd with all thoee fipe imaginings 
That love creates, and that the lyre preserves ! 

Alyixk. But for the history of that pale girl 
Who stands so desolate on the seashore ? 

Lsoir ABDi. She was the daughter of a Cretan 
king— 
A tyrant. Hidden in the dark recess 
Of a wide labyrinth, a monster dwelt. 
And every year was human tribute paid 
By the Athenians. They had bow'd in war ; 
And every spring the flowers of all the city. 
Young maids in their first beauty— stately youthsy 
Were sacrificed to the fierce King ! They died 
In the unfathomable den of want. 
Or served the Minotaur for food. At length 
There came a royal Youth, who vow'd to slay 
The monster or to perish ! — Look, Alvine, 
That statue is young Theseus. 

Alvihk. Glorious ! 
How like a god he stands, one haughty hand 
Raised in defiance ! I have often look'd 
Upon the marble, wondering it could give 
Such truth to life and majesty. 

LsoxARDi. You will not marvel Ariadna 
loved. 
She gave the secret clue that led him safe 
Through all the labyrinth, and she fled with him 

Altihk. Ah, now I know your tale: ha 
proved untrue. 
This ever has been woman's fate, — to love. 
To know one summer day of happiness, , 

And then to be most wretched ! 

LcoMARDi. She was left 

By her so heartless lover while she slept. 
She woke from pleasant dreams — ^she dreamt of 

him— 
Love's power is felt in slumbei^-woke, and finmd 
Herself deserted on the lonely shore ! 
The bark of the false Theseus was a s^^eck 
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Scarce seen upon the waters, less and let», 

Like hope diminishing, till wholly past. 

I will mtt say, for you can &ncy well. 

Her desolate feelings as she roam'd the beach, 

Harl*d from the highest heaven of happy love ! 

But evening crimson'd the blue sea — a sound 

Of music and of mirth came on the wind, 

And radiant shapes and laughing nymphs danced 

by, 
And he, the Theban God, look'd on the maid, 
And looked and loved, and was beloved again. 
This is the moment that the picture gives : 
He has just flung her starry crown on high, 
And bade it there a long memorial shine 
How a god loved a mortal. He is springing 
From out his golden car — another bound — 
Bacchus is by his Ariadne's side ! 

Altine. She loved again ! O cold inconstancy ! 
This is not woman's love ; her love should be 
A feeling pure and holy as the flame 
The vestal virgin kindles, fresh as flowers 
The spring has but just coloured, innocent 
As the young dove, and changeless as the &itb 
The martyr seals in blood. 'Tis beautiful 
This picture, but it wakes no sympathy. 

Leoxardi. Next time, Alvine, my pencil shall 
but give 
Existence to the memory of love's truth. 

Alvihb. Do you recall a tale you told me once, 
Of the forsaken Nymph that Paris Icfl 
For new love and ambition ; at his death 
He bade them bear him to Enone's arms ? 
She never had forgotten him : her heart. 
Which beat so faithfully, became his pillow ; 
She closed his eyes, and pardoned him and died ! 

Leovaroi. Love, yes; Til paint their meet- 
ing : the wan youth, 
Dying, but yet so happy in forgiveness ; 
ihe sweet Enone, with her gentle tears, 
Fill'd with meek tenderness, her pensive brow 
Arching so gracefully, with deep blue eyes 
Half hidden by the shadowy lash — a look 
So patient, yet so fraught with tenderest feeling, 
Like to an idol placed upon the shrine 
Of £uth, for all to worship. She shall be, 
Saving thine own inimitable smile. 
In all like thee, Alvine ! 



UNKNOWN FEMALE HEAD. 

I Kirow not of thy history, thou sad 
Yet beautiful faced Giri : — the chestnut braid 
Bound darkly round thy forehead, the blue veins 
Wandering in azure light, the ivory ohin 
Dimpled so archly, have no characters 



Graven by memory ; but thy pale cheek. 

Like a white rose on which the sun hath look'd 

Too wildly warm, (is not this passion's legend t| 

The drooping lid whose lash is bright with tean^ 

A lip which has the sweetness of a smile 

But not its gayety — do not these bear 

The scorch'd footprints sorrow leaves in pasnng 

O'er the clear brow of youth 1 — It may but be 

An idle thought, but I have dream'd thou weit 

A captive in thy hopelessness : afar 

From the sweet home of thy young infancy. 

Whose image unto thee is as a dream 

Of fire and slaughter, I can see thee wasting 

Sick for thy native air, loathing the light 

And cheerfulness of men ; thyself the last 

Of all thy house, a stranger and a slave ! 



LEANDER AND HERO 

It is a tale that many songs have told. 
And old, if tale of love can e'er be old ; 
Yet dear to me this lingering o'er the fate 
Of two so young, so true, so passionate ! 
And thou, the idol of my harp, the soul 
Of poetry, to me my hope, my whole 
Happiness of existence, there will be 
Some gentlest tones that I have caught from thee • 
Will not each heart-pulse vibrate, as I tell 
Of faith even unto death unchangeable ! 
Leander and his Hero ! they should be. 
When youthful lovers talk of constancy, 
Invoked. 0, for one breath of softest song. 
Such as on summer evenings floats along. 
To murmur low their history ! every word 
That whispers of them, should be like those heard 
At moonlight casements, when the awaken'd maid 
Sighs her soft answer to the serenade. 

She stood beside the altar, like the queen. 
The brighteyed queen that she was worshipping. 
Her hair was bound with roses, wiiich did fling 

A perfume round, for she that morn had been 
To gather roses, that were clustering now 
Amid the shadowy curls upon her brow. 
One of the loveliest daughters of that land, 
Divinest Greece ! that taught the painter's hand 

To give eternity to loveliness ; 
One of those darkeyed maids, to whom belong 
The glory and the beauty of each song 

Thy poets breathed, for it was theirs to bless 
With life the pencil and the lyra's dreams. 
Giving reality to vision'd gleams 
Of bright divinities. Amid the crowd 
That in the presence of young Hero bow'd. 
Was one who knelt with fond idolatiy, 
As if in homage to some deity, 
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Gazing upon her as each gaze he took 
Mast be the yery last — that intense look 
That none but lovers give, when they would trace 
On their hearths tablets some adored face. 
The radiant priestess from the temple past : 
Yet there Leander stayed, to catch the last 
Wave of her fragrant hair, the last low fall 
Of her white feet, so light and rousictil ; 

And then he wander'd silent to a grove, 
To fised upon the full heart's ecstasy. 
The moon was sailing o*er the deep blue sky, 

Each moment shedding fuller light above, 
As the pale crimson from the west departs. 
Ah, this is just the hour for passionate hearts 
To linger over dreams of happiness. 
All of young love's delicious loveliness ! 

The cypress waved upon the evening air 
Like the long tresses of a beauty's hair ; 
And close beside was laurel ; and the pale 
Snow blossoms of the myrtle tree, so frail 
And delicate, like woman ; 'mid the shade 
Rose the white pillars of the colonnade 
Around the marble temple, where the Queen 
Of Love was worshipp'd, and there was seen, 
Where the grove ended, the so glorious sea 
Now in its azure sleep's tranquillity. 
He saw a white veil wave, — ^his heart beat high : 
He heard a voice, and then a low toned sigh* 
Gently he stole amid the shading trees — 
It is his love — his Hero that he sees ! 
Her hand lay motionless upon the lute. 
Which thriird beneath the touch, her lip was 

mute. 
Only her eyes were speaking ; dew and light 
There blended like the hyacinth, when night 
Has wept upon its bosom ; she did seem 
As consciousneai were lost in some sweet dream — 
That dream was love! Blushes were on her 

cheek. 
And what, save love, do blushes ever speak 1 
Her lips were parted, as one moment more, 
And then the heart would yield its hidden store, 
rrwas so at length her thought found utterance : 
Light, feeling, flash'd from her awaken'd glance — 
She paused — then gazed on one pale star above, 
Pour'd to her lute the burning words of love ! 
Leander heard his name ! How more than sweet 
That moment, as he knelt at Hero's feet. 
Breathing his passion in each thrilling word, 
Only by lovers said, by lovers heard. 

That night they parted — but they met again ; 
*The blue sea roU'd between them — but in vain ! 
Leander had no fear — he cleft the wave— 
What is the peril fond hearts will not brave I 
I>elicious were their moonlight wanderings, 
Delicious were the kind and gentle things 
Each to the other breathed ; a starry sky, 
Music and flowers, — this is love's luxury : 



The measure of its happiness is fiill 

When all round shares its own enchantefl lull. 

There were sweet birds to count the hours, and 

roses, 
Like those which on a blushing cheek reposes ; 
Violets fresh as violets could be ; 
Stars overhead, with each a history 
Of love told by its light ; and waving trees. 
And perfumed breathings upon every breeze : 
These were beside them when they met And 

day, 
Though each was from the other far away, 
Had still its pleasant memories ; they might 
Think what they had forgotten the last night. 
And make the tender thing they had to say 
More warm and welcome from its short delay 
And then their love was secret,— O, it is 
Most exquisite to have a fount of bliss 
Sacred to us alone, no other eye 
Conscious of our enchanted mystery. 
Ourselves the sole possessors of a spell 
Giving us happiness unutterable ! 
I would compare this secresy and shade 
To that fair island, whither Love convey'd 
His Psyche, where she lived remote from all : 
Life one long, lone, and lovely festival ; 
But when the charm, concealment's charm, was 

known, 

then good-by to love, for love was flown ! 
liove's wings are all too delicate to bear 
The open gaze, the common sun and air. 

There have been roses round my lute; but 
now 

1 must forsake them for the cypress bough. 
Now is my talc of tears : — One night the sky, 
As if with passion darken'd angrily, 

And gusts of wind swept o'er the troubled main 
Like hasty threats, and then were calm again : 
That night young Hero by her beacon kept 
Her silent watch, and blamed the night, and wept. 
And scarcely dared to look upon the sky : 
Yet lulling still her fond anxiety — 
With, " Surely in such a storm he cannot brave, 
If but for. my sake only, wind and wave," • • 
At length Aurora led young Day and blush'd. 
In her sweet presence sea and sky were hush'd ; 
What is there beauty cannot charm 1 her power 
Is felt alike, in storm and sunshine hour , 
And light and soft the breeze which waved tha 

veil 
Of Hero, as she wander'd, lone and pale, 
Her heart sick with its terror, and her eye 
Roving in tearful, dim uncertainty. 
Not long uncertain, — she mark'd something jfidt 
Shadowy and indistinct, upon the tide- 
On rush'd she in that desperate energy, 
Which only has to know, and, knowing, die* ^ 
I It was Leander ! 
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HEAD OF ARIADNE. 



0| WHT should Woman ever love. 

Throwing her chance away, 
Her little chance of summer shine. 

Upon a rainbow ray 1 

Look back on each old history, 
Each fresh remember*d tale ; 

They'll tell how often love has made 
The cheek of woman pale ;— 

Her unrequited love, a flower 

Dying for air and light ; 
Her love betrayed, another flower 

Withering before a blight. 

Look down within the silent grave ; 

How much of breath and bloom 
Have wasted, — passion's sacrifice 

OiTer'd to the lone tomb. 

Look on her hour of solitude, 

How many bitter cares 
Belie the smile with which the lip 

Would sun the wound it bears. 

Mark this sweet face ! O, never blush 
Has pass'd o'er one more fair, 

And never o'er a brighter brow 
Has wander'd raven hair. 

And mark how carelessly those wreaths 

Of curl are flung behind. 
And mark how pensively the brow 

Leans on the hand reclined. 

lis she of Crete ! — another proof 

Of woman's weary lot ; 
Their April doom of sun and shower,— 

To love, then be forgot 

Heart-sickness, feelings tortured, torn, 

A sky of storm above, 
A path of thorns, — these ai^ love's gifts,- 

Ah, why must woman love ! 



A NEREID FLOATING ON A 
. SHELL. 

Tht dwelling is the coral cave. 
Thy element the blue sea wave. 
Thy music the wild billows dashing. 
Thy light the diamond's crystal flashing ; 
Fd leave this earth to dwell with thee, 
Srixhthair'd daughter of the sea ! 



It was an hour of lone stai light 

When first my eye caught thy sweet sight; 

Thy white feet press'd a silver shell, 

Love's own enchanted coracle ; 

Thy fair arms waved like the white foam 

The seas dash from their billowy home ; 

And far behind, thy golden hair, 

A bright sail, floated on the air ; 

And on thy lips there was a song. 

As music wafled thee along. 

They say, sweet daughter of the sea, 

Thy look and song are treachery ; 

Thy smile is but the honey'd bait 

To lure thy lover to his fate. 

I know not, and I care still less ; 

It is enough of happiness 

To be deceived. O, never yet 

Could love doubt — no, one doubt would set 

His fetter'd pinions free from all 

His false but most delicious thrall. 

Love cannot live and doubt ; and I, 

Vow'd slave to my bright deity. 

Have but one prayer : Come joy, come ill. 

If you deceive, deceive me still ; 

Better the heart in faith should die 

Than break beneath love's perjury. 



THE THESSALIAN FOUNTAIN. 



Oleamings of poetr]r,--if I may give 

Thai namn of beauty, passion, and of grace, 

To the wild thoughts that in a starlit hour. 

In a pale twilight, or a rosebud morn, 

Glance o'er my spirit— thoughu that are like light, 

Or love, or hope, in their effects. 



A SMALL clear fountain, with green willow tref : 
Girdling it round, there is one single spot 
Where you may sit and rest, its only bank ; 
Elsewhere the willows grew so thick together : 
And it were like a sin to crush that bed 
Of pale and delicate narcissus flowers. 
Bending so languidly, as still they found 
In the pure wave a love and destiny ; 
But here the moss is soft, and when the wind 
Has bee» felt even through the forest screen,— 
For round, like guardians to the willows, stand 
Oaks large and old. tall firs, dark beach, and elma* 
Rich with the yellow wealth that April brings, — 
A shower of rose leaves makes it like a bed 
Whereon a nymph might sleep, when, with her 

arm 
Shining like snow amid her raven hair. 
She dreamt of the sweet song wherewith tho 

faun 
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Had lali'd her, and awakening from her rest 
When through the leaves an amorous sunheam 

stole 
And kissM her eyes ; the fountain were a hath 
For her to lave her ivory feet, and cool 
The crimson beauty of her sleep-warm cheek, 
And bind her ruffled curls in the blue mirror 
Of the transparent waters. But these days 
Of visible poetry have long been past !— 
No fear that the young hunter may profime 
The haunt of some immortal ; but there still— 
For the heart clings to old idolatry, 
If not with true belief, with tenderness, — 
Lingers a spirit in the woods and flowers 
Which have a Grecian memory, — some tale 
Of olden love or grief linked with their bloom, 
Seem beautiful beyond all other ones. 
The marble pillars are laid in the dust, 
The golden shrine and its perfume are gone ; 
But there are natural temples still for those 
Eternal though dethroned Deities, 
Where from green altars flowers send up their 

incense : 
This fount is one of them. - - « 



AN OLD MAN OVER THE BODY 
OF HIS SON. 

I AX too proud by far to weep, 
Though earth had naught so dear 

As was the Soldier Youth to me 
Now sleeping on that bier. 

It were a stain upon his fame 

Would do his laurel crown a shame. 
To shed one single tear. 

It was a blessed lot to die 

In battle and for liberty ! 

He was my first, my only child. 

And when my race was run, 
I was so proud to send him forth 

To do as I had done. 
It was his last, his only field : 
They brought him back upon his shield. 

But victory was won. 
I cannot weep when I recall 
Thy land has cause to bless thy lalL 

When others tell their children all 

The fame that warriors win, 
I must sit silent, and but think 

On what my child has been. 
It is a father's joy to see 
The young eyes glow ezultingly 

When warlike tales begin ; 
And yet I know no living one 
I would change for my sleeping Son. 

(28) 



L'AMORE DOMINATORE. 

Tbst built a temple for the God, 

Twas in a myrtle grove. 
Where the bee and the butterfly 

Vied for each blossom's love. 

The marble pillars rose like snow. 

Glittering in the sunshine : 
A thousand roses shed their breath. 

Like incense, o'er the shrine. 

And there were censers of perfume. 
Vases with their sweet showers, 

And wreaths of every blended hue 
That lights the summer flowers. 

And, like the breathing of those flowen 

Made audible, a sound 
Came, lulling as a waterfall. 

From lutes and voices 'round. 

I look'd upon the altar, — there 

The pictured semblance lay 
Of him the temple's lord ; it shone 

More beautiful than day. 

It was a sleeping child, as fair 

As the firstborn of spring ; 
Like Indian gold waved the bright coilfl 

In many a sunny ring. 

His cheek was flush'd with its own rose, 

And with the crimson shed 
From the rich wings that like a cloud 

Were o'er his slumbers spread. 

And by him lay his feather'd shafts. 

His golden bow unbent ; — 
Methought tha^ even in his sleep, 

His smile was on them sent. 

I heard them hymn his name — ^his power, 

I heard them, and I smiled ; 
How could they say the earth was ruled 

By but a sleeping child 1 

I went "then forth into the world 

To see what might be there ; 
And there I heard a voice of wo. 

Of weeping, and despair; 

I saw a youthful warrior stand 

In his first light of fame, — 
His native city fiU'd the air 

With her deliverer's name. 

I saw him hurry from the crowd. 

And fling his laurel crown. 
In weariness, in ho()cle8snesfl, 

In utter misery, down« 

V 
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And what the sorrow, then Laak'd, 
Can thus the warrior move 

To scorn his meed of victory 1 
They told me it was Love. 

I sought the forum, there was one 
With dark and haughty hrow, — 
His voice was as the trumpet's tone, 
. Mine ear rings with it now. 

They quail'd before his flashing eye,'- 

They watchM his lightest word- 
When suddenly that eye was dim. 
That voice no longer beard. 

I look'd upon his lonely hour, 

The weary solitude ; 
When over dark and bitter thoughts 

The sick heart's left to brood. 

I mark'd the haughty spirit's strife 

To rend its bonds in vain : 
Again I ask'd the cause of all, 

And heard love's name again. 

Tet on I went : I thought that Love 

To woman's gentle heart. 
Perhaps, had flung a lighter shaft. 

Had given a fiedrer part 



I look'd upon a lovely ftce, 

Lit by a lai:ge dark eye ; 
But on the lash there was a tear 

And on the lip a sigh. 

I ask*d not why that form had droop'd. 
Nor why that cheek was pale ? 

I heard the maiden's twilight song. 
It told me all her tale. 

I saw an urn, and round it hung 

An April diadem 
Of flowers, telling they mourn'd one 

Faded and fair like them. 

I tum'd to tales of other days, 
They spoke of breath and bloom ; 

And proud hearts that were bow'd by Love 
Into an early tomb. 

I heard of every sufiering 

That on this earth can be : 
How can they call a sleeping child 

A likeness, Love, of thee 7 

They cannot paint thee : — let them dream 

A dark and nameless thing. 
Why give the likeness of the dove 

Where is the serpent's sting t 
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And days fled by, 
A cloud came o'er my destiuy. 
The dream of pasBlon soon was last, 
A summer'a day may never past. 
Yes, every feeling then knew change, 
One only hope was left— revenge > 
He wedded with another— tears 
Are very vain, and as for fears 
I know thero not— I deeply swore 
No lip should sigh where mine before 
Had aeai'd its vow, no heart should rest 
Upon the bosom mine had prest. 
Life had no ill I would not brave 
To claim him, even in the grave I 



Faik is the form that in yon orange bower. 
Like a lone spirit, bends beside the lamp, 
Whose silver light is flung o'er clustering rose. 
And myrtle with pearl buds and emerald leaves. 
Green moss and azure violets have form'd 
The floor, and fragrant bloom the canopy, 



And perfumed shrubs and pillars, round whose 

stems 
The vine has crept, and mix'd its purple fruit 
Amid the rich-hued blossoms. Citron trees, 
And beds of hyacinths, have sent their sweets 
Upon the odorous dew of the night gale, 
Which, playing with the trembling lamp, flings 

round 
A changeful light — now glancing on the flowers, 
And brightening every hue— now lost in shade. 
Look out upon the night ! There is no star 
In beauty visible — the Moon is still 
Sojourning in her shadowy hall— the clouds 
Are thickening round ; but though the tempest's 

wing 
Will herald in the morning, all is still. 
And calm, and soothing now, — no rougher sounds 
Than the low murmur of the mountain rill, 
And the sweet music of the nightingale, 
Are on the air. But a lar darker storm 
The tempest of the heart, the evil war 
Of fieiy passions, is ftust gathering 
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O'er that bright creature's head, whose fairy bower 
And fi&iry shape breathe but of happiness. 
She is most beautiful ! The richest tint 
That e'er with roselight dyed a summer cloud, 
Were pale beside her cheek ; her raven hair 
Falls even to her feet, though fasten'd up 
In many a curl and bndd with liands of pearl ; 
And that white bosom and those rounded arms 
Are perfect as a statue's, when the skill * 

Of some fine touch has moulded it to beauty. 
Yet there are tears within those radiant eyes, 
And that fiedr brow is troubled ! She is young ; 
But her heart's youth is gone, and innocence. 
And peace, and soil and gentle thoughts, have 

fled 
A breast, the sanctuary of unhallow'd fires, 
That love has led to guilt. At each light stir 
Of but a waving branch, a falling leaf, 
A deeper crimson burnt upon her cheek, 
Each pulse beat eagerly, for every sound 
To her was Fernand's step, and then she sank 
Pallid and tearful, with that sickening throb 
Of sadness only love and fear can know. 
The night pass'd on— she touch'd the silver chords. 
And answer'd with her voice her lone guitar. 
It pleased her for a while : — it soothes the soul 
To pour its thoughts in melancholy words ; 
And if aught can charm sorrow, music can. 
The song she chose was one her youth had loved 
Ere yet she knew the bitterness of grief. 
But thought tears luxury : — 

O take that starry wreath away, 
Fling not those roses o'er my lute ! 

The brow that thou wouldst crown is pale, 
The chords thou would awaken mute. 

Look on those broken gems that lie 
Beside those flowers, withering there ; 

Those leaves were blooming round my lute, 
Thoee gems were bright amid my hair. 

And they may be a sign to tell 
Of all the ruin love will make : 

He comes in beauty, and then leaves 
The hope to fiatde, the heart to break ! 

The song died in low sobs. ** I ever felt 
That it would come to this,— that I should be 
Forsaken and forgotten ! I would give 
Life, more than life, those precious memories 
Of happiness and Femand ! I'd forget 
That I have been beloved, all I have known 
Of rapture, all the dreams that long have been 
My sole existence, but to feel again 
As I felt ere I loved— ere I had given 
My every hope as passion's sacrifice." 
Her Uc€ was bidden in her hands ; but tean 



Trickled through her slight fingers— tears, those 

late 
Vain tributes to remorse ! At length she rose, 
And4>aced with eager steps her scented bower. 
Then trimm'd her lamp, and gather'd flowers and 

leaves. 
Twined them in wreaths, and placed them graoe- 

fuUy ; 
Then felt the vanity of all her care, 
And scatter'd them around. The morning broke, 
And hastily she hh the shade, to hide 
From all her anxious heart — her misery ! 
That day she knew her fate — ^heard that Femand 
Was now betroth'd to the high-bom Blanche. 
Hcrmione wept not, although her heart 
Swell'd nigh to bursting ; but she hid her thoughts 
Next morning she was gone !--..- 
The palace was all lustre, like a dome, 
A fairy dome ; the roofs were ail one blaze 
With lamp and chandelier ; the mirrors shone 
Like streams of light, and, waving gracefully, 
The purple draperies hung festoon'd with wreaths, 
That shed their incense round. Hall afier hall 
Open'd in some new splendour. Proud the feast 
The duke to-night gives for his peerless child. 
And Castile's noblest are all met to greet 
Blanche and her gallant lover : princely forms, 
And ladies beautiful, whose footsteps fell 
Soft as the music which they echo'd ; light 
And melody, and perfume, and sweet shapes, 
Mingled together like a glorious dream.-— 
Hermione is there ! She has forsaken 
Her woman's garb, her long dark tresses float 
Like weeds upon the Tagus, and no one 
Can in that pale and melancholy boy 
Recall the lovely woman. All in vain 
She look'd for hun she sought ; but when one 

passed 
With raven hair and tall, her heart beat high- 
Then sank again, when her impatient glance 
Fell on a stranger's face. At length she reach'd 
A stately room, richer than all the rest, 
For there were loveliest things, though not of life : 
Canvass, to which the painter's soul had given 
A heaven of beauty; and statues, which were 

touch'd 
With art so exquisite, the marble seem'd 
Animate with emotion. It is strange. 
Amid its deepest feelings, how the soul 
Will cling to outward images, as thus 
It could forget its sickness ! There she gazed, 
And envied the sad smile, the patient look. 
Of a pale Magdalen : it toki of grief, 
But grief long since subdued. Half curtain'd 

round 
By vases fill'd with fragrant shrabs« were shapes 
Of Grecian deities and nymphs. She drew 
Sad parallels with her of Crete, who wept 



920 



MISS LANDON'S WORKS. 



O'er her Athenian lover's perjury. 

She left the hall of paintings, and pursued 

A corridor which open'd to the air, 

And enter'd in the garden : there awhile. 

Beneath the shadow of a cjrpress tree, 

She breathed the cooling gale. Amid the shade 

Of those bright groves were lailies lingering. 

Who listen'd to tnost gentle things, and then 

Blush'd like the roses near them ; and light groops 

Of gladsome dancers, gliding o'er the tur^ 

Like elfin revelling by the moonlight 

She look'd up to the lovely face of heaven :^ 

It was unclouded, and the rolling moon 

Pass'd o'er the deep, blue sky like happiness, 

Leaving a trace of light She gazed around,— 

There was no gloom but that within her heart 

Ah, this is very loneliness to feel 

So wholly destitute, without one thing 

That has a portion in our wretchedness ! 

Then two came hy — that voice io her was 

death — 
It was her false Femand's ! A lovely girl 
Hung on his arm, so soft, so delicate, 
It seem'd a breath might sweep her from the earth ; 
And Femand bent with so much tenderness 
To catch the music of the timid voice, 
Which dared not breathe its love-vow audibly. 
Hermione rush'd thence, as if her step 
Had been upon the serpent's lair. That night 
She brooded o'er her wrongs, and bitterly 
Pray'd for revenge ! - - -. And this is Woman's 

&te: 
All her affections are call'd into life 
By winning flatteries, and then thrown beck 
Upon themselves to perish, and her heart. 
Her trusting heart, fill'd with weak tenderness, 
Is left to bleed or break ! - - - • 
The marriage feast was spread, the guests were 

round, 
The halls were fiU'd with mirth, and light, and 

song. 
High o'er the rest the youthful pair were placed. 
Beneath a canopy of finetted gold 
And royal purple. With a shout they drank 
Health and long blessedness to the fair bride ! 
And Femand call'd for wine, to pledge them back 
His thanks. A slender Page approach'd, and held 
The golden cup ; - - - There is a marble look 
In the dark countenance of that pale boy 
[11 suiting one so youthfuL Femand drain'd 
The liquor to the dregs; yet while he drank 
He felt the eagle glance of that strange Page 
Fix on him like a spelU With a wiki laugh 
Of fearless taunting, he took back the cujh— 
That laugh rang like a demon's cuxse! The 

sounds 
Of revelry one moment paused — ^they hetid 



Mutter'd the words— << Vengeance !" '<Hermi 



one 



i»» 



Blanche broke the silence by her shriek — Femand 
Had fallen from his seat his face was black ' 
With inward agony — that draught bore late ! 
That Page had poison'd him ! — ^In dread they 

tum'd 
To where the murderer was : she had not moved. 
But stood with fixed eyes ! the clouds of death 
Were on her face— she too had pledged the cup ! 



THE LOVER'S ROCK. 



** O why should Faie such pleasure have, 
Life's dearest bands untwining ; 
Or whj BO sweei a flower as luve 
Depend on Fortune's shining f 
This world's wealth, when 1 think upon't, 
Is pride and a' the lave on'l ; 
Fie, Ae on silly coward man, 
That he should be the slave onH.''— Buhns. 



Most beautiful, most happy ! must there be 
Clouds on thy sky, and thorns upon thy path 1 
Love, why art thou so wretched ! thou so form'd 
To be the blessedness of life, the last 
Sweet relic left of £den ! Yet on thee, 
Even on thee, the curse is laid !^ Thy cup 
Has its full share of Littstwenll. / The heart 
Is chiird, crush'd, and constrain'd by the cold 

world. 
Outraged and undervalued ; the fine throb 
Of feeling tum to ministers of grief; 
All is so false around, afTection^s self 
Becomes suspected. But of all drear lots 
That love must draw from the dark urn of fate, 
There is one deepest misery — ^when two hearts, 
Bom for each other, yet must beat apart 
Aye, this is misery, to check, conceal 
That which should be our happiness and glory ; 
To love, to be beloved again, and know 
A gulf between us : — aye, 'tis misery ! 
This agony of passion, this ^ild faith. 
Whose constancy is fruitless, yet is kept 
Inviolate : — to feel that all life's hope. 
And light and treasure, cling to one from whom 
Our wayward doom divides us. Better far 
To weep o'er treachery tk hmkrn 'Vowd>— 
For time may teach their worthlessness :^-or pine 
^ith unrequited love^p^there is a pride 
In the fond sacrifice— the cheek may lose 
Its summer crimson ; but at least the rose 
Has wither'd secretly — at least the heart 
That has been victim to its teiidemess» 
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Has sighM nnecho'd by some one as true. 
As wretched as itselC But to be loved 
With feehngB deep, eternal as our own, 
And yet to know that we must quell those feelings 
With phantom shapes of prudence, worldly care — 
For two who live but in each other's life, 
Whose only star in this dark world is love ! 
AUs, that circumstance has power to part 
The destiny of true lovers ! 

Yonder rock 
Has a wild legend of untoward love, 
Fond, faithful, and unhappy ! There it stands 
By the blue Guadalquivir ; the green vines 
Are like a girdle round the granite pillars 
Of its bare crags, and its dark shadow fells 
Over an ancient castle at the base. 
Its lord had a feir daughter, his sole child,— 
Her picture is in the old gallery still ; 
The frame is shattered, but the lovely feca 
liooks out in all its beauty ; 'tis a brow 
Fresh, radiant as the spring, — a pencilled arch, 
One soft dark shadow upon mountain snow. 
A small white hand flings back the raven curls 
From off the blue-vein'd temples ; on her cheek 
There is a colour like the moss rosebud 
When first it opens, ere the sun and wind 
Have kiss'd away its delicate slight blush. 
And such a fairy shape, as those fine moulds 
Of ancient Greece, whose perfect grace has given 
Eternity to beauty. She was loved ! 
And the wild songs that tell how she was loved 
Yet haunt their native valley. He was one 
Who had each great and glorious gift, save gold ; 
Music was ever round his steps : — to him 
There was deep happiness in nature's wild 
And rich luxuriance, and he had the pride, 
The buoyant hope, that genius ever feels 
In dreaming of the path that it will carve 
To immortality. A sweeter dream 
Soon fill'd the young Leandro's heart : he loved. 
And all around grew Paradise, — Inez 
Became to him existence, and her heart 
Soon yielded to his gentle constancy. 

They had roam'd forth together : the bright dew 
Was on the flowers that he knelt and gave, 
Sweet tribute to his idoL A dark brow 
Was bent upon them — ^'tis her fether's brow ! 
And Inez flung her on his neck and wept 
He was not one that prayers or tears might move ; 
For he had never known that passion's power, 
And could not pardon it in others. Love 
To him was folly and a feverish dream, 
A girl's most vain romance^he did but mock 
Its truth and its devotion. ** You shall win 
Your lady love," he said with scornful smile, 
** If you can bear her, ere the sun is set. 
To yonder summit : 'tis but a light burden, 
And I have heard that lovers can do wooden !" 



He deem'd it might not be ; but what has lore 

E'er found impossible ! 

Leandro took his mistress in his arms. 
Crowds gathered round to look on the pale youth, 
And his yet paler Inez ; but she hid 
Her face upon his bosom, and her hair. 
Whose loose black tresses floated on the wind. 
Was wet with tears ! - - They paused 'to rest 

awhile 
Beneath a mulberry's cool sanctuary — 
(lil-omen'd tree, two lovers met their death 
Beneath thy treacherous shade ! 'Twas in old 

time 
Even as now :) — it spread its branches round. 
The fruit hung like dark rubies 'mid the green 
Of the thick leaves, and there like treasures shone 
Balls of bright gold, the silkworm's summer 

palace. 
Leandro spoke most cheerfully, and soothed 
The weeping girl beside him ; but when next 
He loosed her from his arms he did not speak. 
And Inez wept in agony to look 
Upon his burning brow. The veins were sweil'd, 
The polish'd marble of those temples now 
Were tum'd to crimson — the large heavy drops 
Roll'd over his flush'd cheek — his lips were 

parch'd. 
And moisten'd but with blood; each breath he 

drew 
Was a convulsive gasp ! She bathed his face 
With the cool stream, and laid her cheek to hit— • 
Bade him renounce his perilous attempt. 
And said, at least they now might die together ! 
He did not listen to her words, but watch'd 
The reddening west — the sun vnis near the wafe : 
He caught the fainting Inez in his arms — 
One desperate struggle — ^he has gain'd the top^ 
And the broad sun has sunk beneath the river ! 
A shout arose from those who watch'd ; but why 
Does still Leandro kneel, and Inez hang 
Motionless round his neckl The blood had 

gush'd — 
The lifeblood from his heart ! a vein had boriL 
- - - And Inez was dead too ! - - - 



THE PAINTER. 



I know noc which Is the most fatal gift, 
Genius or Love, for both alike are niled 
Bj ilarB of bright aspect and evil influence^ 



Hz was a lonely and neglected child I 
His cheek was colourless, save when the flurfi 
Of strong emotion master'd its still whiteness ; 
His dark eyes seem'd all heaviness and ^ooxfii*. 
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So rarely were they Taised. Hif mother's love 

Was for her other children : they were fair, 

And had health's morning hues and sunny looks. 

She had not seen him, when he watch'd the son 

Setting at eve, like an idolater, 

Until his cheek grew crimson in the light 

Of the all-radiant heaven, and his eyes 

Were passionately eloquent, all fill'd 

With ' earth's most glorious feelings. And his 

father, 
A warrior and a hunter, one whose grasp 
Was ever on the bridle or the brand, 
Had no pride in a boy whose joy it was 
To sit for hours by a fountain side 
Listening its low and melancholy song. 
Or wander through the gardens silently, 
As if with leaves and flowers alone he held 
Aught of companionship. In his first yean 
They sent him to a convent, for they said 
Its solitude would suit with Ouido's mood. 
And there he dwelt, while treasuring those rich 

thoughts 
That are the food on which young genius lives. 
He rose to watch the sunlight over Rome " 
Break from its purple shadows, making glad 
Even that desolate city, whose dim towers, 
Ruins, and palaces, seem as they look'd 
Back on departed time. Then in the gloom 
Of his own convent's silent burying ground. 
Where, o*er the quiet dead, the cypresses moum'd. 
He passed the noon, dreaming those dear day- 
dreams. 
Not so much hopes as &ncies. Then at eve. 
When through the painted windows the red sun 
Rainbow'd the marble floor with radiant hues. 
Where spread the ancient church's stately arch, 
He stay'd, till the deep music of the hymn. 
Chanted to the rich organ's rolling notes. 
Bade farewell to the day. Then UT his cell 
He went, and through the casement's iron ban 
The moon look'd on him, tenderly as Love, 
Lighting his slumber. On the church's wall 
There hung one lovely portrait, and for houre 
Would Guido, in the fulness of his heart. 
Kneel, watching till he wept The subject was 
A dying Magdalene. Her long black hair 
Spread round her like a shroud, one pale thin hand 
Pillow'd a cheek as thin and pale, and scarce 
The blue light of the eyes was visible 
For the death dampness on the darken'd lids ;— 
As one more effort to lodL on the cross, 
Which seem'd just fallmg from the fainting arm, 
And they would dose forever. In that look 
There was a painter's immortality, 
«Eud Guido felt it deeply, for a gift 
Likti his whose work that was, was given hinv— 
A gift of beauty and of power,— and soon 
&e lived but in the exquisite creations 



His pencil call'd to life. But as his thoughts 

Took wider range, he languish'd to behold 

More of a world he thought must 1)e so Mr, 

So fiird with glorious shapes. It chanced that he 

Whose hand had traced that pale sad loveliness. 

Came to the convent ; with rejoicing wonder 

He mark'd how like an unknown mine, whose 

gold 
Gathers in silence, had young Guido*s mind 
Increased in lonely richness ; every day 
New veins of splendid thought sprang into life. 
And Guido left his convent cell with one 
Who, like a geni, bore him into scenes 
Of marvel and enchantment And then fint 
Did Guido feel how very precious praise 
Is to young genius, like sunlight on flowers, 
Ripening them into fruit And time pass'd on ;-» 
The lonely and neglected child became 
One whom all Rome was proud of, and he dwelt 
There in the sunshine of his spreading fame. 

There was a melancholy beauty shed 
Over his pictures, as the element 
In which his genius lived was sorrow. Low 
He made most lovely, but yet ever sad ; 
Passionate partings, such as wring the heart 
Till tears are lifeblood; meetings, when the 

cheek 
Has lost all hope of health in the long parting ; 
The grave, with one mourning in solitude : 
These made his &me, and were his excellence,— 
The painter of deep tears. He had just gain'd 
The summer of his gtory and of his days, 
When his remembering art was called to give 
A longer memory to one whose life 
Was but a thread. Her history may be told 
In one word — ^love. And what has love e'er been 
But misery to woman 1 Still she wish'd— 
It was a dying fiuicy which betray'd 
How much, though known how fisise its god had 

been. 
Her soul clung to its old idolatry,— 
To send her pictured semblance to the false one; 
She hoped — ^how love will hope ! — it mi^ recall 
The young and lovely girl his cruelty 
Had worn to this dim shadow ; it might wake 
l^ose thousand fond and kind remembrances 
Which he had utterly abandon'd, while 
The true heart he had treasured next his own 
A little time, had never ceased to beat 
For only hiita, until it brokei She leant 
Beside a casement when first Guido look'd 
Upon her wasted beauty. 'Twas the brow. 
The Grecian outluie in its perfect grace. 
That he had learnt to worship in his youth, 
By gazing on that Magdalene, whose turn 
Was yet a treasure in his memory ; 
But sunken were the temples, — they had loet 
Their ivoiy roundness, yet still dear as day 
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The veint riione tiiroagh them, shaded by the 

braids, 
Just sunply parted back, of the dark hair, 
Whcie grief's white traces mock'd at youth* A 

flush, 
As shame, deep shame, had once burnt on her 

cheek, 
Then lingered there forever, look'd like health 
Offisring hope, vain hope, to the pale lip ; 
Like the rich crimson of the evening sky, 
Brightest when night is coming. Guido took 
J«st one slight dietch; next morning she was 

dead ! 
Yet still he painted on, until his heart 
Grew to the picture, — ^it became his world,'- 
He lived but in its beauty, made his art 
Sacred to it alone. No more he gave 
To the glad canvass green and summer dreams 
Of the Italian valleys ; traced no more 
The dark eyes of its lovely daughters, look'd 
And caught the spirit of fine poetry 
From glorious statues : these were passM away. 
Shade after shade, line after line^ each day 
Gave life to the sweet likeness. Guido dwelt 
In intense worship on his own creation, 
Till his cheek caught the hectic tinge he drew. 
And his thin hand grew tremulous. One night— 
The portrait was just finished, save a touch, 
A touch to give the dark light of the eyes- 
He painted till the lamps grew dim, his hand 
Scares conscious what it wrought ; at length his 

lids 
Closed in a heavy slumber, and he dream'd 
That a fair creature came and kiss'd his brow. 
And bade him follow her : he knew the look^ 
And rose. Awakening, he found himself 
Kneeling before the portrait : — 'twas so fair 
He deem*d it lived, and pressed his burning lips 
To the sweet mouth ; his soul pass'd in that 
Young Guido died beside his masterpiece I 



A VILLAGE TALE. 



How the spirit clings 

To that which once ii loved, with the same feeling 
That makes the traveller turn from his waj 
To look upon some bojiah haunt, though daik 
And very desolate grown, no longer like 
Tliat which waa dear to him. 



It was a low white church: the elm which 

grew 
Beside it shadow'd half the roof; the dock 
Was placed where full the sunbeams feU ;>— what 

deep, 



Simple morality spoke in those hands, 
Going their way in silence, till a sound, 
Solenm and sweet, made their appeal to Tim 
And the hour spoke its only warning ! — 8tra 
To note how mute the soft song of the wren, 
Whose nest was in that old elm tree, became 
When the clock struck : and when it ceased 8 
Its music like a natural anthem breathed. 
Lowly the osier'd graves around, wild flowers 
Their epitaph, and not one monument 
Was there rich with the sculptor's graceful m 
. There sat one, by a grave whose weeded t 
Show'd more than common care, his £u» I 

down, 
A fine and manly brow, though sun and win 
Had darkehM it, and that a shade of gritf 
Seem'd natural from long habit ; by his side 
A little laughing child, with clear blue eyes. 
Cheek like a dimpled rose, and sunny curls, 
Was gathering blossoms, gathering but to cm 
Till the sod was all colours with the leaves. 
Even in childhood's innocence of pleasure 
Lives that destroying spirit which in time 
Will waste, then want, the best of happiness. 
I mark'd the boy's companion : he was yet 
In life's first summer ; and he seem'd to watt 
With such sad tenderness the child, which ci 
When tired to nestle in his bosom, sure 
That it was welcome,— and the grave was ke] 
So fresh, so green, so covcr'd with sweet flo^ 
I deem'd 'twas some young widower, whose 1 
Had pass'd away, or ever it had known 
One sting of sorrow or one cloud of care^— 
Pass'd in its first delicious confidence 
Of vow'd afiection ; — 'twas the grave, I thouf 
Of his young wife, and that the child was lef 
A dear memorial of that cherish'd one. 
I read his history wrong. In early youth. 
When hopes and pleasures flit like butterflies 
Around our pleasant spring, had Edward lovi 
And sought in Marion's deep blue eyes 

world, — 
Loved with the truth, the fervour of first lovi 
That delicate bloom which can come o'er the 
But only once. All other thoughts and feeUn 
The heart may know again, but first love net 
Its hopes, bright as the aanire flower that sprin 
Where'er the radiance of the rainbow fidls; 
Its fears, soft as the leaves that shade the lily ; 
Its fairyland romance, its tenderness 
Its timid, and yet passionate devotion — 
These are not anntial blooms, that die, then ri 
Again into another summer world. 
They may live long, and be the life of life, 
But, like the rose, when they are once destroy 
They perish utterly. And, like that tree. 
How sweet a memory, too, remains ! though 
The green leaves, and decay'd the stem, yet s 
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The spirit of fragrance lingers, loath to leave 
lu dear abode. Just so love haunts the heart, 
Though withered, and to be revived no more. 
O, nothing has the memory of love ! 

It was a summer twilight ; crimson lights 
Play'd o'er the bridal bowers of the west, 
And in the gray horizon the white moon 
Was faintly visible, just where the sky 
Met the green rolling of the shadowy sea. 
Upon a little hill, whose broken ridge 
Was covered with the golden furze, .and heath 
Gay with its small pink blossoms, in a shade 
Form'd of thick hazels and the graceful sweep 
Of the ash-boughs, an old beach-trunk the seat. 
With a sweet canopy of honeysuckle 
Mix*d with the wild briar-roses, Edward sat, 
Happy, for Marion lean'd upon his bosom 
In the deep fondness of the parting hour ; 
One of those partings memory will keep 
Among its precious things. The setting sun 
Shed such rich colour o*er the cheek, which 

press'd 
Closer and closer, like a rose, that sought 
A shelter next his heart ; the radiant eyes. 
Glorious as though the sky*s own light were there, 
Yet timid, blue, and tender as the dove's ; 
The soft arm thrown around his neck ; the hair 
Falling in such profusion o'er a &ce 
That nestled like a bird upon his breast. 
Murmurs, the very breath of happiness ; 
Low and delighted sighs, and lengthened looks. 
As life were looking words inaudible^ 
Yet full of music ; whispers such as are 
What love should ever speak in, soft yet deep. 
As jealous even that the air should share 
In the delicious feeling. And around, 
All seem'd the home and atmosphere of lore : 
The air sweet with the woodbine and the rote ; 
The rich red light of evening ; the far sea, 
So still, so calm ; the vale, with its com-fielda 
Shooting their green spears 'mid the scarlet 

banners 
Of the wild poppies ; meadows with the hay 
Scattered in fragrance, clover yet uncut 
And in the distance a small wood, where oaki 
And elms threw giant shadows ; and a river 
Winding, now hidden and now visible. 
Till cloee beside their bower it held its course. 
And fed a little waterfall, the harp 
That answer'd to the woodlark's twilight hymn. 
Their last, last evening ! Ah, the many vows 
That Edward and his Marion pledged ! She took 
A golden ring and broke it, hid one-half 
Next her own heart, then cut a shining curl. 
As bright as the bright gift, and round his neck 
Fasten'd the silken braid, and bade him keep 
The ring and hair for Marion's sake. They 

talk'd 



Of pleasant hopes, of Edward*s quick return 
With treasure gathered on the stormy deep. 
And how they then would build a liule cot; 
They chose the very place ; and the bright mooii 
Shone in her midnight, ere their schemes 
Were half complete. They parted. The next 

mom 
With the day-blush had Marion sought that 

bower 
Alone, and watch'd upon the distant sea 
A ship just viKible to those long looks 
With which love gazes. . . . How most sweet 

it is 
To have one lonely treasure, which the heart 
Can feed upon in secret, which can be 
A star in sorrow, and a flower in joy ; 
A thought to which all other thoughts refer ; 
A hope, from whence all other hopes arise, 
Nursed in the solitude of happiness ! 
Love, passionate young Love, how sweet it ia 
To have the bosom made a Paradise 
By thee— life lighted by thy rainbow smile I 
Edward lived in one feeling, one that made 
Care, toil, and suffering pleasant i and he hail'd 
England, dear England, happy in success. 
In hope, and love. It was a summer mom— 
The very season he had left that vale — 
When he return'd. How cheerfully the fields, 
Spread in their green luxuriance of com. 
The purple clover, and the newcut hay. 
Loading the air with fragrance ! the soft river 
Winding so gently ! there seem'd nothing changed. 
And Edward's heart was fiU'd with gladness : all. 
He fancied, look'd as if they welcomed him. 
His eyes fill'd with sweet tears, and hasty words 
Of love and thankfulness came to his lips. 
His path lay through the churchyard, and the 

bells 
Were ringing for a wedding. What fond thoughts 
They waken'd, of how merrily their round 
Would peal for him and Marion ! He kiss'd 
The broken ring, the braid of golden hair. 
And bounded, with light step and lighter heart 
Across the churchyard ; from it he could see 
The cottage where his own true maiden dwelt. 
Just then the bridal party left the ciiurch. 
And, half unconsciously, young Edward look'd 
Upon the bride — that bride was Marion ! 
He stopp'd not in the village, — spoke to none,-* 
But went again to sea ; and never smile 
Lighted the settled darkness in his eyes : 
His cheek grew pale, his hair turn'd gray, his 

voice 
Became so sad and low. He once had loved 
To look upon the sunset, as that hour 
Brought pleasant memories, such as feed sweet 

hopes; 
Now ever gazed he on it with the look 
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Of the joang widow otct her fair child, 

Her only child, in the death agony. 

His heart was withcr'd. Yet, although so fitlse, 

He never parted with his Marion's gift : 

Still the soft curl and the bright ring were kept, 

Like treasures, in his bosom. Years pass'd by, 

And he grew tired of wandering ; back he came 

To his own village, as a place of rest 

Twas a drear autumn morning, and the trees 

"Were bare, or covered but with yellow leaves ; 

The fields lay fallow, and a drizzling rain 

Fell gloomily : it seem'd as all was changed. 

Even as be himself was changed ; the bell 

Of the old church was tolling dolefully 

The farewell of the living to the dead. 

The grave was scant, the holy words were aiid 

Hurriedly, coldly : but for a poor child, 

That bcgg'd the pit to give him back his mother, 

There had not been one single tear. The boy 

Kept on his wail ; but all his prayers were made 

To the dark tomb, as conscious thoee around 

Would chide if he aak'd them ; and when they 

threw 
The last earth on the coffin, down he laid 
His little head, and sobb'd most bitterly. 
And Edward took him in his arms, and kiss'd 
His wet pale cheeks; while the child clung to 

him, 
Kot with the shyness of one petted, loved, 
And careless of a stranger's fond caress, 
But like one knowing well what kindness was, 
But knew not where to seek it, as he pined 
Beneath neglect and harshness, fear and want 
TwBM strange, this mingling of their destinies : 
That boy was Marion's — it was Marion's grave ! 
She had died young, and poor, and broken-hearted. 
Her husband had deserted her : one child 
Was buried with its mother, one was left 
An orphan unto chance ; but Edward took 
The boy unto him even as his own. 
He buried the remembrance of his wrongs, 
Only recalling thct he once had loved. 
And that his love was dead. 



THE SISTERS. 

Now, Maiden, wilt thou come with me. 
Far over yonder moonlight sea 1 
There's not a cloud upon the sky, 
The wind is low like thine own sigh ; 
The azure heaven is vein'd with light. 
The water is as calm and bright 
As I have sometimes seen it lie 
Beneath a sunny Indian sky. 

(39) 



My bark is on the ocean riding, 
Like a spirit o'er it gliding ; 
Maiden, wilt thou come — and be 
Queen of my fair ship and me 1 

She follow'd him. The sweet night breeu 
Brought odours from the orange trees,— 
She paused not for their fragrant sigh : 
There came a sound of music nigh, 
A voice of song, a distant chime 
To mark the vespers' starry time^— 
She heard it not : the moonbeams fell 
O'er vine-wreath'd hill and olive dell, 
With cottages, and their gay show 
Of roses for a portico ; 
One which stood by a beech alone,— 
Look'd she not back upon that one t 
Alas ! she look'd but in that eye 
Where now was writ her destiny. 
The heart love leaves looks back ever ; 
The heart where he is dwelling, never. 
Yet as her last step left the strand, 
Gheraldi then might feel her hand 
Grow cold, and tremble in his own : 
He watch'd her lip, its smile was flown ; 
Her cheek was pale, as if with fears ; 
Her blue eyes darken'd with their tears : 
He prest her rosebud mouth to his. 
Blush, smile, retum'd to grace that kisi ; 
She had not power to weep, yet know 
She was his own, come weal come wo. 
O, who— reposed on some fond breast^ 
Love's own delicious place of rest- 
Reading faith in the watching eyes. 
Feeling the heart beat with its sighs, 
Could no regrets, or doubts, or cares, 
That we had bound our fate with theirs ! 

There was a shadow on their mirth ; 
A vacant place is by their hearth, / 

When at the purple evening's dose 
Around its firelight gather'd those 
With whom her youth's sweet coune had 

run. 
Wept, for the lost, the alter'd one ! 
She was so beautiful, so dear. 
All that the heart holds precious here ! 
A skylark voice,- whose lightest sound 
So glad made eveiy heart^pulse bound 
'Twas a fair sight to see her glide 
A constant shadow by the side 
Of her old Father ! At dayrise. 
With light feet and with sunny eyes. 
Busy within : and then, at times, 
Singing old snatches of wiki rhymes 
Italian peasants treasure up, 
O'erflowings of the poet's cup. 
Suited to those whose earth and aky, 
Temples and groves, are poctiy. 
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And then at eve, her raven hair 

Braided upon a brow as fair 

As are the snowy chestnut flowers 

When blooming in the first spring hours. 

She sat beneath the old beech tree, 

Her mandolin upon her knee. 

But Blanche was gone, and guilt and shame 

Made harsh the music of her name. 

— ^But he had yet another child, — 

The Father Blanche could leave, — who 

smiled 
Grently and cheerfnlly away 
The cloud that on his spirit lay. 

It was a lovely morn in June, 
And in the rosy light of noon 
The olive crown*d village shone 
As the glad sun were all its own ; 
And, suiting with such golden hours. 
With music, and with songs and flowers, 
A bridal train paas'd gayly by : 
In the midst, with blue downcast eye 
And blush of happiness, came the Bride ! 
And youths with flutes were by her side, 
And maidens, with their wreaths, as gay 
As life but lasted one sweet day. 

One followed tliem with bursting heart, 
With pallid cheek, and lips apart. 
As every breath were gaspM ! Ah this, 
Alas, is what love ever is ! 
False or unhappy, twin to sorrow, 
Forced HopeV deceiving lights to borrow, 
Gilding in joy a little way, 
Doubly to lead the heart astray. 
Beneath a shadowy beech tree 
At length paused the gay company : 
And there sat an old Man. The Bride 
Took off her veil, and knelt beside, 
And from his feet look*d up and smiled, 
And prayM that he would bless his child ! 
The gentle prayer was scarcely said, 
Yet lay his hand upon her head ! 
When knelt another in that place. 
With shrouded form and veiled face ; 
A broken voice breathed some low words 
They struck on memory's tenderest chords : 
" My Blanche ! yes, only ask of Heaven, 
Thy father has long since forgiven. 
Look up !" '^ O not till thou hast pray'd 
For the unhappy and betray 'd !" 
And paused at once the bridal song. 
And gather'd round the gazing throng. 
And as the old man pray'd, Blanche preas'd 
Closer and closer to his breast ! 
He raised her, for he longM to gaze 
Upon the loved of other days. 
And thicw the veil back from her head. 
And looked, — ^bat looked upon the dead ! 



THE KNIGHT'S TALE, 



O, there are evil momeDts in our life. 
When but a thought, a word, a look, has power 
To (lush the cup of happineas aside, 
Aud stamp us wretched ! 



AiTD there are bitter tears in Arnold's hall^ 
A wail of passionate lament ! The night 
Is on the towers, but night has not brought 
Silence and sleep. A sound is in the courts, 
Of arms and arm'd men ; the ring of spears, 
The stamp of iron feet, and voices, mix'd 
In deep confusion. With the morning's rise. 
Lord Arnold leads these men to Palestine. 

There were two flgures on a terrace, raised 
O'er all the rest. The moon was on its sweep. 
Lightning the landscape's midnight loveliness ! 
Below it, first were gardens set with flowers. 
In beds of many shape and quaint device, 
So very sweet they fill'd the air with scents ; 
Beyond, the ground was steep and rough ; dwarf 

oak, 
Spring on the sides, but all the nobler growth 
Of those proud trees was seen in yon dark wood. 
Its world of leaves blent with the distant sky. 
And sheltering a green park, where the smooth 

grass 
Was fitting herbage for the gentle fawn, 
Which sported by its mother's spotted side. 
And some so white that in the moon they shone 
Like silver. In the midst,^ a diamond sheet 
Of clear bright water spread, and on its breast 
Gather'd a group of swans ; and there was one. 
Laid on a little island which the leaves 
Of the waterflag had made ; and suddenly 
A sound of music rose, and leaf and flower 
Seem'd hush'd to hear the sweet and solemn hymn 
Sung by the dying swan. And then the two 
Upon the terrace, who as yet had look'd 
But in each other's eyes, turn'd to the lake : 
It was to them, even as if their love 
Had made itself a voice to breathe Farewell !^- 

Ceased the unearthly song, and Adeline 
Threw her on Arnold's breast, and wept, and said 
It was her warrior's dirge and hers — for never 
Such sad sweet sounds had breathed on mortal 

ear. 
And yet no omen. But her Arnold kiss'd 
Her tears away ; and whisper'd 'twas the song 
Of some kind Spirit, who would guard his love 
While he was fighting for the Cross afar. 
O, who can tell the broken-hearted ness 
Of parting moments ! — the fond words that gush 
From the full heart, and yet die in the throat, 
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WhoM pulses are too choked for utterance ; . 

The lingering look of eyes half blind with tean ; 

The yet more lingering kiss, as if it were 

The last long breath of life ! Then the slow step, 

Changing anon to one of hurried speed, 

As that the heart doubted its own resolve ! 

The fix*d gaze of her, who, left behind, 

Watches till shadows grow reality ! 

And then the sudden and sick consciousness 

How desolate we are ! — O, misery ! 

Thy wstchword is, Farewell ! — And Arnold took 

A few sweet buds from off a myrtle tree, 

And swore to Adeline, before the spring 

Had covered twice that plant with its white 

flowers^ 
He would return. With the next morning's sun 
Lord Arnold led his vassals to the war. 
And Adeline was left to solitude— 
The worst of solitude, of home and heart 

If I must part from those whom I have loved. 
Let me, too, part from where they were beloved ! 
It wrings the heart to see each thing the same ; 
Tread over the same steps ; and then to find 
The difference in the heart. It is so sad— 
80 very lonely — to be the sole one 
In whom there is a sign of change ! - - - 

There are two words to tell the warripr's course, 
Valour and Victory. But fortune changed, 
And Arnold was a prisoner at last 
And there he lay and pined, till hope grew tired, 
Even of its sweet self; and now despair 
Reached its last stage, for it was grown fiimiliar. 
Change came, when there was not a thought of 

change 
But in his dreams. Thanks to a pitying $Iave 
Whom he had spared in battle, he escaped ! 
And over sea and land the pilgrim went 
It was a summer evening, when again 
He stood before his castle, and he paused 
In the excess of happiness. The sun 
Had set behind the towers, whose square heights 
Divided the red west ; and on its verge. 
Just where the crimson faded, was a star — 
The twilight star — ^pale, like dew turnM to light 
Through the fair park he wandered on, and 

pass*d 
The lake and its white swans : at length he came 
To his sweet garden and its thousand flowers. 
The roses were in blossom, and the air 
Oppressed him with its fragrance. On a walk. 
As if just fallen from some beauty's hair. 
There lay a branch of myrtle — Arnold caught 
Its leaves, and kiasM them ! — Sure, 'twas Ade- 

Une's ! 
He stood now by a little alcove, made 
Of flowers and green boughs — Adeline is there — 
But wo for Arnold, she is not alone !~- 
80 lovely, and so false ! — ^There, there she sat, , 



Her white arm round a stranger's neck, her fair 

brow 
Bow'd on his shoulder, while her long black hair 
Stream'd o'er his bosom — There they sat, so Ktill, 
Like statues in that light ; and Arnold thought 
How often he had leant with Adeline 
In such sweet silence. But they rose to go ; 
And then he markM how tenderly the youth 
Drew his cloak roiuid her, lest the dew should 

Upon her fragile beauty. They were gone— 

And Arnold threw him on the turf, which still 

RetainM the pressure of her fairy feet — 

Then started wildly from the ground, and fled 

As life and death were on his speed. His towen 

Were but a little distant from the sea ; 

And ere the morning broke, Arnold was toss'd 

Far over the blue wave. He did not go, 

As the young warrior goes, with hope and pride^ 

As he once went ; but as a pilgrim, roam'd 

O'er other countries, any but his own, 

At last his steps sought pleasant Italy. 

It was one autunm evening that he reached 

A little valley in the Apennine : 

It lay amid the heights — a restingplace 

Of quiet and deep beauty. On one side 

A forest of a thousand pines arose, 

Darkened with many winters ; on the left 

Stood the steep crags, where, even in July, 

The white snow lay, carved into curious shapes 

Of turret piimacle, and battlement ; 

And in the front the opening mountains show*d 

The smiling plains of grape-clad Tuscany ; 

And farther still was caught the sky like sweep 

Of the blue ocean. Small white cottages 

And olive trees fiU'd up the dell. But hid 

By the sole group of cypresses, whose boug^ 

As the green weeping of the seaweed, hung 

Like grief or care around, a temple stood 

Of purest marble, with its carved dome 

And white Corinthian pillars strangely wreath'd 

By the thick ivy leaves. In other days. 

Some nymph or goddess had been worshii^'d 

there. 
Whose name was gone, even from her own shrine. 
The cross stood on the altar, and above 
There hung the picture of Saint Valerie : 
Its pale calm beauty suited well the maid. 
Who left the idol pleasures of the world 
For solitude and heaven in early youth. 
And Arnold knelt to the sweet saint and pray'd 
For pity and for pardon ; and his heart 
Clung to the place, and thought upon repose. 
He made himself a home in the same cave 
Where once St Valerie had dwelt: a rill. 
That trickled from the rock above, his dnnk. 
The mountain fruits his food : and th«»re he lived i 
Peasants, and one or two tired pilgrims, all 
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That e'er distoib'd his hermit solitode. 

Long months had paas'd away, when one hot 

noon 
He sat beneath the cypresses, and saw 
A pilgrim slowly urging np the height : 
The sun was on her head, yet tum'd she not 
To seek the shade beside ; the path was rough ; 
Yet there she toil'd, though the green turf was 

near. 
At last she reach'd the shrine — and Arnold knew 
His Adeline ! Her slender frame was bent, 
And hfer small feet left a red trace behind— 
The blood flow'd from them. And he saw her 

kneel, 
And heard her pray for him and his return. 
« Adeline ! art thou true V — One moment more 



Her head is on his bosom, and his.hpe 
Feeding on her pale cheek ! — He heard it all-— 
How that youth was her brother, just returned 
From fighting with the infidels in Spain ; 
That he had g^ne to Palestine to seek 
Some tidings of her Arnold ; and, meanwhik^ 
Herself had Tow'd a barefoot pilgrimage 
To pray St Valerie to bless the search !— 
And she indeed had bless'd it I— 

There is that English castle once again. 
With its green sweep of park and its clear lake ; 
And there that bower ; and in its shade is placed 
A statue of St Valerie ; and a shrine, 
Graven with names of those who placed it here^ 
Record and tribute of their happin cos 
Arnold and Adelifte I 
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THE FACTORY. 



Tts an accursed thing I 

Thshi rests a shade above yon town, 

A dark funereal shroud : 
THs not the tempest hurrying down, 

'TIS not a summer cloud. 

The smoke that rises on the air 

Is as a type and sign ; 
A shadow flung by the despair 

Within those streets of thine. 

That smoke shuts out the cheerful day 

The sunset's purple hues, 
The moonlight's pure and tranquil ray, 

The morning's pearly dews. 

Such is the moral atmosphere 

Around thy daily life ; 
Heavy with care, and pale with fear, 

With future tumult rife. 

There rises on the morning wind 

A low appealing ciy, 
A thousand children are resgn'd 

To sicken and to die t 

We read of Moloch*s sacrifice, 

We sicken at the name, 
And seem to hear the in&nt cries— 

And yet we do the same ;^ 

And worse — 'twas but a moment's pain 

The heathen altar gave, 
But we give years, — our idol. Gain, 

DemandM a Jiving grave ! 



How precious is the little one, 

Before his mother's sight. 
With bright hair dancing in the son. 

And eyes of azure light I 

He sleeps as rosy as the south. 

For summer days are long ; 
A prayer upon the little mouth, 

Lull'd by his nurse'^ song. 

Love is around him, and his homa 

Are innocent and free ; 
His mind essays its early powers 

Beside his mother*s knee. 

When afteryears of trouble come, 

Such as await man's prime, 
How will he think of that dear home. 

And childhood's lovely time ! 

And such should childhood ever be, 

The fairy well ; to bring 
To life's worn, weary memory 

The freshness of its spring. 

But here the order is reversed. 

And infancy, like age. 
Knows of existence but its worst. 

One dull and darken'd page ;— 

Written with tears and stamp'd with toil, 
Crush'd from the earliest hour. 

Weeds darkening on the bitter soil 
That never knew a flower. 

Look on yon child, it droops the head. 
Its knees are bow'd with pain ; 

It mutters from its wretched bed, 
'* O, let me sleep again !" 
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Alas ! 'tif time, Ibe mother's eyee 

Turn moumf&IIy awnj ; 
Alas ! 'tis time, the child must rise, 

And yet it is not day. 

The lantern*s lit — she hurries forth, 

The spare cloak's scanty fold 
Scarce screens her from tiie snowy north, 

The child is pale and cold. 

And wearily the littie hands 

Their task accustom'd ply ; 
While daily, some 'mid those pale bands, 

Droop, sicken, pine, and die. 

Good God ! to think upon a child 

That has no childish days, 
No careless play, no frolics wild. 

No words of prayer and praise t 

Man from the cradle— 'tis too soon 

To earn their daily bread, 
And heap the heat and toil of noon 

Upon an infant's head. 

To labour ere their strength be come, 

Or starve, — is such the doom 
That makes of many an English home 

One long and living tomb 1 

Is there no pity from above,— 

No mercy in those skies ; 
Hath then the heart of man no lore, 

To spare such sacrifice 1 

O, England ! though thy tribute waves 

Proclaim thee great and free, 
"While those small children pine like slaves. 

There is a curse on thee ! 



APRIL. 

Of all the months that fill the year 
Give April's month to me, 

For earth and sky are then so fill*d 
With sweet variety. 

The apple-blossoms' shower of rose, 
The pear tree's pearly hue, 

As beautiful as woman's blush. 
As evanescent too. 

Tlie purple light, that like a sigh 
Comes fiom the violet bed. 

As there the perfumes of the East 
Had all their odours shed. 

The wild-briar rose, a fragrant cop 
To hold the morning's tear ; 

The bird's eye, like a sapphire star ; 
The primrose, pale like fear. 



The balls that bang like drifted snow 

Upon the guelderose ; 
The woodbine's fairy trumpets, where 

The elf his warnote blows. 

On every bough there is a bud, 

In every bud a flower ; 
But scarcely bud or flower will last 

Beyond the present hour. 

Now comes a shower-cloud o'er the sky 

Then all again sunshine ; 
Then clouds again, but brighten'd with 

The rainbow's colour'd line. 

Ay, tiiis, this is the month for me ! 

I could not love a scene 
Where the blue sky was always blue, 

The green earth always green. 

It is like love ; O, love should be 

An ever-changing thing, — 
The love that I could worship must 

Be ever on the wing. 

The chain my mistress flings round mc 
Must be both brief and bright ; 

Or form'd of opols, which will change 
With every changing light. 

To-morrow she must turn to sighs 
The smiles she wore to-day ; 

This moment's look of tenderness. 
The next one must be gay. 

Sweet April ! thou the emblem art 

Of what my love must be ; 
One varying like the varying bloom 

Is just the love for me. 



GLENCOE. 

Lat by the harp, sing not that vung. 

Although so very sweet ; 
It is a song of other years. 

For thee and me unmeet. 

Thy head is pillow'd on my arm, 
Thy heart beats close to mine ; 

Methinks it were unjust to heaven, 
If we should now repine. 

I must not weep, you must not sing 
That thrilling song ag^n, — 

I dare not think upon the time 
When last I heard that strain 

It was a silent summer eve : 
We stood by the hill side, 
And we could see my ship afar 
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Around vm grew the gimceful larch, 

A calm bloe sky above. 
Beneath were little cottages, 

The homes of peace and love. 

Thy harp was by thee then, as now 

One hand m mme was laid ; 
The other, wandering 'mid the chords, 

A soothing music made : 

Just two or three sweet chords, that seemM 

An echo of thy tone, — 
The cu8hat*s song was on the wind. 

And mingled with thine own. 

I looked upon the vale beneath, 

I look*d on thy sweet face ; 
I thought how dear, this voyage o*er, 

Would be my restingplace. 

We parted ; but I kept thy kiss, — 

Thy last one, — and its sigh. 
As safely as the stars are kept 

In yonder azure sky. 

Again I stood by that hill side. 

And scarce I knew the place. 
For fire, and blood, and death, had left 

On every thing their trace. 

The lake was cover'd o*er with weeds. 

Choked was our little rill. 
There was no sign of com or grass. 

The cushat's song was still : 

Burnt to the dust, an ashy heap 

Was every cottage round ;— 
I listened, but I could not hear 

One single human sound : 

I spoke, and only my own words 

Were echo'd from the hill ; 
I sat me down to weep, and corse 

The hand that wrought this ilL 

We met again by miracle : 

Thou wert another one 
Saved from this work of sin and death,— 

I was not quite alone. 

And then I heard the evil tale 

Of guilt and suffering, 
Till I pray*d the curse of God might fall 

On the false-hearted king. 

I will not think on this, — for thou 

Art saved, and saved for me ! 
And gallantly my Uttle bark 

Cuts through the moonlight 



There's not a shadow in the sky, 

The waves are bright below ; 
I must not, on so sweet a night, 

Think upon dark Glencoe. 

If thought were vengeance, then its thought 

A ceaseless fire should be. 
Burning by day, burning by night. 

Kept like a thought of thee. 

But I am powerless and must flee ;^ 

That e'er a time should come. 
When we should shun our own sweet land. 

And seek another home ! 

This must not be, — yon soft moonlight 

Falls on my heart like balm ; 
The waves are still, the air is hush'd. 

And I too will be calm. 

• 

Away ! we seek another land 
Of hope, stars, flowers, sunshine ; 

I shall forget the dark green hills 
Of that which once was mine ! 



THE WRECK. 

The moonlight fell on the stately ship ; 

It shone over sea and sky ; 
And there was nothing but water and air 

To meet the gazing eye. 

Bright and blue spread the heaven above, 

Bright and blue spread the sea ; 
The stars from their home shone down on the 
wave. 

Till they seem'd in the wave to be. 

With silver foam like a cloud behind. 

That vessel cut her way ; 
But the shadow she cast, was the sole dark thing 

That upon the waters lay. 

With steps of power, and with steps of pride, 

The lord of the vessel paced 
The deck, as he thought on the wave below. 

And the glorious heaven he faced. 

One moment's pause, and bis spirit fell 
From its bearing high and proud — 

Bot yet it was not a thought of fear. 
That the seaman*s spirit bow'd : 

For he had stood on the deck when wash'd 
With blood, and that blood his own ; 

When the dying were pillow'd upon the dead. 
And yet you heard not a groan-— 
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For the shout of battle came on the wind, 

And the cannon roar'd aloud ; 
And the heavy smoke hung round each ship. 

Even like its death shroud. 

And he had guided the helm, when fata 

Seem'd stepping every wave, 
And the wind swept away the wreath of foam, 

To show a yawning grave. 

But this most sweet and lighted calm, 

Its blue and midnight hour, 
WakenM the hidden springs of his heart 

With a deep and secret power. 

Is there some nameless boding sent. 
Like a noiseless voice from the tomb ?— 

A spirit note from the other world, 
To warn of death and doom 1 

He thought of his home, of his own fair land, 
And the warm tear rushM to his eye ; 

Almost with fear he look*d around, 
But no cloud was on the sky. 

He sought his cabin, and join'd his band— 
The wine cup was passing round ; 

He join'd in their laugh, he join'd in the song, 
But no mirth was in the sound. 

Peaceful they sought their quiet sleep. 

In the soft and lovely night; 
But, like liffc, the sea was false, and hid 

The cold dark rock from sight 

At midnight there came a sudden shock, 
And the sleepers sprang from bed ; 

There was one fierce cry of last despair^ 
The waves closed over head. 

There was no dark cloud on the morning sky. 
No fierce wind on the morning air ; 

The sun shone over the proud ship's track. 
But no proud ship was there ! 



MOON. 

Trb Moon is sailing o'er the tjfj. 
But lonely all, as if she pined 

For somewhat of companionship, 
And felt it was in vain she shined : 

Earth is her mirroi, 4knd the stars 
Are as the court around her throiie ; 

8he b a beauty and a queen ; 
But what is this t she is alone. 

Is there not one — ^not one — ^to share 
Thy glorious royalty on high 1 

I cannot choose but pity thee, 
Thou lovely orphan of the sky. 



Fd rather be the meanest flower 
That grows, my mother Earth, on thee 

8o there were others of my kin. 

To bloMom, bloom, droop, die with me. 

Earth, thou hast sorrow, grief, and death ; 

But with these better could I bear. 
Than reach and rule yon radiant sphere^ 

And be a Solitary there. 



THE FROZEN SHIP 

Thb fiur ship cut the billows. 
And her path lay white behind. 

And dreamily amid her sails 
Scarce moved the sleeping wind. 

The sailors sang their gentlest songs, 
Whoee words were home and love ; 

Waveless the wide sea spread beneath— 
And calm the heaven above. 

But as they sung, each voice tum'd low, 

Albeit they knew not why ; 
For quiet was the waveless sea. 

And cloudless was the sky. 

But the clear air was cold as clear ; 

'Twas pain to draw the breath ; 
And the silence and the chill around 

Were e'en like those of death. 

Colder and colder grew the air, 
Spell-bound seem'd the waves to be ; 

And ere night fell, they knew they were . 
lock'd 
In the arms of that icy sea. 

Stiff lay the sail, chain-like the ropes, 
And snow pass'd o'er the main ; 

Esch thought, but none spoke, of distant horn* 
They should never see again. 

Each look'd upon his comrade's face. 

Pale as funereal stone ; 
Yet none could touch the other's hand. 

For none could feel his own. 

Like statues fix'd, that gallant band 
Stood on the dread deck to die ; 

The sleet was their shroud, the wind thei^ 
dirge. 
And their churchyard the sea and the sky. 

Fond eyes watch'd by their native shore, 
And prayers to the wild winds gave ; 

But never again came that stately ship 
To breast thft Ew%\2akLNK«:«^ 
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Hupe grew fear, and fear grew hope, 

Till both alike were done : 
And the bride lay down in her grave alone, 

And the mother without her son. 

Years passed, and of that goodly ship 

Nothing of tidings came ; 
Till, in after-time, when her fate had grown 

But a tale of fear and a name — 

It was beneath a tropic sky 

^he tale was told to me ; 
The sailor who told, in his yonth had been 

Over that ic^ sea. 

He said it was fearful to see them stand. 
Nor the living nor yet the dead, 

And the Ught glared strange in the glassy eyes 
Whose human look was fled. 

For frost had done one-half life's part, 

And kept them from decay ; 
Those they loved had moulder d, but these 

Look'd the dead of yesterday. 

Peace to the souls of the graveless dead ! 

'Twas an awful doom to dree ; 
But fearful and wondrous are thy works, 

O God ! in the boundless sea ! 



THE MINSTREL'S MONITOR. 

Silent and dark as the source of yon river, 
Whose birth-place we know not, and seek not 
to know, 
1 hough wild as the flight of the shaft from yon 
quiver. 
Is the course of its waves as in music they flow. 

The lily flings o*er it its silver white blossom. 
Like ivory barks which a fairy hath made ; 

The rose o'er it bends with its beautiful bosom, 
As though 'twere enamour'd itself of its shade. 

llie sunshine, like Hope, in its noontide hour 
slumbers 
On the stream, as it loved the bright place of 
its rest ; 
And its waves peas in song, as the sea shell's soft 
numbers 
Had given to those waters their sweetest and best 

The banks that surround it are flower-dropt and 
sunny ; 
There the flrst birth of violets' odour-showers 
weep — 
There the bee heaps his earliest treasure of honey, 
Or sinks in the depths of the harebell to sleep. 



Like prisoners escaped during night from their 
prison. 
The waters fling gayly their spray to the sun ; 
Who can tell me from whence that glad river has 
risen 1 
W*ho can say whence it springs in its beauty 1^ 
not one. 

O my heart, and my song, which b as my heart's 
flowing. 
Read thy fate in yon river, for such is thine 
own ! 
'Mid those the chief praise on thy music bestowing. 
Who cares for the lips from whence issue the 
tonel 

Dark as its birth-place so dark is my spirit. 

Whence yet the sweet waters of melody came : 
'Tis the long after-course, not the source, will in- 
herit 
The beauty and glory of sunshine and fame. 



THE SPIRIT AND THE ANGEL 
OF DEATH. 

SpiniT. I have been over the joyous earth. 
When the blushing morning gave daylight birth : 
The boughs and the grass were sown with 

pearls. 
As an Eastern queen had unbound her curls. 
And shower'd their tresses o'er leaf and flower; 
And then I saw how the noontide hour 
Kis8*d them away, as if the sun 
Touch'd all with joy that it shone upon. 
I saw a crimson rose, like an urn 
Wherein a thousand odours burn ; 
It grew in the shade, but the place was bright 
With the glory and glow of its fragrant light 
Then a young lover came beside its dwelling. 
To a maiden his gentle love-tale telling ; 
He pluck'd a rose from out of the shade — 
'Twas not bright as the cheek on which it was 

laid: 
The tale was told in the sunny noon. 
Yet the same was heard by the rising moon. 

I have been where the azure violet dwells ; 
I have sang the sweet peal of the lily bells ; 
I have pass'd on a diamond lake. 
Where white swans summer pleasaunce take ; 
I saw the sun sink down in the sea,^ 
Blushes and bridal seem'd there to be. 

Next o'er a noble city I swept, — 
Calm, in the moonlight, its. proud towers slept, 
And its stately columns arose on the air 
As cut from snow mountains — they were so fair. 
Enter'd I next a stately hall ; 
The voung and tne gay were at festival * 
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The cheek of rose fltuhM a redder dye ; 
FlashM the wild light from the full dark eye ; 
Laugh'd the sweet lip with a sunny glance, 
As the beauty went through the graceful dance. 
And I saw the rich wine from the goblet spring. 
Like the sudden flash of a spirit's wing. 

Thence I went in the twilight dim, 
I beard a convent's vesper hymn : 
Beautiful were the vestal train 
That dwelt at peace in their holy fime. 
Paused I in air, to hear a song 
Which rather might to heaven belong ; 
The very winds for delight were mute,— 
And I know 'twas the poet's gifted lute. 
Then came a sound of the trumpet afiur,— 
The nations were gathering together in war, 
Like a cload in the sunset; the banner was 

spread; 
Victory had dyed it of meteor red ; 
Floating scarfs show'd their hroider'd fold, 
White foam dash'd the bridles of gold : 
Gallant it was the sight to see 
Of the young and noble chivalrie. 

In sooth, this earth is a lovely place ; 
Pass not in darkness over her face ; 
Yet call back thy words of doom— 
They are too gay and too fiur for the tomb. 

Ahosl op Dkath. Thou has seen on earth, as 
a passer by. 
But the outward show of mortality : 
Go, let the veil from thine eyes depart ; 
Search the secrets of every heart ; 
Look beyond what they seem to be ; 
Then come and say, are they not ripe for roe. 

Spirit. I have been over the green earth again ; 
I have heard the voice of sorrow and pain ; 
I saw a shining almond tree fling 
Its silver wreath, like a gift, to Spring : 
A cold breath came from the northern air ; 
The leaves were scatter'd, the boughs were bare. 

I saw a ship launch'd on the sea, — 
Queen of the waters she seem'd to be ; 
An hundred voices benizon gave, 
As she cut her path through the frothing wave. 
'Twas midnight — she anchor'd before a town. 
Over which the sun had gone lingering down. 
As loath to set apon what was so fair. 
Now the smiling moon rode on the air. 
Over towers and turrets, sailing in light. 
And gardens, that seem'd to rejoice in night ; 
When the pealing thunder roH'd on the main. 
And the town was awaked by the fiery rain, 
And the cry of battle, for blood and fame 
Follow'd wherever thut war ship came. 

I heard, on the night-wind borne along, 
Sweet as before, that gifted song. 
But look'd I now on the minstrel's thought- 
There many an inward sorrow wrought, 

(30) 



Work of wasting ; pining for fame. 

Yet loathing the gift of an empty name ; 

Hope, whose promise was little worth 

And Genius, tainted with cares of earth 

I have watch'd the young, — there are thorns with 

their bloom ; 
The gay, but their inward heart was gloom ; 
t have seen the snake steal amid flowers ; 
Showers that came down on April hours ; 
And have seen — alas ! 'tis but outward show—- 
The sunshine of yon green earth below : 
Glad of rest must the wretched and way-worn be— 
Angel of Death, they are ready for thee ! 



THE LOST STAR. 

A IJ6RT is gone from yonder sky, 

A star has left its sphere ; 
The beautiful — and do they die 

In yon bright world as here 1 
Will that star leave a lonely place, 

A darkness on the night 1 — 
No ; few will miss its lovely fiice. 

And none think heaven less bright ! 

What wert thou star of 7 — vanish'd one ! 

What mystery was thine 1 
Thy beauty from the east is gone : 

What was thy sway and sign ? 
Wert thou the star Of opening youth?— 

And is it then for thee, 
Its frank glad thoughts, its stainless tnrlli. 

So early cease to be ? 

Of hope? — and was it to express 

How soon hope sinks in shade ; 
Or else of human loveliness, 

In sign how it will fade ? 
How was thy d3ring ? like the song. 

In music to the last, 
An echo flung the winds among, 

And then forever past 1 

Or didst thou sink as stars whose light 

The fair moon renders vain ? 
The rest shone forth the next dariL night. 

Thou didst not shine again. 
Didst thou fade gradual from the time 

The first great curse was hurl'd. 
Till lost in sorrow and in crime. 

Star of our barly world ? 

Forgotten and departed star I 

A thousand glories shine 
Round the blue raidnigfat's regal 

Who thea ieiBfi»Jbwc% ^dE!£mab.\ 
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Save when fome mournful baid like me 

Dr&ims over beauty gone, 
And in the fate that waited thee. 

Reads what will be his own. 



THE 
D\NISH WARRIOR'S DEATH SONG. 

AwAT, away ! your care is yain ; 

fio leech could aid me now ; 
The chill of death is at my heart, 

Its damp upon my brow. 

Weep not — I shame to see such tears 

Within a warrior's eyes : 
Away ! how can ye weep for him 

Who in the battle dies 1 

If I had died with idle head 

Upon my lady's knee- 
Had Fate stood by my silken bed. 

Then might ye weep for me. 

But I lie on my own proud deck 

Before the sea and sky ; 
The wind that sweeps my gallant sails 

Will have my latest sigh. 

My banner floats amid the clouds. 

Another droops below : 
Well with my heart's best Uood is paid 

Such purchase from a foe. 

Go ye and seek my halls, there dwells 

A fairhair'd boy of mine ; 
f yive him my sword, while yet the Uood 

Darkens that fiJchion's shine. 

Tell him that only other blood 
Should wash such stains away ; 

And if he be his father's child, 
There needs no more to say. 

Farewell, my bark ! farewell, my friends I 

Now fling me on the wave ; 
One cup of wine, and one of blood. 

Pour on my bounding grave. 



THE CHANGE. 

Tot featurefi d" snt wear the light 
They wore m happier days ; 

Though still there may be much to love, 
There's little left to praise. 



The rose has faded from diy cheek— 
There's scarce a blush left now ; 

And there's a dark and weaiy sign 
Upon thine alter'd brow. 

Thy raven hair is dash'd with gray,\ 
Thine eyes are dim with tears ; 

And care, before thy youth is past, 
Has done the work of years. 

Beautiful wreck ! for still thy fitoe. 

Though changed, is very hit : 
Like beauty's moonlight, left to show 

Her morning sun was there. 

Come, here are friends and festival, ' 

Recall thine early smile ; 
And wear yon wreath, whose glad red rose 

Will lend its bloom awhile. 

Come, take thy lute, and sing again 

The song you used to sing^ 
The binllike song : — See, though unused* 

The lute has every string. 

What, doth thy hand forget the lute 1 

Thy brow reject the wreath t 
Alas ! whate'er the change above. 

There's more of change beneath ! 

The smile may come, the smile may go, 

The blush shine and depart ; 
But farewell when their sense is quench'd 

Within the breaking heart. 

And such va thine : 'tis vain to seek 

The shades of past delight : 
Fling down the wreath, and break the lute ; 

They mock our souls to-night. 



THE ASPEN TREE. 

Ths quiet of the evening hour . 

Was laid on every summer leaf; 
That purple shade tvas on each flower. 

At once so beautiful, so biiefl 

Only the aspen knew not rest. 
But still, with an unquiet song. 

Kept murmuring to the gentle west, 
And cast a changeful shade along. 

Not for its beauty — other trees 

Had greener boughs, and statelier stem ; 
And those had fruit, and blossoms these. 

Yet still I chose this tree from them. 

^Tis a strange thing, this depth of love 
Which dwells within the human heart ; 
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From earth below to heaven aboye, 
In each, in all, it £un haa part. 

It muit find sympathy, or make ; 

And hence beliefii, the fond, the yain, 
The thousand shapes that fancies take, 

To bind the fine connecting chain. 

We pliknt pale flowers beside the tomb, 
And love to see them droop and £ide ; 

For every leaf that sheds its bloom 
Seems like a natural tribute paid. 

Thus Nature soothes the grief she shares : 
What are the flowers we hold most dear 1 

The one whose haunted beauty wears 
The sign of human thought or tear. 

Why hold the violet and rose 
A place within the heart, denied 

To fairer foreign flowers, to those 
To earlier memories allied 1 

Like those frail leaves, each restless thought. 

Fluctuates in my weary mind; 
Uncertain tree ! my fate was wrought 

In the same loom where thine was twined. 

And thus from other trees around 
Did I still watch the aspen tree, 

Because in its unrest I found 
Somewhat of sympathy with me. 



THE VIOLET. 

WuT better than the lady rose 

Love I this little flower 1 
Because its fragrant leaves are thoae 

I loved in childhood's hour. 

Though many a flower may win my praise, 

The violet has my love ; 
I did not pass my childish days 

In garden or in grove : 

My garden was the window-seat, 
Tipon whose edge was set 

A little vase^the fiiir, the sweet- 
It was the violet 

It was my pleasure and my pride ; 

How I did watch its growth ! 
For health and bloom, what plans I tried. 

And oflen injured both ! 

I placed it in the summer shower, 

I placed it in the sun ; 
And ever, at the evening hoar. 

My work seem'd half undone. 



The broad leaves spread, the small buds grew* 

How slow they seem'd to be ! 
At last there came a tinge of blue,— 

'Twas worth the world to me ! 

At length the perfume fiUM the room. 

Shed from their purple wreath ; 
No flower has now so rich a bloom. 

Has now so sweet a breath. 

I gather'd two or three, — ^they seem'd 

Such rich gifls to bestow ; 
So precious in my sight, I deem'd 

That all must think them so. 

Ah ! who is there but would be &ia 

To be a child once mote ; 
If future years could bring again 

All that they brought before t 

My heart's world has been long o'erthrown 

It is no more of flowers ; 
Their bloom is past, their breath is flown, 

Yet I recall those hours. 

Let Nature spread her loveliest. 

By spring or sununer nurst ; 
Yet stUl I love the violet best, 

Because I loved it first 



THE LITTLE SHROUD. 

She put him on a snow-white shroud, 

A chaplet on his head ; 
And gather'd early primroses 

To scatter o'er the dead. 

She laid him in his little grav&— 

'Twas hard to lay him there, 
When spring was putting forth its floiren^ 

And every thing was fiur. 

She had lost many children — now 

The last of them was gone ; 
And day and night she sat and wept 

Beside the funeral stone. 

One midnight, while her constant tears 

Were &lling with the dew, 
She heard a voice, and lo ! her child 

Stood by her weeping too ! 

His shroud was damp, his &ce was white . 

He said, — ** I cannot sleep. 
Your tears have made my shroud so Wet ' 

0, mother, do not weep !" 
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O, loYc is rtrong ! — the mother's heart 
Was fiird with tender fears ; 

O, love is strong ! — and for her child 
Her grief restrained its tean. 

One eve a light shone round her bed, 
And there she saw him stand — 

Uer infant in his little shroud. 
A taper in his hand« 

" Lo ! mother, see my shroud is dry, , 
And I can sleep once more V* 

And beautiful the parting smile 
The little infant wore. 

And down within the silent graye 

He laid his weary head ; 
And soon the early violets 

Grew o'er his grassy bed. 

The mother went her hdusehold ways— 

Again she knelt in prayer, 
And only ask'd of Heaven its aid 

Her heavy lot to bear. 



THE CHURCHYARD. 



The shadow of the church fklls o'er the ground} 

HMllowing its place of rest ; and here the dead 

Slumber, where all religious impulses, 

And aad and holy feelings, angel lilce, 

Make the spot sacred with themselves, and wake 

Those sorrowful emotions in the heart 

Which purify it, like a temple meet 

For an unearthly presence. Life, vain Life, 

The bitter and the worthless, wherefore here 

00 thy remembrances intrude 1 



Tifti willow shade is on the ground, 

A green and solitary shade ; 
And many a wild flower on that mound 

Its pleasant summer home has made. 
And every breath that waves a leaf 

Flings down upon the lonely flowers 
A moment's simshine, bright and brief— 

A blessing look'd by passing hours. 

Those sweet, vague sounds are on the air, 
Half deep, half song — ^half &lse, half true, 

As if the wind that brought them there 
Had touch'd them with its music too. 

It is the very place to dream 
Away a twilight's idle rest ; 



Where Thought floata down a starry streftm. 
With a shadow on its breast. 

Where Wealth, the fiiiry gift's our own. 

Without its low and petty cares ; 
"Where Pleasure some new veil has thrown. 

To hide the weary face she wears. 
Where hopes are high, yet cares come not. 

Those fellow-waves of life's drear sea, 
Its froth and depth — where Love is what 

Love only in a dream can be. 

I caimot muse beside that mound — 

I cannot dream beneath that shade — 
Too solemn is the haunted ground 

Where Death his restingplace has made. 
I feel my heart beat hut to think 

Each pulse is bearing life away ; 
I cannot rest upon the grave. 

And not feel kindred to its clay. 



There is a name upon the stone — 

Alas ! and can it be the same — 
The young, the lovely, and the loved 1 

It is too soon to bear thy name. 
Too soon ! — O no, 'tis best to die 

Ere all of life save breath is fled : 
Why live when feelings, friends, and hopes, 

Have long been number'd with the dead ? 

But thou, thy heart and cheek were bright- 
No check, no soil had either known ; 

The angel natures of yon sky 
Will only be to thee thine own. 

Thou knew'st no rainbow hopes that weep 
Themselves away to deeper shade ; 

Nor Love, whoee very happiness 

Should make the wakening heart a&aid. 

The green leaves e'en in spring they fall. 

The tears the stars at midnight weep. 
The dewy wild-flowers — such as (hese 

Are fitting mourners o'er thy sleep. 
For human tears ard lava-drops, 

That scorch and wither as they flow ; 
Then let them flow from those who live. 

And not for those who sleep below. 

O, weep for those whoee silver chain 

Has long been loosed, and yet live on— 
The doom'd to drink of life's dark wave, 

Whose golden bowl has long been gone ! 
Ay, weep for those, the wearied, worn, 

Dragg'd downward by some earthly tie, 
By some vain hope, some vainer love. 

Who loathe to live, yet fear to die. 
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THE THREE BROTHERS. 

I. 

Thbt dwelt in a valley of Bunshine, those 

Brothers ; 
Green were the palm trees that ahadow'd their 

dwelling ; 
Sweet, like low music, the sound of the fountains 
That fell from the rocks round their beautiful 

home: 
There the pomegranate blush'd like the cheek of 

the maiden 
When she hears in the distance the step of her 

lover, 
And blushes to know it before her young friends. 
They dwelt in the valley — their mine was the 

corn-field 
Heavy with gold, and in autumn they gatherM 
The grapes that hung clustering together like 

rubies : 
Summer was prodigal there of her roses, 
And the ringdoves fillM every grove with their 

•ong. 

n. 

But those Brothers were weary ; for hope like a 

glory 
Lived in each bosom — that hope of the future 
Which turns where it kindles the heart to an altar, 
And urges to honour and noble achievement 
To this fine spirit our earth owes her greatest : 
For the future is purchased by scorning the pre- 
sent, 
And life is redeemM from its clay soil by fame. 
They leant in the shades of the palm trees at 

evening. 
When a crimson haze swept down the side of the 

mountain : 
Glorious in power and terrible beauty. 
The Spirit that dwelt in the star of their birth 
Parted the clouds and stood radiant before them : — 
Each felt his destiny hung on that moment ; 
Each from his hand took futurity's symbol^ 
One took a sceptre, and one took a sword ; 
But the little lute fell to the share of the youngest, 
And his Brothers tum'd from him and laugh'd 
him to scorn. 

m. 

And the King said, ** The earth shall be filled with 

my glory , 
And he built him a temple— each porphyry column 
Was the work of a life ; and he built him a city — 
A hundred gates open'd the way to his palace, 
(Too few for the crowds that there knelt as his 

slaves,) 
And the highest tower saw not the extent of the 

walls. 



The banks of the river were oover'd with gardens: 

And even when sunset was pale on the ocean, 

The turrets were shining with taper and lamp, 

Which fiird the night-wind, as it pass'd them, 
with odours. 

The angel of death came and summon'd the 

monarch ; 
But he look*d on the city, the fair and the mighty. 
And said, ** Ye proud temples, I leave ye mj 

fiune." 

IV. 

The conqueror went forth, like the storm over 

ocean, 
His chariot- wheels red with the blood of the van- 

quish*d ; 
Nations grew pale at the sound of his trumpet. 
Thousands rose up at the wave of his banners, 
And the valleys were white with the bones of the 

slain. 
He stood on a mountain, no foeman was near him. 
Heavy and crimson his banner was waving 
O'er the plain where his victories were written in 

blood. 
And he welcomed the wound whence his life's tide 

was flowing ; 
For death is the seal to the conqueror's fiune. 

V. 

But the youngest went forth with his lute— and 

the valleys 
Were fiU'd with the sweetness that sigh'd'from its 

strings; 
Maidens, whose dark eyes but open'd on palaces, 
Wept as at twilight they murmur'd his words. 
He sang to the exile the songs of his country. 
Till he dream'd for a moment of hope and of 

home; 
He sang to the victor, who loosen'd his captives,* 
While the tears of his childhood sprang into his 

eyes. 
He died — and his lute was bequeath'd to the 

cypress. 
And his tones to the hearts that loved music and 

song. 

VI. 

Long ages pass'd, from the dim world of shadows 
These brothers return 'd to revisit the earth ; 
They came to revisit the place of their glory. 
To hear and rejoice in the sound of their fame. 
They look'd for the palace — the temple of 

marble — 
The rose-haunted gardens — a desert was there ; 
The sand, like the sea in its wrath, had swept o'er 

them. 
And tradition had even forgotten their names. 
The Conqueror stood on the place of his battles. 
And his triumph had pass'd awa^ UlVa v^v^^^s.^ 
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And the green grass was waving its growth of 

wild flowers ; 
And they, not his banner, gave name to the place. 
They pass'd a king'^ garden, and^ there sat his 

daughter, 
Singing a sweet song remember'd of old, 
And the song was caught up, and sent back like an 

echo, 
From a young voice that came from a cottage be- 
side. 
Then smiled the Minstrel, <*Yoa hear it, my 

Brothers, 
My Songs yet are sweet on the lute and the lip.'' 
King, not a vestige remains of your palaces ; 
Conqueror, forgotten the fame of your battles : 
But the Poet yet lives in the sweetness of music- 
He appealed to the heart, that never forgets. 



CHANGE. 



I would not care, at least so much, sweet Spring, 

For ihe departing colour of thy flowers— 

The green leaves early fkUing from ihy boughs— 

Thy birds so soon forgetful of their songs— 

Thy skies, whose sunshine ends in heavy showers; 

But thou dost leave ihy memory, lilie a ghost, 

To haunt the ruiu'd heart, which still recurs 

To former beauty ; and the desolate 

Is doubly sorrowful when it recalls 

It was not always desolate. 



Wnsif those eyes have forgotten the smile they 
wear now. 
When care shall have shadow'd that beautiful brow — 
When thy hopes and thy roses together lie dead. 
And thy heart turns back pining to days that are 



Then wilt thou remember what now seems to pass 
Like the moonlight on water, the breath-stain on, 

glass : 
O ! maiden, the lovely and youthful, to thee 
How rose-touch*d the page of thy future must be ! 
By the past, if thou judge it, how little is there 
But flowers that flourish but hopes that are fair ; 
And what is thy present ''.a southern sky^s spring, 
With thy feelings and fancies like birds on the 

wing. 
As the rose by the fountain flings down on the 

wave 
Its blushes, forgetting its glass is its grave : 
80 the heart sheds its colour on life's early hour. 
But the heart has its fading as well as the flower. 
The charmed light darkens, the rose-leaves are 

gone. 
And life, like the fountain, floats colourless on. 



Said I, when thy beauty's sweet vision was 

fled, 
How wouldst thou turn, pining, to days like the 

dead! 
O ! long ere one shadow shall darken that brow, 
Wilt thou weep like a mourner o'er all thou lovest 

now; 
When thy hopes, like ^nt arrows, fall short of 

their mark ; 
Or, like meteors at midnight, make darkness more 

dark; 
When thy feelings lie fetter'd like waters in 

frost. 
Or, scatter'd too freely, are wasted and lost : 
For aye cometh sorrow, when youth has pass'd 

by- 
What saith the Arabian ? Its memory's a sigh. 



EDITH. 

Wksp not, weep not, that in the spring 

We have to make a grave ; 
The flowers will grow, the birds will sing. 

The early roses wave ; 
And make the sod we're spreading fair. 

For her who sleeps below : 
We might not bear to lay her there 

In winter frost and snow. 

We never hoped to keep her long, 

When but a fairy child. 
With dancing step, and btrdlike song. 

And eyes that only smiled ; 
A something shadowy and frail 

Was even in her mirth : 
She look'd a flower that one rough gale 

Would bear away from earth. 

There was too clear and blue a light 

Within her radiant eyes ; 
They were too beautiful, too bright, 

Too like their native skies : 
Too changeable the rose which shed 

Its colour on her face, 
Now burning with a passionate red. 

Now with just one faint trace. 

She was too thoughtful for her years. 

Its shell tlie spirit wore ; 
And when she smiled away our fears, 

We only fear'd the more. 
The crimson deepen'd on her cheek. 

Her blue eyes shone more clear. 
And every day she grew more weak, 

And every hour more dear. 
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Her childhood was a happy time, 

The loving and beloved ; 
Ton sky which was her native clime 

Hath but its own removed. 
This earth was not for one, to whom 

Nothing of earth was given ; 
rTwas but a restingplace, her tomb 

Between the world and heaven. 



THE FORGOTTEN ONE. 

No shadow rests upon the place 
Where once thy footsteps roved ; 

Nor leaf, nor blossom, bear a trace 
Of how thou wert beloved. 

The very night dew disappears 

Too soon, as if it spread its tears. 

Thou art forgotten ! — thou, whose feet 

Were listen'd for like song ! 
They used to call thy voice so sweet ;^- 

It did not haunt them long. 
Thou, with thy fond and fairy mirth -^ 
How could they bear their lonely hearth? 

There is no picture to recall 

Thy glad and open brow ; 
No profiled outline on the wall 

Seems like thy shadow now ; 
They have not even kept to wear 
One ibglet of thy golden hair. 

When here we sheltered last, appean 

But just like yesterday ; 
It startles me to think that yean 

Since then are pass*d away. 
The old oak tree that was our tent, 
No leaf seems changed, no bough seems rent 

A shower in June— a summer shower. 

Drove us beneath the shade ; 
A beautiful and greenwood bowCT 

The spreading branches made. 
The raindrops shine upon the bough, 
The passing rain — ^but where art thou ? 

But I forget how many showen 

Have wash*d this old oak tree. 
The winter and the summer hours, 

Since I stood here with thee: 
And I foiget how chance a thought 
Thy memory to my heart has brought 

I talk of friends who once have wept, 
As if they still should weep ; 



I speak of grief that long has slept. 

As if it could not sleep ; 
I mourn o*er cold forgetfulness. 
Have I, myself, forgotten less ? 

Fve mingled with tl^e young and fair. 
Nor thought how there was laid 

One fair and young as any there. 
In silence and in shade. 

How could I see a sweet mouth shine 

With smiles, and not remember thine 1 

Ah ! it is well we can forget. 

Or who could linger on 
Beneath a sky whose stars are set. 

On earth whose flowers are gone 1 
For who could welcome loved ones near. 
Thinking pf those once fiir more dear. 

Our early friends, those of our youth t 

We cannot feel again 
The earnest love, the simple truth. 

Which made us such friends then. 
We grow suspicious, careless, cold; 
We love not as we loved of old. 

No more a sweet necessity. 
Love must and will expand. 

Loved and beloving we must be. 
With open heart and hand. 

Which only ask to trust and share 

The deep afiections which they bear. 

Our love was of that early time ; 

And now that it is past. 
It breathes as of a purer clime 

Than where my lot is cast. 
My eyes fill with their sweetest tears 
In thinking of those early years. 

It shock'd me first to see the son 

Shine gladly o*er thy tomb ; 
To see the wild flowers o*er it run 

In such luxuriant bloom. 
Now I feel glad that they should keep 
A bright sweet watch above thy sleep. 

The heaven whence thy nature came 

Only recaird its own ; 
It is Hope that now breathes thy name, 

Though borrowing Memory's tone. 
I feel this earth could never be 
The native home of one like thee. 

Farewell ! the early dews that &11 

Upon thy grass-grown bed 
Are like the thoughts that now recall 

Thine image from the dead. 
A blessing hallows thy dark cell — 
I will not stay to weep. Farewell ! 
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THE CITY OF THE DEAD. 



Twtfl dark wiih cypreasefl and yews, which cast 
Drear shadows on the fairer trees and flowers- 
Affection's latest signs. * * • 

Daric portal of another world— the grave— 
I do not fear thy shadow ; and methinks, 
If I may make my own heart oracle,— 
The many long to enter thee, for thoa 
Alone canst reunite the loved and lost 
With those Y^ho pine fur them. I fear thee not ; 
I only fear my own unworthiness, 
Lest it prove barrier to my hope, and make 
Another parting in another world. 



I. 

Lauekl ! 0, fling: thj green bought on the air, 
There is dew on thy branches, what doth it do 

there 1 
Thon that art worn on the conqueror's shield, 
MTien his country receives him from glory's red 

field; 
Thou that art wreath'd round the lyre of the bard, 
When the song of its sweetness has won its re- 
ward. 
Earth's changeless and sacred — thou proud laurel 

tree! 
The tears of the midnight, why hang they on 
thee! 

n. 

Rose of the morning, the blushing and bright. 
Thou whose whole life is one breath of delight ; 
Beloved of the maiden, the chosen to bind 
Her dark tresses' wealth from the wild summer 

wind. 
Fair tablet, still vow'd to the thoughts of the lover, 
Mliose rich leaves with sweet secrets are written 

all over ; 
Fragrant as blooming — thou lovely rose tree ! 
The tears of the midnight, why hang they on 

theel 

in. 

Dark cypress ! I see thee^-thon art my reply. 
Why the tears of the night on thy comrade trees 

lie ; 
That laurel it wreath'd the red brow of the brave, 
Yet thy shadow lies black on the warrior's grave, 
That rose was less bright than the lip which it 

prest, 
Tet thy sad branches bend o'er the maiden's last 

rest; 
The brave and the lovely alike they are sleeping, 
I marvel uo more rose and laurel are weeping. 

IV. 

Yet, sunbeam of heaven ! thou falKst on the 
tomb ; 
Whjrjmuaeat thou by such dwelling of doom 1 



Before thee the grove and the garden are spread^ 
Why lingerest thou round the place of the dead 1 
Thou art from another, a lovelier sphere. 
Unknown to the sorrows that darken us here. 
Thou art as a herald of hope from above : — 
Weep, mourner, no more o'er thy g^rief and thy 

love! 
Still thy heart in its beating ; be glad of such rest. 
Though it call from thy bosom its dearest and 

best. 
Weep no more that affection thus loosens its tie ; 
Weep no more that the loved and the loving must 

die; 
Weep uo more o'er the cold dust that lies at your 

feet; 
But gaze on yon starry world — there ye shall 

meet 

V. 
O heart of mine ! is there not One dwelling 

there 
To whom thy love clings in its hope and its 

prayer 1 
For whose sake thou numberest each hour of the 

day, 
As a link in the fetters that keep me away 1 
Wlien I think of the glad and the beautiful home 
Which ofl in my dreams to my spirit hath come i 
Tliat when our last sleep on my eyelidi hath 

prest, 
That I may be with thee at home and at rest : 
When wanderer no longer on life's weaiy shore, 
I may kneel at thy feet, and part from thee ik» 

more: 
While death holds such hope forth to soothe and 

to save, 
O, sunbeam of heaven, thou may'st well light the 

grave! 



THE ALTERED RIVER. 

Thou lovely river, thou art now 

As fair as fair can be. 
Pale flowers wreath upon thy bruw, 

The rose bends over thee. 
Only the morning sim hath leave 

To Jum thy waves to light. 
Cool shade the willow branches weave 

When noon becomes too bright. 
The lilies are the only boats 

Upon thy diamond plain, 
The swan alone in silence floats 

Around thy charm'd domain. 
The moss bank's fresh emhroiderie, 

With fairy favours starr'd. 
Seems made the summer haunt to be 

Of melancholy bard. 
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Fair as thoa art, thou wilt be food 

For many a thought of pain ; ' 

For who can gaze upon thy flood. 

Nor wish it to remain 
The same pure and unsullied thing 

Where heaven's fiice is as clear 
Mirror'd in thy blue wandering 

As heaven's &ce can be here. 
Flowers fling their sweet bonds on thy breast, 

The willows woo thy stay. 
In vain, — thy waters may not rest. 

Their course must be away. 
In yon wide world, what wilt thou find 1 

What all find — toil and care : 
Your flowers you have left behind 

Far other weight to bear. 
The heavy bridge confines your stream, 

Through which the barges toil. 
Smoke has shut out the sun's glad beam, 

Thy waves have caught the soiL 
On — on — though weariness it be. 

By shoal and barrier cross'd, 
Till thou hast reach'd the migh^ sea, 

And there art wholly lost. 
Bend thou, young poet, o'er the stream- 
Such fate will be thine own ; 
Thy lute's hope is a morning dream, 

And when have dreams not flown 1 



ADMIRAL COLLINGWOOD. 

Mbtuinks it is a glorious thing 

To sail upon the deep ; 
A thousand sailors under you. 

Their watch and ward to keep : 
To see your gallant battle-flag 

8o scornfully unroli'd. 
As scarcely did the wild wind dare 

To stir one crimson fold : 

To watch the frigates scatter'd round. 
Like birds upon the wing ; 

Yet knew they only wait your will- 
It is a glorious thing. 

Our admiral stood on the deck. 
And look'd upon the sea ; 

He held the glass in his right hand. 
And fiir and near look'd he : 

He could not see one hostile ship 

Abroad upon the main ; 
From east to west, from north to south. 

It was his own domain. 
'* Good news for England this, good news," 

Forth may her merchants fare ; 
Thick o'er the sea, no enemy 

Will cross the pathway there. 

ran 



A paleness came upon his cheek, 

A shadow to his brow ; 
Alas ! our good Lord Collingwood, 

What b it ails him now 1 
Tears stand within the brave man's eyes, 

Each softer pulse is stirr'd : 
It is the sickness of the heait, 

Of hope too long deferr'd. 

He's pining for his native seas. 

And for his native shore ; 
All but his honour he would give, 

To be at home once more. 
He does not know his children's fiite : 

I^ wife might pass him by. 
He is so alter'd, did they meet, 

With an unconscious eye : 

He has been many years at sea. 

He's worn with wind and wave ; 
He asks a little breathing space 

Between it and his grave : 
He feels his breath come heavily, 

His keen eye faint and dim ; 
It was a weary sacrifice 

That England ask'd of him. 

He never saw his home again— 

The deep voice of the ^n. 
The lowering of his battle-flag. 

Told when his life was done. 
His sailors walked the deck and wept ; 

Around them howl'd the gale ; 
And far away too orphans knelt — 

A widow's cheek grew pale. 

Amid the many names that light 

Our history's blazon'd line, 
I know not one, brave Collingwood, 

That touches me like thine. 



THE FIRST GRAVE. 



[This poem originated in the circumstance of the first 
grave being formed in the churchyard of the new church 
at Brompton. The place had been recently a garden, and 
some of the flowers yet showed themselves among the 
grass, where this one tenant, the forerunner of its pooular 
tioo, had taken up his last abode] 



A siiroLB grave ! — the only one 

In this unbroken ground. 
Where yet the garden leaf and flowe 

Are lingering around. 
A single grave ! — my heart has felt 

How utterly «1.q;cv<^ 

X 
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In crowded halls, where breathed for me 
Not one ^miliar tone ; 

The shade where forest trees shut out 

AH but the distant sky ; — 
Fve felt the loneliness of night 

When the dark winds pass'd by ; 
My pulse was quicken'd with its awe, 

My Up has gaspM for breath ; 
But what were they to such as this— 

The solitude of death ! 

A single grave ! — ^we half forget 

How sunder human ties, 
When round the silent place of rest 

A gathered kindred lies. 
We stand beneath the haunted yew. 

And watch each quiet tomb ; 
And in the ancient churchyard feel 

Solemnity, not gloom : 

The place is purified with hope. 

The hope that is of prayer; 
And human loye, and heavenward thought, 

And^ pious &ith, are there. 
The wild flowers spring amid the grass ; 

And many a stone appears, 
Carved by affection's memory. 

Wet with affection's tears. 

The golden chord which binds us all 

Is loosed, not rent in twain ; 
And love, and hope, and fear, unite 

To bring the past again. 
But this grave is so desolate. 

With no remembering stone, 
No fellow-graves for sympathy-^ 

'Tis utterly alone. 

I do not know who sleeps beneath, 

His history or nam^— 
Whether if, lonely in his life. 

He is in death the same : 
Whether he died unloved, unmoum'd. 

The last leaf on the bough ; ^ 
Or, if some desolated hearth 

Is weeping for him now. 

Perhaps this is too fimciful : — 

Though single be his sod, 
Yet not the less it has around 

The presence of his God. 
It may be weakness of the heart. 

But yet its kindliest, best: 
Better if in our selfish world 

It could be less represt. 

Those gentler charities which draw 
Man closer with his kind— 



Those sweet humanities which make 
The music which they find. 

How many a bitter word 'twould hush- 
How many a pang 'twould save. 

If life more precious held those ties 
Which sanctify the grave ! 



THE FEAST OF LIFE. 

Bid thee to my mystic feast. 
Each one thou lovest is gather'd there ; 
Yet put thou on a morning robe. 
And bind the cypress in thy hair. 
The hall is vast, and cold, and drear ; 
The board with faded flowers is spread ; 
Shadows of beauty flit around. 
But beauty from which bloom has fled ; 

And music echoes from the walls, 
But music with a dirgelike sound ; 
And pale and silent are the guests, 
And every eye is on the ground. 
Here, take this cup, though dark it seeo^ 
And drink to human hopes and fears ; 
'Tis firom their native element 
The cup is fill'd — it is of tears. 

What, tumest thou with averted brow t 
Thou scomest this poor feast.of mine ; 
And askest for a purple robe, 
Light words, glad smiles, and sunny wine. 
In vain — the veil has left thine eyes, 
Or such these would have seem'd to thee 
Before thee is the Feast of Life, 
But life in its reality ! 



FOLLOW ME! 



A summer morning, with its calm, glad light, 

Was on the fallen castle : other days 

Were here remember'd vividljr ; the past 

Was even as the present, nay, perhaps mor^— 

For that we do not pause to think upon. 

First, o'er the arching gateway was a shield. 

The sculptured arms defaced, but visible 

Was the bold motto, " Follow me ;" again 

I saw it scroird around the lofty crest 

Which, mouldering, deck'd the ruin'd banquet-nom: 

A third lime did I trace these characten— 

On the worn pavement of an ancient grave 

Was wriuen " Follow me !" 



FoLiow me ! 'tis to the battle-field — 
No eye must turn, and no step must yield ; 
In the thick of the battle look ye to be : 
On ! — 'tis my banner ye follow, and me. 
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FoHow me ! — ^'tis to the festal ring, 
Where the maidens smile and the minstrels sing ; 
Hark ! to our name is the bright wine poar*d : 
Follow me on to the banquet-board ! 

Follow me ! — 'tis where the yew tree bends, . 
When the strength and the pride of the victor ends; 
Pale in the thick grass the wild flowers bloom : 
Follow me on to the silent tomb ! 



THE LEGACY OF THE LUTE. 

Comb take the lute— the lute I loved, 

Tis all I have to offer thee ; 
And may it be less fatal gift 

Than it has ever been to me. 
My sigh yet lingers on the strings, 

The strings I have not heart to break : 
Wilt thou not, dearest ! keep the lute 

For mine— for the departed's sake t 

But, pray thee, do not wake that lute ; 

Leave it upon the cypress tree ; 
I would have crush'd its charmed chords, 

But they sa oft were strung to thee. 
The minstreMute ! O, touch it not. 

Or weaiy destiny is thine ! 
Thy life a twilights haunted dream^ 

Thou, victim, at an idol's shrine. • 

Thy breath but lives on others' lip^^ 

Thy hope, a thing beyond the grave,— 
Thy heart, bare to the vulture's beak— 

Thyself a bound and barter'd slaye. 
And yet a dangerous charm o'er all, 

A bright but ignis-fatuus flame. 
Luring thee with a show of power. 

Dazzling thee with a blaze of &m6. 

It is to waste on careless hearts 

The throbbing music of thine own; 
To speak love's burning words, yet be 

Alone— ay, utterly alone. 
I sought to fling my laurel wreath 

Away upon the autumn wind : 
In vain, — 'twas like those poison'd crowns 

Thou may'st not from the brow unbind. 

Predestined from my birth to feed 

On dreams, yet watch those dreams depart ; 
To bear through life — to feel in death—- 

A burning and a broken heart 
Then hang it on the cypress bough, 

The minstrel-lute I leave to thee ; 
And be it only for the vrind 

To wake its mournful dirge for me. 



THE FESTIVAL. 

The young and the lovely are gather'd : 

Who shall talk of our wearisome life, 
And dwell upon weeds and on weepings 

The struggle, the sorrow, the strife ? 
The hours of our being are colour'd. 

And many are coloured with rose ; 
Though on some be a sign and a shadow, 

I list not to speak now of those. 

Through the crimson blind flushes the splendoa; 

Of lamps, like large pearls which some fay 
Has sweird with her breath till their lustre, 

If softer, is as bright as of day. 
Beneath the verandah are flowers — 

Camellias like ivory wrought 
With the grace of a young GreciiMi sculptor, 

Who traced what some Oread brought ; 

The harp to the flute is replying — 

'Tis the song of a far-distant land ; 
But never, in vineyard or valley. 

Assembled a lovelier band. 
Come thou, with thy glad golden ringlets. 

Like rain which is lit by the sun — 
With eyes, the bright spirit's bright mirrors— 

Whose cheek and the rosebud are one. 

While he of the lute and the laurel 

For thee has forgotten the throng, 
And builds on thy fairylike beauty 

A future of sigh and of song. 
Ay, listen, but as unto music 

The wild wind is bearing away. 
As sweet as the sea-shells at evening. 

But far too unearthly to stay. 

For the love-dream that haunts the young poet 

Is colour'd too much by his mind — 
A fabric of &ncy and falsehood. 

But never for lasting design'd. 
For he lives but in beauty — his visions 

Inspire with their passion his strain ; 
* And the spirit so quick at impression 

Was never meant long to retain. 

But another is passing before m&— 

O pause ! let me gaze on thy brow : 
Fve seen thee, fair lady, thrice lovely, 

But never so lovely as now. 
Thou art changed since those earlier numbetf 

When thou wert a vision to me ; 
And, copies from some fidrest picture, 

My heroines were painted from thee. 

Farewell ! I shall make thee no longer 
My sweet summer queen of roipanoe * 

No more will my princes pay homage. 
My knights for thy mile break the lance 
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Confess they were exquisite lovers, 
The fictions that knelt at thy throne : 

But the graceful, the gallant, the nohle. 
What fancy could equal thine own 1 

Farewell ! and henceforth I enshrine thee 

'Mid the earlier dreams that have past 
O'er my lute, like the fairies by moonlight, 

To leave it more lonely at last. 
Alas ! it is sad to remember 

The once gentle music now mute ; 
Ah ! many a chord hath time stolen 

Alike from my heart and my lute. 

Tis midnight — but think not of slumber, 
There are dreams enow floating around ; 

But, ah ! our soft dreams while thus waking 
Are aye the most dangerous found. 

Like the note of a lute was that whisper- 
Fair girl, do not raise those dark eyes : 

Love only could breathe such a murmur ; 
And what will love bring thee but sighs 1 

And thou, thou pale dreamer ! whose forehead 

Is flush*d with the circle's light praise, 
O ! let it not dwell on thy spirit — 

How vain are the hopes it will raise ! 
The praise of the crowd and the careless. 

Just caught by a chance and a name, 
! take it as pleasant and passing, 

But never mistake it (or Same ! 

Look for &me from the toil of fhy midnight. 

When thy wrapt spirit eaglelike springs ; 
But, for the gay circle now passing, 

Take only the butterfly's wings. 
The flowers around us are &ding—- 

Meet comrades for revels are they ; 
And the lamps overhead are decaying— 

How cold seems the coming of day ! 

V 

There fling off the wreath and the sandal. 

And bid the dark curtains round close ; 
For your cheek from the morning's tired slumber 

Must win its sweet exile the rose. 
What, weaiy and sadden'd ! this evening 

Is an earnest what all pleasures seem— 
A few eager hours' enjoyment— 

A toil, a regret, and a dream I 



THE 

MIDDLE TEMPLE GARDENS. 

Thi fountain's low singing is heard on the wind, 
Like a melody bringing sweet fencies to mind ; 
Some to grieve, some to gladden: around them 
they cast 



Away in the distance is heard the vast sound, 

From the streets of the dty that compass it 

round. 
Like the echo of mountains, or ocean's deep 

call; 
Yet that fountain's low singing is heard over all. 

• 

The turf and the terrace slope down to the tide 
Of the Thames, that sweeps onwards — a world at 

its side : 
And dark the horizon, with mast and with sail 
Of the thousand tall ships that have weather'd the 

gale: 
While beyond the arch'd bridge the old abbey 

appears, 
Where England has gamer'd the glories of years. 
There the royal, the lovely, the gifted, the brave. 
Haunt the heart with a poetry bom of the grave. 

Still and lone 'mid the tumult these gardens 
extend. 

The elm and the lime over flower-beds bend ; 

And the sunshine rains in as the light leaves are 
stirr'd, 

When away from the nest he has built springs the 
bird. 

The boat, and the barge, and the wave, have grown 
red; 

And the sunset has crimson'd the boughs over- 
head; 

But the lamps are now shining, the colours are 
gone, 

And the garden lies shadowy, silent, and lone. 

There are lights in the casements: how weary 

the lay 
That asks from the night-time the toils of the 

day! 
I &ncy I see the brow bent o'er the page, 
Whose youth wears the paleness and wrinkles of 

age. 
The hour may be coming when fortune and fame 
May crown the endeavour, and honour the luune: 
But the toil has been long that too early beg^ ; 
And the judge and the peer is a world-weary 

man. 

The robe and the ermine, by few they are won : 
•How many sink down ere the race be half run ! 
What struggles, what hopes, what despair may 

have been, 
Where sweep those dark branches of shadowy 

green! 
What crowds are around us, what misery is 

there. 
Could the heart, like the &ce which conceals it, 

lay bare! 
But we know not each other — ^wq seek not to 

know 



I Know 

What the social world hides in ihe daikneis bekm. 
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I lean in the window, and bear the low tone 

Of the foontain, now bright with the new risen 

moon. 
Ih the chamber within are the gay and the yoong ; 
The light Uugh is laugh'd, and .the sweet song is 

song. 



• I know not that I bara evar beea mace stmck than 
with the beauty of the Middle Temple Gardens, as seen 
on a Aill somroer evening. There is about it such a sin- 
gular mixture of action and repose. The trees cast an un- 
disturbed shadow on the turf; the barges rest tranquilly on 
the dark river ; only now and then the dim outline of a 
scarcely leen sail fliu by ; the very lamps in the distance 
as if sliining in their aleepb Batthettresenceof life 



I turn to their mirth, bat it is in a mask— 

The jest is an omen, the smile is a task. 

A slave in a pageant, I walk through life's 

part, 
With smiles on the lip, and despair at the 

heart* 



is around. Lights appear in most of the windows; and 
there comes upon the air the unceasing murmur of the city 
around. Noihing is distinct, all varieii« of noise blending 
into one deep sound. But the little fountain is heard 
amid it all ; the ear does not lose a note of its low sweet 
music: it is the poetry of the place, or, rather, the voice 
of the poetry with which it is filled. 

X2 
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PREFACE. 



1^0 petition for indulgence, or to depre- 
cate censure, is not my present intention. 
The following pages have been written in 
a spirit of the deepest humility, but whose 
fear is not " of this world." The pictures 
are entirely sacred subjects, and their illus- 
tration has given me the opportunity of 
imbodying many a sad and serious thought 
that had arisen in hours of solitude and 
despondency. I believe I myself am the 
better for their existence; I wish their | 



effect may be the same on others. In this 
hurrying and deceitful world, no page will 
be written utterly in vain, which awakens 
one earnest or heavenward thought, one 
hope, or one fear, m the human heart. 
** Ye shall have a song, as in the night 
when a holy solemnity is kept;" and 
these pages are offered at such a time- 
when a whole nation is addressing its 
supplications to heaven. 

li. £• L* 



348 



THE EASTER GIFT. 



CHRIST CROWNED WITH THORNS. 

"BBHOLD THX UAH.** 

** A man of sorrows, aod acquainted wilh grief.'' 

Too little do we think of thee. 

Our too indulgent Loxd : 
We ask not what thy will may be. 

We dwell not on thy word. 

Thou, who in human shape wast bom, 

And shared in human wo ; 
Thou, who didst wear the crown of thorn, 

Which all must wear below ; 

Thou, who the sinnen'fate didst share. 

Yet from the grave arise— 
Alas ! unworthy that we are 

Of such a sacrifice. 

Thy love should fill our hearts, like dew 
That fills the flowers by night ; 

Who, in that gentle rain renew 
The waste of morning's light. 

Thus doth life's hurry and its glare 

Dry up within our heart 
The holier thoughts that are thy share. 

The spirit's better part 

And yet we turn not to thy love, 

We seek not to recall 
The hopes that lift our souls above 

Their low and earthly thralL 

On pleasures or on wealth intent. 

Careless we hurry on, 
And vainly precious hours are spent 

Before we think them gone. 

Their joy and sorrow, sin and strife. 

Close round us like a bond, 
Which so enslaves to present life. 

We never look beyond. 

O Lord, if every thought were thine, 

How little would they be 
Acceptable before thy shrine, 

Unw(nthy heaven and thee. 

(32) 



Yet thou hast said, thou wilt accept 
Prayers ofier'd in thy name ; 

That never tears in vain were wept. 
If from the heart they came. 

Then strike our rocky souls, O Lord, 

Amid life's desert place ; 
Yet may their hardened depths afford 

The waters of thy grace. 

Low in the dust we kneel and praj^, 

O ! sanctify our tears : 
Till they wash every stain away 

From past and guilty years. 



CHRIST BLESSING THE BREAD. 



" This do in remembrance of me. 
** This cup is the new testament in my biood, which is 
shed for yop." St. Luks xxii. 19, 20. 

** And as they were eating, Jesus took bread, and blessed 
it, and bralte it, and gave it to the disciples, and said, 
Talie, eat ; this is my body. 

*' And he toolt the cup, and gave thanks, and gave it to 
them, saying, Drink ye all of it : 

** For this is my blood of the new testament, which is 
shed for many for the remission of sins. 

*' But I say unto you, I will not drink henceforth of this 
fruit of the vine, until that day when I drink it new witli 
you In my Father's kingdom." St. Matthew xxvi. 26-29. 



Bow thee to earth, and from thee past 
All stubbornness of human will ; 

Then dare to drink the sacred cup 
Thy God and Saviour died to filL 

If thou art humble as a child, 

When lisping at his mother's knee. 

His first meek words of earnest prayei , 
That sacred cup may be for thee. 

But if within thy sinful heart, 
Lurk earthly crime or earthly care^ 

If hate, which broods upon the past 
Or pleasuze't &^raniS^4is»Ks&0c!A'^bn^ % 
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If thou against the widow'i prayer, 
Or orphan's cry, hast closed thine ear ; 

In mercy to thyself forbear, 

Drink not thine own destruction here : 

But from thee put all thoughts of earth. 
As erst from Israel's camp were flung 

Each worldly and unholy thing, 
To which the secret sinner clung. 

Come with thy guilt new wash'd in tears, 
Thy spirit raised in faith above ; 

Then drmk, and so thy soul shall live. 
Thy Saviour's blood — thy Saviour's love. 



And holy hopes arise within the heart ; 
We feel that we are heard in heaven, and love 
Kindles within us like a steadfast thought. 
Which knows its own belief; and, comforted. 
We go upon our way rejoicing. 



THE FLIGHT INTO EGYPT. 



**And whea they were departed, behold, the angel of the 
Lord appeareth to Joieph in a dream, saying, Arise, and 
take the young child and his mother, and flee into Egypt, 
and be thou there until I bring thee word: for Herod will 
seek the young child to destroy him. 

** When he arose, he took the young child and his mother 
by night, and departed into Egypt. 

** And was there until the death of Herod : that it might 
be fulfilled which was spoken of the Lord by the prophet 
saying, out of Egypt have I called my son." 

St. Matthbw ii. 13—15. 



A sLOBious landscape-^ear as faith the sky. 
Hath only sunshine, and the few bright clouds 
Are tum'd to golden shadows. Stately trees 
Do mock the last year's memory, — so green, 
80 full of life and summer are their leaves, 
That fading seems impossible. The stream 
Winds peacefully between its pastoral banks, 
Where surely care comes not, and scarcely toil ; 
An earth so fertile, that the sun and air 
Are the sole labourers. Yet how wearily 
Those travellers are resting in the shade. 
Man's doom is paramount — and even ye, 
Thrice bless'd and thrice glorious, ye now share 
The common lot of all humanity. 
But see, with sunshine radiant on his wings. 
An angel sent from heaven is ministering ; 
And with their fears allay'd — their wants supplied, 
Lo, they arise refrcsh'd. 
Is not this scene the type of sacred faith ? 
How often on life's rough and weary path 
Do we sink feinting, with one only prayer, 
^ Now help us, or we perish," on our lips. 
And never was this utter'd earnestly. 
But that it has been answer'd : though no more 
His shining messengers walk visible 
On this unworthy earth ; yet to our call 
Doth the Ahnighty still vouchsafe reply, 



THE MADONNA AND CHILD 



** BLXSSED ABT THOU AHOHB WOMKX ** 



** And the an«el came in unto her, and said, Hail, thoa 
that aa highly favoured, the Lord is with thee ; blessed art 
thou among women. 

*' And IMary said, My soul doth magnify the Lord, 

"And my spirit haih rejoiced in God my Saviour. 

" For he hath regarded the low esLtie of hb hand- 
maiden; for, behold, from henceforth all generations shall 
call me blessed. 

" For he that is mighty hath done to me i^at things, and 
holy is his name." St. Lukb i. 28. 46—49. 



Thricx blessed and thrice beautiful ; 

Yet come we not to thee ; 

With those vain prayers which make a creed 

Of false idolatry. 

We bring no grems to bind thine hair. 
No flowers to deck thy shrine ; 
We light no taper's fragrant blaze, 
We ask no aid of thine. 

We have no need of pagan rites 
To join with Christian prayer; 
Nor that salvation ask of thee, 
'Twas only thine to share. 

Thine altars where thy statues stood. 
Thy hymns and votive flowers. 
Were relics of another age, 
Another creed, than ours ; 

When human was all human feith 
And to that fidth was given 
The likeness of its native earth. 
Rather than that of heaven ; 

When only reason's shadowy ray 
Upon the world was thrown. 
And every idol's attribute 
Had been the maker's own. 

Then was the time of gift and tow, 
And e'en a purer light 
Was long ere it could penetrate 
The depths of such a night 
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Old superstitions still remainM, 
And priestcraft next stept in, 
To rule by human ignorance, 
And work by human sin. 

Then was a veil flung over faith. 
Then was God's word concealed ; 
Thank God, for us that veil b rent. 
That Book has been revealM. 

The votive wreath of early flowers, 
The taper and the gem, 
Were superstitions vain, we know 
God asketh not for them. 

We look on the Madonna's face 
In thankfulneas and love, 
But ask no more a mortal's help 
To bear our vows above. 

The earnest prayer, the humble tear, 
The Saviour's blessed name. 
These are the Christian's sacrifice. 
These are the Christian's claim. 



HAGAR AND ISHMAEL. 



'* And Abraham rose up early in the morning, and took 
bread, and a bottle of water, and gave ft unto Hagar, (put- 
ting it on her shoulder,) and the child, and sent her away : 
and she departed, and wandered in the wilderness of Beer- 
sheba. 

" And the water was spent tn the bottle, and she cast the 
child under one of the shrubs. 

*' And she went, and sat her down over against him, a 
good way o^, as it were a bow-shot : for she said, Let me not 
see the death of the child. And she sat over against him, 
and lift up her voice, and wept. 

** And God heard the voice of the lad : and the angel of 
God called to Hagar oat of heaven, and said unto her, 
What aileth thee, Hagar ? fear not ; for Ood hath beard the 
voice of the lad where he is. 

** Arise, lift ap the lad, and hold him In thine hand : for 
I will make him a great nation. 

** And Ood opened her eyes, and she saw a well of water : 
and she went, and filled the bottle with water, and gave 
the lad drink." Gbmssis xzi. 14-19. 



Text sank amid the wilderness^ 
The weary and forsaken ; 
8he gave the boy one faint caress. 
And pray'd he might not waken. 

But death, not sleep, was on those eyes. 
Beneath th^ heat declining : 
O'er glittering sands and cloudless side* 
The noontide sun was shining. 

Far, fiur away the desert spr^ ; 
Ah ! love is fain to cherish 
The vainest hopes, but now she said, 
" Let me not see him perish." 



Then spoke the Lord, and at his word 
Sprang forth a little fountain, 
Pure, cold as those whose crystal hoard 
Is in some pine-<:lad mountain; 

And herb and shrub upon the brink 
Put forth their leaf and blossom ; 
The pelican came down to drink 
From out its silveiy bosom. 

O blessed God, thus doth thy power. 
When, worn and broken-hearted. 
We sink beneath some evil hour. 
And deem all hope departed — 

Then doth the fountain of thy grace 
Rise up within the spirit. 
And we are strengthen'd for that race 
Whose prize we shall inherit 

When least we hope, our prayer is heard, 
The judgment is averted. 
And comes the comfort of thy word, 
When most we seem deserted. 



ST. JOHN IN THE WILDERNESS. 



** And the same John had his raiment of camel's hair, 
and a leathern girdle about his loins, and his meat was 
locusts and wild honey.'* St. Mattbsw iiL 4. 



Afab, he took a gloomy cave, 

For his accustomed dwelling-plaoe. 

As dark, as silent as the grave, 
As unfimiiliar with man's face ; 

The stem and knotted trees grew round. 
Blasted, and desolate, and gray. 

And 'mid their sullen depth was found 
A home for birds and beasts of prey. 

Morning broke joyless, for the land 

Knew no green grass, nor fragrant flowe , 

The barren rock, the burning sand, 

Bless'd not the stmshine, nor the shower. 

Yet there the prophet dwelt alone. 
Far from the city and the plain ; 

For him in vain their gloiy shone, 
For him dieir beauty spread in vain. 

He left his youth and life behind ; 
Each idol of the human heart. 
Pleasures and vanities resigned. 
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Methinkfl, when hope is cold or weak, 
And prayers seem but unwelcome tasks, 

Aiid worldly thoughts and feeUngs seek 
To fill the hours religion asks ; 

If, when the light of faith is dim, 
The spirit would but ponder thus— 

How much ther6 was required of him, 
How little is required of us ! 

AU-Merciful, did we declare. 

The glories which to Thee belong, 

All life would pass in thankful prayer. 
All breathe in one triumphant song. 



THE NATIVITY. 



^ Lo, the star which they saw In the east, went before 
them, till it came and stood over where the young child 
was." 

*< When they saw the star, they rejoiced with exceeding 
great joy." 

"And when they were come into the house, Uiey saw the 
young child, with Mary his mother, and fell down and 
worshipped him." St. Matthsw ii. 9—11* 



Fab in the desert east it shone, 
A guiding-star, and only one ; 
The other planets left the sky. 
Trembling, as if rebuked on high. 
The moon forsook her silvery height, 
Abash'd before that holier light : 
The storm clouds that on ether lay 
Melted before its glorious ray ; 
Till half the heaven shone pure and dear, 
Like some diviner atmosphere 
Than ours, where heavy vapours rise 
From the vile earth, to dim the skies ; 
Meet herald of that promised d^. 
When soul shall burst the bond of day. 
And, purified from earth-stains come. 
Radiant to its eternal home. 
On roUM the star, nor paused to shed 
Its glory o*er the mountain's head. 
Whereon the morning's sunshine fell. 
Where eve's last crimson loved to dwell ; 
The gilded roof, the stately fane, 
'Jlie garden, nor the corn-hid plain. 
The camp, where red watch-fires were keeping 
Guard o'er a thousand soldiers sleeping. 
But temple, palace, dty past, 
That star paused in the sky at last 
It paused where, roused from slumbers nJld, 
Lay 'mid the kine a newborn child. 

Are there no clarions upon earth 
To UiD mankind their monarch's birth 1 



Are there no banners to unfold. 
Heavy with purple and with gold 1 
Are there no flowers to strew the ground. 
Nor arches with the palm-branch bound 1 
Nor fires to kindle on the hill 1 
No ! man is mute — the world is stilL 
111 would all earthly pomp agree 
With this hour's mild solemnity ; 
The tidings which that infant brings, 
Are not for conquerors nor for kings : 
Nor for the sceptre, nor the brand. 
For crowned head, nor red right hand. 
But to the contrite and the meek. 
The sinful, sorrowful, and weak : 
Or those who, with a hope sublime. 
Are waiting for the Lord's good time. 
Only for those the angels sing, 
** All glory to our newborn King, 
And peace and good-will unto men, 
Hoeanna to our God ! Amen." 



JUDAS RETURNING THE THIRTY 

PIECES. 



** Then Judas which had betrayed him, when he 
that he was condemned, repented himself, and brought 
again the thirty pieces of silver to the chief priests and 
elders. 

*' Saying, I have sinned, in that I have betrayed the io- 
nocent blood. And they said, What is that to us 1 see thoa 
to that 

"And he cast down the pieces of silver in the temple, 
and departed, and went and hanged himself." 

St. Matthew xzvii. 3-^ 



Thx thirty pieces down he flung, for which hia 

Lord he sold. 
And tum'd away his murderer's face from that ao 

cursed gold. 
He cannot sleep, he dares not watch ; that wdght 

is on his heart. 
For which, nor earth nor heaven have hope, which 

never can depart. 

A curse is on his memory, we shudder at his 

name; 
At once we loathe, and scorn his guilt, and yet we 

do the same : 
Alas ! the sinfulness of man, how oft in deed and 

word 
We act the traitor's part again, and do betray our 

Lord. 

We bend the knee, record the vow, and breathe 

the fervent prayer : 
How soon are prayer and vow forgot, amid li&'e 

Clime and care ! 
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The SaTiour'fl passion, cross, and blood, of what 
avail are they, 

K first that Savioar we forget, and next we diso- 
bey? 

For pleasures, vanities, and hates, the compact we 

renew, 
And Judas rises in our hearts — we sell our Sa- 

▼iour too. 
How for some moments' vain delight we will im- 

bitter years. 
And in our youth lay up for age, only remorse and 

tears. 

Ah ! sanctify and strengthen, Lord, the souls that 

turn to thee ; 
And fiom the devil and the world our guard and 

solace be. 
And as the mariners at sea still watch some 

guiding star, 
80 fix our hearts and hopes on thee, until thine 

own they are. 



THE MAGDALEN. 

Thx plaining murmur of the midnight wind, 
Like mournful music is upon the air : 
80 snd, so sweet, that the eyes fiird with tears, 
"Without a cauM — ah ! no, tlie heart is heap'd 
80 full with perish'd pleasures, vain n^grcts, 
That nature cannot sound one grieving note 
Upon her forest lyre, but still it finds 
Mute echo in the sorrowing human heart. 
Now the wind waits among the yellow leaves, 
About to fall, over the faded flowers, 
Over all summer's lovely memories, 
About to die ; the year has yet in store 
A few dim hours, but they are dark and cold : 
Sunshine, green leaves, glad flowers, they all are 

gone; 
And it has only left the womout soil, 
The leafless bough, and the o*er-clouded sky. 
And shall humanity not sympathize 
With desolation which is like its own ? 
80 do our early dreams fade unfulfiU'd ; 
80 does our hope turn into memory 
The one so glad — the other such despur, 
(For who can find a comfort in the past ;) 
80 do our feelings harden, or decay, 
Encrusting with hard selfishness too late, 
Or bearing that deep wound, whereof we die. 

Where are the buoyant spirits of our youth ? 
Where are the dancing steps, that but kept time 
To our own inward gladness — where the light 
That flushed the cheek into one joyous rose : 
That lit the lips, and fill*d the eyes with smiles ? — 



Gone, gone as utterly, as singing birds, 
And opening flowers, and honey-laden bees. 
And shining leaves, are from yon forest gone. 
I know this from myself — the words I speak 
Were written first with tears on mine own 

heart; 
And yet, albeit, it was a lovely time ! 
Who would recall their youth, and be again, 
The dreaming — the believing — the betray'd. 
The feverishness of hope, the agony. 
As every disappointment taught a truth ; 
For still is knowledge bought by wretchedness, 
Who could find energy to bear again 1 
Ye clear bright stars, that from the face of heaven 
Shine out in tranquil loveliness, how oh 
Have ye been witness to my passionate tears ; 
Although beloved, and beautiful, and young ; 
Yet happiness was not with my unrest 
For I had pleasure, not content ; each wish 
SeemM granted, only to be weariness. 
No hope fulfiird its promise ; and no dream 
Was ever worth its waking bitterness. 
Then there was love, that crowding into one 
All vanity, all sorrow, all remorse : 
Till we loathe life, glad, beauteous, hoping life, 
And would be fain to lay our burthen down, 
Although wc might but lay it in the grave. 
All natural terror lost in hope of peace. 
God of those stars, to which I once appealed 
In a vain fantasy of sympathy. 
How wretched I have been in my few years ! 
How have I wept throughout the sleepless nights 
Then sank in heavy slumber, misery still 
Haunting its visions : morning's cold gray light 
Waked me reluctant, for though sleep had been 
Anguish, yet I could say it was but sleep. 
And then day came, with all those vanities 
With which our nature mocks its wretchedness, 
The toilsome pleasures, and the dull pursuits ; 
Eflbrt^ to fly ourselves, and made in vain. 
Too soon I learnt the secret of our life, 
That ** vanity of vanities** is writ 
Deep in the hidden soul of human things : 
And then I sank into despondency. 
And lived from habit, not from hope ; and £tu 
Stood between me and death, and only fear ; 
I was a castaway : for, like the fool. 
Within my soul I said there is no God. 
But then a mighty and a glorious voice 
Was speaking on the earth — thus said the Lord, 
" Now come to me, ye that are heavy laden. 
And I will give you rest" — and, lo, I came 
Sorrowing, — and the broken contrite heart, 
Lord, thou didst not despise. Now let me weep 
Tears, and my dying Saviour's precious blood 
Will wash away my sin. Now let me pray 
In thankfulness that time is given for prayer ^ 
In hope that, cffict'^VxvTKj %wss»Qi%\!«aisRk^ 
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I may find fiiyoiir in the tight of God. 
Where ia my former wearineas of life, 
Where ia my former terror of the grave 1 
Out of my penitence there has grown hope ; 
I trust,' and raise my suppliant eyes to heavtfi ; 
And, when my soul desponds, I meekly say, 
" I know that my Redeemer Uveth." 



HTV ir OV THX XAOSALXir. 

Thsbs was a time, when I but sought ' 

In life its pleasant things ; 
And ask'd each moment what it brought 

Of pleasure on its wings. 

I bound red roses in my hair, 

And when they died away, 
I only thought, fresh flowers there are 

As beautiful as they. 

And time past on— -the bright and brie( 

I led the dance and song. 
As careless as the summer leaf 

The wild wind bears along. 

But the wind fails the leaf at lart. 

And down it sinks to die. 
To perish' with the perish'd past. 

And gone as idly by. 

So sink the spirits of those days, 

That buoyant bore us on ; 
The joy declines, the hope decays 

Ere we beUeve them gone. 

Then memory rises like a ghost, 
Whose presence brings to mind 

The better things which we have lost, 
The hopes we've left behind. 

And what could memory bring to me 

But sorrow, shame, and sin; 
And wretched the worn heart must be^ 

With such dark guests within 

I said, accursed be a life 
That 'mid such ills hath Mrth; 

Where fiite and nature in their strife, 
Make desolate the earth. 

But no more of that evil time, 

An alter'd heart is mine: 
Purified by a hope sublime. 

And by a faith divine. 

I weep ; but tears of penitence 

Still comfort as they fiow ; 
And rise to heaven, and win firom thenoe 

AmfiMooiarheiow. 



For I have learnt, my God, to trace 

Thy love in all things here ; 
How wonderful the power and gntce 

In all thy woriu appear. 

The vineyard dim with purple lif^t. 

The silvery olive tree, 
The com wherewith the plains are bright. 

Speak to my soul of thee. 

This loveliness is bom to die ; 

Not so the race, for whom 
The sun goes shining through the sky, 

The world puts forth its bloom. 

We know that to this lovely earth. 

Will sure destruction come ; 
But though it be our place of birth. 

Yet it is not our home. 

For we are God's own chosen race. 
Whom the Lord died to save ; 

This earth is but a trial-place, 
Whose triumph is the grave. 



NATHAN AND DAVID. 



** And David said unto Nathan,! have sinned against the 
Lofd. And Nathan said unto David, The Lord also hath 
put away thy sin ; thou shall not die." 2 Samttbl xH. 13. 

** Repent ye therefore, and be converted, that your sins 
may be blotted out, when the time of refreshing shall come 
from the presence of the Lord/' Acts iii. 19. 



The monarch knelt, and, in the dust. 
Confessed his sin and shame ; 

And God forgave the guilty one, 
Who call'd upon his name. 

He won by tears, he won by prayers^ 

A pardon from on high ; 
Though scarce he dared to raise to heaTen 

His dim and pleading eye. 

O, write the lesson on our heart, 

And teach us that our tears 
Can wash away each guilty stain 

That on life's page appears. 

God grant that never we may bow 

8o low to guilt's control. 
As did that king who had the weight 

Of blood upon his souL 

But seeds of sorrow and of crime 

Are sown each heart within ; 
And who can look upon his socd. 

And say he knowi not sn 1 
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We are m nothing m oiinelvefy 

And only in thy name 
May we approach thy heavenly throne^ 

And urge our aorrow'ii cJainu 

Then teach ni, Lord, to weep and pray, 
And bend the suppliant knee ; 

For what but penitence and prayer 
Can hope ibr grace from thee 1 



THE 

INCREDULITY OF ST. THOMAS. 



"But ThoofiM, one of the twelve, called Dtdyimii, waa 
not with them when Jesus came. 

** The other disciples therefore said unto him, We hate 
feen the Lord. But he said unto them, Except I shall see In 
his hands the print ofihe nails, and put my finger into the 
print of the nails, and thrust my hand into his side, I will 
not believe. 

** And after eight days, again hit disciples were within, 
and Thomas with them ; then came Jesus, the doors being 
Aut, and stood in the midst, and said. Peace be unto you. 

**Then saith he lo Thomas, Reach hither thy finger, and 
behold my hands, and reach hither thy hand, and thrust it 
Into my side : and be not iaiihlras, but believing. 

**And Thomas answered and said onto him, My Lord, 
and my God. 

** Jesus saith unto him, Thomas, because thou hast seen 
me, thou liasl believed: blessed are they that have not 
aeea, and yet have believed." St. Johm zx. 31-99. 



Still doth that ipirit linger upon earth ; 
Still the Tain doubt haa in delu«on birth. 
We hesitate, we cavil, we deny, 
And ask, though all things answer in reply ; 
All nature echoes with one mighty Yes, 
And only man will not his God confess. 
Yet read him in his works, yon radiant sea, 
Glassing the heaven's blue tranquillity ; 
Noon on the waters, noon within the skiesi 
No cloud to shadow, and no wave to rise. 
Now is thy triumph, man, unroll the sail. 
Like the white meteor, glancing on the gale 
Go, ride the billows, sweep before the wind. 
And say, this is the mastery of the mind: 
I gave those planks their shape to cut the 
I taught that canvass how to catch the breeie, 
I guide the helm which tracks the pathless brine, 
The work of my own hands, the ship is mine. 

Tis early evening, round the sinking sun, 
The shadowy clouds have gathered one by one, 
The waves are running high, and o'er them sweep 
The spectral seabirds, phantoms of the deep, 
Over their pale white wings the surges break ; 
And with the wild wind blends their wilder shriek. 
The mighty tempest rushes o'er the main 
With thunder, and with lightnings and with Fain« 



The strong ship trembles ; to the deep they throw 
The thunder that was destined for the foe. 
The tall mast &lls, as once before it fell. 
When came the woodman to the forest delL 
In vain the billows whelm the sinking prow ; 
O, man, art thou the lord of ocean now t 

But let us trace Him in some wilder form 
Than the dread lessons of the sea and storm ; 
It is the end of March, and, over earth, 
Simshine is calling beauty into birth. 
There is a fragrance on the soft warm air ; 
For many the sweet breaths now floating there. 
The snowdrop is departed, that pale chiM, 
Which at the spring's bright coming seems eiiled^ 
Cold, like a flower cahred on a funeral stone, 
Bom with the snows, and with the snows is gone. 
And, in its place, daisies, roae-touch'd, unfold— 
Small fairiea, bearing each a gift of gold ; 
And violets, like a young child's eyes of blue ; 
Ah, spring and childhood only know that hue ; 
The violet wears a dimmer shade ; the eye 
Grows tear-stained, as the year and life pass by. 
But now the wheat and grass are green, therein 
The grasshopper and lark their nests begin ; 
The purple clover round them, like a bower. 
Now doth the apple tree put forth its flower. 
Lined with &int crimson ; the laburnum bends 
'Neath the bright gold that from each bow da* 

soends; 
Her graceful foliage forth the ash has flung ; 
The aspen trembles : are its leaves so young 
That the sweet wind doth scare them, though it bear 
No ruder breath than flowers breathe through the 

airl 
A lulling sound where thyme and wild-heaths blow, 
Tells that the bee haa there its Mexico. 
One note of natural music, that which now 
Haunts the deep graas, the sky, the brook, th« 

bough. 
Deep in the woodland sits the thrush and sing^ 
The sunshine dancing on its dusky wings, 
When the wind stirs the branches, and a ray 
Lights the dim glades scarce conscious of the day. 
Are not these beautiful, these houn which bring 
Its leaves and flowers, its breath and bloom to 

spring! 
And yet, proud man, what hast thou here to do 1 
Owes it one leaf, one breath, one bloom to you 1 

Almighty God ! and if thou couldst depart 
And leave no image in the darken'd heart. 
What hope would be for earth, to soothe or save. 
Life, a brief struggle ending in the grave. 
No soul to elevate our wretched dust, 
No faith to triumph in its sacred trust. 
First fever, then oblivion, and the tomb. 
Eternal and unconquerable gloom. 
'* Lord, we believe, help thou our unbelief 
Let there be hope in toil, and joy in ^atdi\ 
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l^each UB on natare*8 glorious &ce to look. 
As if it were thine own immortal book ; 
Teach us to read theo in thy works, and find 
Their evidence of thine Almighty mind. 
Keep us, till in the grave, with hope divine, 
We sink rejoicing that we now are thine. 



THE 
INFANT CHRIST WITH FLOWERS. 



''For all flesh is as gFBts, and all the glory of man as 
the Cower of grass. The grass wilherelh, and ihe flower 
thereof (iilleth away. 

** Bui ihe wonl of the Lord endureth forever." 

1 Pbtsr i. 24, 23. 



SwxzT Lord, as in those infant hands 

Are heap'd up early flowers, 
Gathered with toil, and wreath'd with care, 

The wealth of summer hours. 

So gather thou, amid our thoughts, 

The purest and the best ; 
The few that, in our busy world, 

Are heavenward addrest. 

So forming in the human soul 

Thine own immortal wreath. 
Of sacred hopes, nurst in thy faith, 

To blossom after death. 



THE INFANT ST. JOHN. 



" In those days came John ihe Baptbt, preaching in the 
wilderness of Judea, 

*' And saying, Repent ye : for the kingdom of heaven is 
at hand. 

*' For thb is he that was spoken of by the prophet Esaias, 
saying, The voice of one crying in the wilderness, Prepare 
ye the way of the Lord, make his paths siraighu" 

^ St. Matthew iii. 1—3. 

''For nation shall rise against nation, and kingdom 
against kingdom, and there shall be famines, and pesti- 
lences, and earthquakes, in divers places. 

** All these are the beginning of sorrows. 

"For as the lightning cometh out of the east, and 
shineth even unto the west, so shall also the coming of the 
&on of man be. 

" Immediately aAer the tribulation of those days, shall 
the sun be darkened, and the mjon shall not give her light, 
and the stars shall (all from heaven, and the powers of the 
heavens shall be shaken. 

"And then shall appear the sign of the Son of man in 
heaven ; and then shall all the tribes of the earth mourn, 
and they shall see the son of man coming in the clouds of 
Heaven, with power and great glory." 

St. Mattusw zziv. 7, a 27. 29, 30. 



Ij'S on the midnight winds a young child*8 voice 
With lofiy hymn, 



Calling on earth and heaven to rejoiee 
Along with him. 

Those infant lips are given from above 

A spirit tone, 

And he speaks out those words of hope and love 

To prophets known. 

He is a herald, as the morning star 
Brings daylight in. 

For he doth bring glad tidings from afar 
To man and sin. 

Now let the desolate earth lift up her head. 
And at the word 

Wait till the mountains kindle with the tread 
Of Christ the Lord. 

And earth was conscious of her God, he came 
Meek and decried, 

Bearing tlie weight of sorrow, sin, and shame, 
And for us died. 

Twice shall he come— e*en how the i^fipointed hour 
Is in its birth, 

When he shall come in glory, and in power 
To judge the earth. 

Not as before, to win mankind and save, 
But in his ire. 

When earth shall be but as a mighty grave 
Li that red fire. 

Do we not live now in those evil days 
Which were foretold, 
In holy writings and inspired lays, 
Of prophets okl 1 

There is a wild confusion in the world, 
'Like the vexed sea. 

And ancient thrones are from high places hurl'd. 
Yet man not free. 

And vain opinions seek to change all life. 
Yet yield no aid 

To all the sickness, want, the grief and strife 
Which now pervade. 

Are not these signs of that approaching time 
Of blood and tears, 

When thou shalt call to dread account the crime 
Of many years I 

Then who shall hide before thee, only he 
Who is all thine, 

Who hath stood fast, amid iniquity, 
In faith divine. 

O, Lord, awaken us ; let us not cease 
To look afar. 

Let us not, like the foolish, call it peace 
When there is war. 
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O, teach us to believe what thy blest word 
Has long declared, 

And let thy second advent, gracious Lord, 
Find us prepared. 



CHRIST BLESSING LITTLB CHILDREN. 



** SaflTer little children to come anto me— for of sach to the 
kingdom of heaven." St. Mattbbw zix. 14. 



If ever in the human heart 
A fitting season there can be. 

Worthy of its immortal part, 
Worthy, O blessed Lord, of thee ; 

Tis in that yet unsullied hour, 

Or ere the world has claimed his own ; 

Pure as the hues within the flower, 
To summer and the sun unknown ; 

When still the youthful spirit bean 
The image of its God within, 

And unefiaced that beauty wears^ 
So soon to be destroy'd by sin. 



Then is the time for faith and love 
To take in charge their precious care, 

Teach the young eye to look above, 

Teach the young knee to bend in prayer* 

This work is ours — ^this charge was thine 
These youthful souls from sin to save ; 

To lead them in thy faith divine, 
And teach its triumph o*er the grave. 

The world will come with care and crime, 
And tempt too many a heart astray ; 

Still the seed sown in early time 
Will not be wholly cast away. 

The in&nt prayer, the in&nt hymn. 
Within the darkened soul will rise, 

When age's weary eye is dim. 
And the grave's shadow round us lies. 

The infant hymn is heard again. 

The infant prayer is breathed onoe more , 
Reclasping of a broken chain. 

We turn to all we loved before. 

Lord, grant our hearts be so inclined, 
Thy work to seek — thy will to do ; 

And while we teach the youthful mind, 
Our own be taught thy lessons too. 
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A BIRTHDAY TRIBUTE 



TO 



HER ROYAL HIGHNESS THE PRINCESS VICTORIA. 



When has the day the loveliest of its hoara 1 
It U the hour when morning breaks into day. 

When dewdrops light the yet unfolded flowers, 
And sunshine seems like Hope upon its way. 

Then soars the lark amid the azure, singing 
A seraph's song, that is of heaven, not eaith ; 

Then comes the wind, a fragrant wanderer, 
bringing 
The breath of vales where violets have birth. 

Which of the seasons in the year is fairest 1 
That when the spring first blushes into bloom ; 

There is the beauty, earliest and rarest. 

When the world warms with colour and perfume. 

Then are the meadows filHd with pleasant voices, 
Earth one bright promise what it b to be ; 

Then the green forest in its depths rejoices, 
Flowers in the grass, and buds upon the tree. 

Then the red rose reveals her future gloiy. 

Breaking the green moss with one crimson trace ; 

80 dawns the white — while old historic story 
Tells now they wreath for England's Royal 
race. 

If thus so fair the springtime and the morning 
But in the world of leaf and bud ; how £ur, 

With all their early loveliness adorning, 
Still lovelier in our human world they are. 

Youth is around thee Ladye of the ocean, 
Ocean that is thy kingdom and thy home, 

Where not a heart but kindles with emotion. 
Dreaming of honour'd years that are to come. 

What is the light of morning's rosy breaking, 
To the young promise of that Royal mind ? 

What are the hopes of sunny spring's awaking. 
To hopes which in thy future are inshrined ! 

Mighty the task, and glorious the fulfilling, 
Duties that round thy future hours must be; 

The East and West depend upon thy willing 
Mistress art thou wherever rolls the sea. 

Fair art thou, Priitcess, in thy youthful beauty 
Thoughtful and pure, the spirit claims its part ; 

Crazing on thy young fkoe, a nation's duty 
SantB /orth into the homage of the heart I 



O'er thy high forehead is the soft hair braided ; 

Be never darker shadow on that brow ! 
Not yet one tint of youth's sweet hues are 
faded; 

The loveliness of promise lights thee now 

Around thee are a thousand hearts addressing 
Prayer for thy sake to every power divine ; 

No lip that names thee, names without a 
blessing ; 
A nation's holiest wishes are all thine. 

The present looks on thee with eyes 
Of love, and joy, and enterprise ; 
They shine as shines a rising star. 
That lights the unknown and the far. 

To prophesy the future, cast 
A glance upon thy country's past 
How has our England changed since first 
The Roman Caesar on her burst : 
And something lingers with us still 
Of their indomitable wilL 
Like theirs, our banners when unfurl'd 
Have swept o'er half a conquer'd world. 
No stranger power hath sought our coast, 
But to bequeath their proudest boast 

Hengist and Horsa, Saxon kings. 
On their proud galley's sweeping wings : 
Lords of the banner and the breeze. 
Gave us our empire o'er the seas ; 

Next came the Norman William's gallant 
power. 
Those barons brought a noble dower 
Of minstrel harp, and stainless sword, 
High courtesy, and knightly word. 
Then sea and land had done their best 
To grace our Island of the West 

And never since hath foreign brand 

Flash'd over our unconquer'd land ; 

Never hath rung the tocsin bell. 

That other soils have known too welL 

Sacred, inviolate, unstain'd. 

Have England's fields and hearths remain'd. 

Our victories have been won afar, 

Our homes have only heard of war. 

They gave thy name and since thy birth 

Peace, dovelike, broodeth over earth : 

%6B 
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8tin be its ifaadow o'er thy throne- 
Enough of laureli are our own.* 

With the golden sunbeaniB shining 

Round the Abbey's towers, 
Stands that stately pile enshrining 

England's noblest hours, 

There they rest its honour'd dead. 
There the trophies of our annals 

Fling their shade below, 
Flags that in our English channels 

Once announced a foe, 

Now in triumph are they spread. 
Tim no lesson taught in vain, 
80 would millions die again. 

In those ancient chancels slumber 

As within a shrine, 
Men whom histoiy loves to number 

On her sacred line. 

Men who leave themselves behind; 
Statesmen holding yet dominion 

With their f<Sllow-men ; 
By the empire of opinion. 

Ruling them again : 

For immortal is the mind. 
And a thoughtful truth maintains 
Whatsoever ground it gains. 

Not this the first time that our lion and land 
Have own'd the soft sway of a woman's white 

hand; 
She the last branch of the Tudor's proud line 
Held empire — an omen of gloiy for thine : 
The name of Eliaabeth tells of an age 
Alone in its splendour on histor3r's page. 

Twas thcu the mind burst from its slumbers, 

and broke 
Tlie depth of its shade, the weight of its yoke ; 
And thoughts that lay dark, like the seeds in the 

earth, 
Sprung up into varied and beautiful birth : 



* ^'Enougli of Uureli are oar own.**— Conquest is the 
eommeiicement of civilisation ; It is also its scourge. With 
us, the sail and the sword have gone together, and com- 
merce has coosoltdated what was gained by war. We 
have now to civlllae what we have subdued : It is oura to 
bestow knowledge, freedom, and faith. Education, settled 
laws, and Christianity must follow the tourse of our victo* 
ries and our manufactures. 

For us there yet remains 
A nobler coaquest (ar ; 

We must p«7 back the past, the debt we owe : 

Let us around dispense 

Light, hope, intelligence. 
Till blessings track our steps where'er we gou 



O England, thine be Uie deliverer^ meed, 
Be thy great empire known 
B7 hearts made all thine own. 

Through thjr free Laws and thy Immortal Cieed. 



Whence, grown 'mid aO changes of good and of 

ai, 

We reap a rich harvest for garnering stilL 

For thoughts are like waves that come rushing to 

shore, 
One breaks into many — is follow'd by more ; 
Then came the doom'd Spaniard, the last one, 

whose boast, 
The white clifls have echo'd that girdle our 

coast 
Each strong as a tower — and stem as a tomb, 
The death-bearing ships sail'd the seas in their 

gloom; 
Strange tortures were hid in the depths of each 

hold, 
And wealth that might buy her— could England 

be sold; 
Then came the proud queen to the shores of the 

sea, — 
She gathered around her the brave and the free ; 
Of all the Armada that daiken'd the main« 
No vessel retum'd to its harbour again ; 
The maidene of Cadiz look'd out through their 

tears, • 
No banner their hand had embroider'd appears ; 
They are torn by the winds and the waves, or have 

been 
Laid low at the fiset of the proud island queen. 

'Twas in a woman's reign uprose 

lliat soul of enterprise. 
Which since has borne our English flag 

Through foreign seas and skies. 



Few were the first adventinons barks 
That ploughed the deep— but now 

What breeze that bears St. George's 
What shore but knows our prow t 

And more than glory, or than gold. 
May British merchants say ; 

Look on what blessings infinite 
Have followed on our way. 

To civilize and to jedeem 
Has been our generous toil, 

To sow.the seeds of friture good 
In many a thankful soiL 



Where'er to dark and pagan lands 

Our path has been decreed. 
Have we not brought the Christian's hope. 

The Christian's holy creed 1 

'Tis from a woman's glorious reign 

Our English isles may date 
The honours of their afier hours, 

The tnum^ha oC th»:t idaasu 
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And yet how much remains to do. 

How much is left behind ! 
Young daughter of a line of king% 

Much is to thee assigned. 

Great changes have been wrought since first 

The Roman legions stood 
Beneath the ancient oaks that form'd 

The Druid's mystic wood. 

There frown'd above the dank morass. 

The forest whose long night 
Of noisome and of tangled shade 

Forgot the noontide's light. 

Men crowded round the victim pyre 

In worship vile as vain ; 
And God's own precious gift of life, 

Was flung to him again. 

We were the sava ges of whom 

We now can only hear ; 
The change has been the mighty wodc 

Of many a patient year. 

The progress of our race is mtrk'd 

Wherever we can turn ; 
No more the gloomy woods extend, 

No more the death-fires bum. 

The village rises where once spread 

Th' inhabitable moor ; 
And Sabbath-bells sweep on the wind, 

The music of the poor. 

The sun sinks down o*er myriad spires 

That glisten in the ray, 
As almost portions of that heaven 

To which they point the way. 

There is not a more lovely land 

On all our lovely earth, 
Than that, VicTomiA, which now gives 

Its blessing on thy birth. 



Such, youthful Ladye, is the outward seeming 
Of the fiur land whose trust is placed on thee ; 

Alas ! too much is as the ivy gleaming 

Round the worn branches of some ancient tree. 

Farewell unto thy childhood, and forever ; 

Youth's careless hours dwell not around a 
throne; 
The hallow'd purpose, and the high endeavour. 

The onward-looking thought must be thine own. 

An hour of moral contest is before thee, 
Not the old combat of the shield and ipetr, 



But to the azure heaven archnig o'er thee^ 
Rises a nobler hope — a loftier fearf 

Low in decay lies many an aged error, 

From dust of mouldering fiedsehood springeth 
Truth; 
The past is to the present as a mirror ; 
And Hope, to mankind has eternal youth. 

Vast is the charge intrusted by high Heaven, 
Heavy the weight upon that delicate hand ; 

Into thy keeping is the balance given. 

Wherein is weigh'd the future of our land. 

Around thee is-much misery : want and sorrow 
Lurk in the hidden places of our earth ; 

To-day how many tremble at to-morrow, 
Life has to them been bitter fit>m its birth. 

Maik those pale childrenf — cold and wan while 
basking 

O'er embers mocking wi^ their feeble glow : 
The elder silent — but the youngest asking 

For food the mother has not to bestow. 



* ** Rises a nobler hope— s loftier fear."— Human perfeG> 
tioD b stiU a beautiful and unrealised dream ; it has its 
encouragemsnl In human progress. A higher and naors 
generous purpose is now the stimulus to all efforts of im- 
provement: our views are more enlightened, because more 
general ; the many have taken the place of the few. la 
the earlier ages, science kept as secrets those discoveries, 
which now its chief object is to promulgate. Trade was 
fettered by monopolies, which it is the first step of com- 
merce to shake off. Laws were rather privilege than i»o> 
teclion, noiivhat UMlay admits them to be, the sacred bar- 
riers of universal righu Knowledge was solitary disllnc- 
tion, or secluded enjoyment; not, as now, to be gained by 
all, and to be used for all. It is to intellectual intercourse 
that we owe our advancement ; Intellect is the pioneer to 
Improvement. We have still to hope, and to aspire. It is 
only by looking onwards that we can perceive the^goal ; it 
is only by looking upwards that we can see heaven. 

t " Mark those pale children."— If there be one condi- 
tion In our land that demands assistance and sympathy, it 
is that of children of the poor.— 

It b for childhood's nour tobe 

Life's fairy well, and bring 
To life's worn, weary memory 

The freshness of its spring. 

But here the order Is reversed, 

And infancy, like age, 
Knows of existence but Its went, 

One dull and darken'd page. 

Wriuen with tears, and stamp'd with toQ, 

Cruah'd from the earliest hour. 
Weeds darkening on the bluer soiU 

That never knew a flower. 

Alasl to think upon* a child 

That has' no childish days, 
No careless play, no frolics wild, 

No words of prayer and praise. 

Man from the cradle, 'Us too soon 

To earn their daily bread. 
And heap the heat and toll of noon 
^ Upon an in&nt's head. 
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These are 1ife*8 common scenes — thy regal dower 
Were but a drop flung in a boundless sea ; 

But thou mayst lead the way — the pomp of power 
Will make the careless many follow thee. 

From glowing Ind to Huron's waters spreading 
Extends the empire that our sword hath won, 

There have our sails been peace and knowledge 
shedding, 
Upon thy sceptre never sets the son. 

A nobler triumph still awaits thy winning, 
" The mind*s ethereal war is in its birth ; 



The cross of Christ is on its way, beginning 
Its glorious triumph o'er the darken'd earth. 

God's blessing be upon thee, Royal Maiden ! 

And be thy throne heaven's altar here below, 
With sweet thanksgivings, and with honoara 
laden. 

Of moral victories o'er want and wob 

Glorious and happy be the coming hours. 

Young Daughter of old England's Royal line ! 

As in an angefs pathway spring, np flowers, 
80 may a nation's biessing spring iA thine. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



THE ZENANA. 

What is there that the world hath not 
Gather'd in yon enchanted spot ! 
Where, pale, and with a languid eye. 
The fair Sultana listlessly 
Leans on her silken couch, and dreams 
Of mountain airs, and mountain streams. 
Bweet though the music float around. 
It wants the old familiar sound ; 
And fragrant though the flowers are breathing, 
Far and near together wreathing. 
They are not those she used to wear, 
Upon the midnight of her hair. — 

She's very young, and childhood's days 
With all their old remember'd ways, 
The empire of her heart contest 
With love, that is so new a g^est ; 
When blushing with her Murad near, 
Half timid bliss, half sweetest fear, 



To labour ere their strength be come, 

Or starve— such if the doom 
That makes of many an English home, * 
One long and living tomb. 

This is no overcharged picture : many a cottage la our 
villagee— many a court in our cities, attest its truth. Ex- 
ample is the influence of a sovereign ; and rojzX sympathy 
will avail to draw that attention which is the harbinger of 
remedy. In the education of the poor, lies the true preser- 
vation against the worst ills of want. The first steps 
towards this object must be taken by the rich ; this brings 
the two classes together, and fur their mutual benefit. In- 
difference is startled out of selfish indulgence--and Igno- 
rance awakened into hope. Instruction forms the habit, 
and lays open the resource— while the schemes that ori- 
ginated in pity will be matured by thought; for toeflectthe 
beoeficial result, it is the mind that piusi direa the heart. 



E'en the beloved past is dim. 

Past, present, future, mei^ in him. 

But he, the warrior and the chief. 

His hours of happiness are brief; 

And he must leave Nadira*tf side. 

To woo and win a ruder bride ; 

Sought, sword in hand and spur on heel. 

The fame, that weds with blood and steeL 

And while from Delhi far away. 

His youthful bride pines Through the day, 

Weary and sad : thus when again 

He seeks to bind love's luoscn'd chain ; 

He finds the tears are scarcely dry 

Upon a cheek whoso blood is &ded, 
The very flush of victory 

Is, like the brow he watches, shaded. 
A thousand thoughts are at her heart, 
His image paramount o'er all. 
Yet not all his, the tears that start, 

As mournful memories recall 
Scones of another home, which yet 
That fond young heart cannot forget 
She thinks upon that place of pride,* 
Which firown'd upon the moimtain*s side ; 
While round it spread the ancient plain, 
His steps will never cross again. 
And near those mighty templesf stand, 
The miracles of mortal hand ; 

* DowLUTABAD.— A mountain fortress, on the road lead- 
ing to the Caves of Eilora. 

t Dus AwTAS.— One uf the centre Excavations at Elloca. 
The compartment of sculpture represented in the plate, 
has Siva for the principal figure, in the character of Ehr 
Budr, taking vengeance for an affront that has been offer 
ed to his consort Parvati. **One of the right hands of Ehr 
Budr holds a cup, to catch the blood of the demon that he 
has transfixed with a spear, lest it should iail upon earth, 
and demons spring up from it. On the leA. of the group is 
Parvati, but mutilated and indistinct, seemingly rejokinc 
over the scene of veoceance." 
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Wher^, hidden from the eommon eye. 
The past's long buried secrets lie, 
Those mysteries of the first great creed, 
Whose mystic fiuicies were the seed 
Of every wild and vain belief, 
That held o'er man their empire hnti, 
And tum'd beneath a southern sky. 
All that was fitith to poetiy. 
Hence had the Grecian fables birth. 
And wander'd beautiful o*er earth ; 
Till every wood, and stream, and cave. 
Shelter to some bright vision gave : 
For all of terrible and strange, 

That from those gloomy caverns* sprung^ 
From Greece received a graceful change. 

That spoke another sky and tongue, 
A finer eye, a gentler hand, 
Than in their native Hindoo land. 

'Twas thence Nadira came, and still 
Her memory kept that lofty hill ; 
The vale below, her place of birth. 
That one charm'd spot, her native earth. 
Still haunted by that early love. 

Which youth can feel, and youth alone ; 
An eager, ready, tenderness, 

To all its after-life unknown 
When the full heart its magic flings. 
Alike o'er rare and conmion things. 
The dew of morning's earliest hour, 
Which swells but once from leaf and flower, 
From the pure life within supplied, 
A sweet but soon exhausted tide. 

There fidls a shadow on the gloom, 
There steals a light step through the room, 
Gentle a^ love, that though so near, 
No sound hath caught the listening ear. 
A moment's fond watch o'er her keeping, 
Murad beholds Nadira weeping ; 
He who to win her lightest smile, 
Had given his heart's best blood the while. 

She turn'd, a beautiful delight 
^as flush'd the pale one into rose, 

Murad, her love, return'd to-night. 
Her tears, what recks she now of those 1 
Dried in the full heart's crimson ray. 
Ere he can kiss those tears away— 



* The Dhbb Wabma is the cave at the southern eztre* 
mityofEllora. 

E^CAVATBD TsMPLi OF Ktlas.— It is obMTved, In 
Elliot's Views of India, llial of all the excavations, that of 
Kylas is ** the most extraordinary and beautiful." This is 
no place to do nx>re than allude to the wonderful influence 
ol the Hi ndostan superstitions; if they did not create, they 
at least furnished the material of the Grecian mythology, 
though softened and twaotified by that poetical imagina- 
tion which formed in the classical time the golden age of 
poMijr upaa ettrth. 



And she is seated at his feet, 
Too timid his dear eyes to meet ; 
But happy ; for she knows whose brow 
Is bending fondly o'er her now. 
And eager for his sake to hear 
The records red of sword and spear. 
For his sake feels the colour rise. 
His spirit kindle in her eyes, 
Till her heart beating joins the aj 
Of Murad, and of victory. 

City of glories now no more, 
His camp extends by Bejapore,* 
Where the Mahratta's haughty race, 
Has won the Moslem conqueror's place ; 
A bolder prince now fills the throne. 
And he will struggle for his own. 
** And yet," he said, ** when evening falls 
Solemn above those mouldering walls, 
Where the mosquesj- cleave the starry air. 
Deserted at their hour of prayer. 
And rises Ibrahim's lonely tomb,^ 

'Mid weed-grown shrines, and ruin'd towers, 
All mark'd with that eternal gloom. 

Left by the past to present hours. 
When human pride and human sway 
Have run their circle of decay ; 
And, mocking^the ftuereal stone. 
Alone attests its builder gone. 

! vain such temple, o'er the sleep 
Which none remain to watch or weep. 

1 could not choose but think how vain 
The struggle fierce for worthless gain. 
And calm and bright the moon look'd down 
O'er the white shrines of that fair town ; 

* Bbjaporb.— A more remarkable example of the vanity 
of all human grandeur, or of the short continuance of 
human power, than this desolate place affords, cannot, 
perhaps, be met with In the whole world. Its architectural 
remains may vie in size, magnificence, and beauty, with 
ihoee nations that have been longest reublished upon 
earth; while the actual existence of its dominions scarcely 
doubles the period of time to which a man's natural life 
extends in these days. At Bejapore is the celebrated 

Taj BowLSS^a superb tank, or well, nearly a hundrsd 
yards square, and fifty feet deep."— £//iol. 

t The Mosdus op Mustapha Khan remains entire ; 
the less substantial buildings around it have long been in 
niins. 

t iBaARnf Padsrab's Tomb.— ** On the exterior of the 
body of the Mausoleum, over which the dome is raised, the 
walls are carved into Arabic inscriptions, sculptured with 
great skill, and disposed in every variety of ornament. 
The gilding and enamel, however, is entirely defaced, 
excepting in a small part in one of the sides, where its re* 
mains give a faint idea of Its former lustre. A person look- 
ing at the illuminated page of an Orienul MS. magnifying 
this, and fancying it to be represented by sculpture, paint- 
ing, and gilding, on the fa^e of a wall of black granite, 
will have some conception of the labour, skill, and bril* 
lianey of this work. The whole of the Koran is said to be 
carved on the four sides of this el^ant structure, in which 
the utmost art and taste of the archiiea and the sculptor 
have combined t/t produce the richest sffeck'^^^dsnAom. 
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IVhilo heavily the coooa tree 
Droop*d o*er the wellB its panoply, 
A warrior proud, whoae crested head 
Bends mournful o*cr the recent dead. 
And shadows deep athwart th ^Qlain, 
Usurp the silver moonbeam's \iga ; 
For every ruin'd building casi 
Shadows, like memories «f the past 
And not a sound the wind brought ni^ 
Save the far jackal's wailing cry, 
And that came from the field now red 
With the fierce banquet I had qnead: 
Accursed and unnatural feast. 
For worm, and fly, and bird, and beast ; 

While round me earth and heaven recorded 
The folly of life's desperate game, ^ 

And the cold justice still awarded 
By timet which makes all lots the aame. 
• Slayer or slain, it matters not. 
We struggle, perish, are forgot ! 
The earth grows green above the gone. 
And the calm heaven looks sternly on« 
•Twas folly this — the gloomy night 
Fled before morning's orient light ; 
City and river own'd its power, 
And I, too, gladden'd with the hour ; 
I saw my own far tents extend. 
My own proud crescent o'er them bend ; 
I heard the trumpet's glorious voice 
Summon the warriors of my choice. 
Again impatient on to lead, 
I sprang upon my raven steed. 
Again I felt my father's blood 
Pour through my veins its burning flood. 
My cimetar around I swung^ 
Forth to the air its lightning wpnang, 
A beautiful and fiery light, 
The meteor of the coming fight 

** I tnm'd from each forgotten grave 
To others, which the name they bear 

Will long from old oblivion save 
The beroea of the race I share. 
I thought upon the lonely isle* 
Where sleeps the lion king the while. 
Who look'd on death, yet paused to die 
Till comraded by Victory. 

* SHsaa Shah's Tomb— is sHoate at Saswrnm, in the 
ceDtre of a unlc of waier, about a mile la circumference. 
TIm name of so renowned a warrior would be likely to 
occur to a young and enterprisinf cliief, who must, of 
couive, be lamiliar wiili his history. His original name 
was Ferid, changed to Shere Chan, in consequence of 
having killed a tiger with one blow of his sabre. At the 
siege of Callinger he was morullj wounded; by the burn- 
ing of a shell. ** In this dreadful condition, the king began 
to breathe in great agonies ; he, however, encouraged the 
attack, and gave orders, till^ in the evening, news was 
brought him of the reduction of the place : he then cried 
out, * Thanks to Almighty Ood,> and expired.''— jDm^'s 



And he, the noblest of my line, 
Whoee tomb is now the warrior's shrine, 
(Where I were well content to be, 
So that such fame might live with me.) 
The light of peace, the storm of war. 
Lord of the earth, our proud Akbar.* 

« What though our passing day but be 
A bubble on eternity ; 
Small though the circle is, yet still 
'Tis ours to colour at our wilL 
Mine be that consciousness of life 
Which has its energies from strife. 
Which lives its utmost, knows its power. 
Claims from the mind its utmost dower^ 
With fiery pulse, and ready hand, 
That wills, and willing wins command— 
I'hat boldly takes from earth its beat-F- 
To whom the grave can be but rest 
Mine the fierce free existence spent 
'Mid meeting ranks and armed tent — 
Save the few moments which I steal 
At thy beloved feet to kneel— 
And own the warrior's wild career 
Has no such joy as waits him here— 
When all that hope can dream is hung 
Upon the music of thy tongue. 
Ah ! never is that cherish'd face 
Banish'd from its accustom'd place- 
It shines upon my weariest night. 
It leads me on in thickest fight : 
All that seems most opposed to be 
Is yet associate with thee-~ 
Together life and thee depart. 
Dream — idol^-treasure of my heart" 

Again, again Murad must wield 
His cimetar in battle field : 
And must he leave his lonely flower 
To pine in solitary bower 1 
Has power no aid — has wealth no charm. 
The weight of absence to disarm ? 

Alas ! she will not touch her lute— 
What, sing ? and not for Murad's ear 1 

The echo of the heart is mute. 
And that alone makes music dear. 
In vain, in vain, that royal hall 
Is deck'd as for a festivaL 
The sunny birds, whoee shining wings 
Seem as if bathed in golden springs, 
Though worth the gems they cost — and fair 
As those which knew her earlier care. 
The flowers — though there the roee expand 
The sweetest depths wind ever fann'd. 



* AxBAE's Tomb.— Of this monarch, his historian, Abul 
Paxil, remarks, that "His name lives, the glory of the 
House of Timur, and an example of renown to Uua kSaa^ 
of the world.'* 
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Ah, earth and sky have loveliest hues— 

But none to match that dearest red. 
Born of the heart, which still renews 

The life that on itself is fed. 
The maiden whom we love bestows 
Her magic on the haunted rose. 
Such was the colour — ^when her cheek 
Spoke what the lip might never speak. 
The crimson flush which could confess 
All that we hoped — but dai'ed not guess. 
That blush which thiough the world is known 
To love, and to the rose alone — 
A sweet companionship, which never 
The poet's dreaming eye may sever. 
And there were tulips, whose rich leaves 
The rainbow's dying light receives ; 
For only summer sun and skies 
Could lend to earth such radiant dyes ; 
But still the earth shall have its share, 
The st£m is green — the foliage fair — 
Those coronals of gems but glow 
Over the withcr*d heart below — 
That one dark spot, Uke pasuon's fire, 
Consuming with its own desire. 
And pale, as one who dares not turn 
Upon her inmost thoughts, and learn. 
If it be love their depths conceal ; 
LoVe she alone is doom'd to feel — 
The jasmine droopeth mournfully 
Over the bright anemone. 
The summer^s proud and sunburnt child : 
In vain the queen is not beguiled, 
They waste their bloom. Nadira's eye 
Neglects them. — Let them pine and die. 
Ah, birds and flowers may not suffice 
The heart that throbs with stronger ties. 
Again, again Murad is gone, 
Again his young bride weeps alone : 
Seeks her old nurse, to win her ear 
With magic stories once so dear, 
And calls the Almas to her aid. 

With graceful dance and gentle singing, 
And bells like those some desert home 

Hears from the camel's neck far ring^ing. 
Alas ! she will not raise her brow ; 
Yet stay — some spell hath caught her now : 
That melody has touch'd her heart 
O, triumph of Zilara's art ; 
She listens to the mournful strain 
And bids her sing that song again. 

soire. 

** My lonely lute, how can I ask 
For music from thy silent strings 1 

It IS too sorrowful a task, 

When only swept by memory's wings: 

Yet waken from thy charmed sleep, 

j\Jtbough I wake thee but to weep. 



'* Yet once I had a thousand songs, 

As now I have but only one. 
Ah, love, whate'er to thee belongs. 

With all life's other links, has done ; 
And I can breathe no other words 
Than thou has lefl upon the chords. 

** They say Camdeo's* place of rest, 
When floating down the Ganges' tide. 

Is in the languid lotus breast, 

Amid whose sweets he loves to hide. 

O, false and cruel, though divine, 

What dost thou in so fair a shrine t 

** And such the hearts that ihoa dost choose. 
As pure, as fair, to shelter thee ; 

Alas ! they know not what they lose 
Who chance thy dwelling-place to be. 

For, never more in happy dream 

Will they float down life's sunny stream. 

" My gentle lute, repeat one name, 
The very soul of love, and thine : 

No ; sleep in silence, let me frame 
Some other love to image mine ; 

Steal sadness from another's tone, 

I dare not trust me with my own. 

** Thy chords will win their mournful way. 
All treasured thoughts to them belong ; 

For things it were so hard to say 
Are murmur'd easily in song^ 

It is for music to impart 

The secrets of the burthen'd heart. 

** Go, taught by misery and love, 

And thou hast spells for every ear : 
But the sweet skill each pulse to move, 

Alas ! hath bought its knowledge dear- 
Bought by the wretchedness of years, 
A whole life dedicate to tears." 

The voice has ceased, the chords are mute, 
The singer droops upon her lute ; 
But, O, the fulness of each tone 
Straight to Nadira's heart hath gone — 
As if that mournful song reveal'd 
Depths in that heart till then conceal'd, 
A world of melancholy thought. 
Then only into being brought ; 
Those tender mysteries of the soul. 
Like words on an enchanted scroll. 
Whose mystic meaning but appears 
When wash'd and understood by teark 
She gazed upon the singer's face ; 
Deeply that young brow wore the trace 



• The Indian Cupid. 
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Of yean that leave their stamp behind : 
The wearied hope— the fever'd mind — 
The heart which on itaelf hath tum'd. 
Worn out with feelings — slighted — spam'd— 
Till scarce one throb remain'd to show 
What waim emotions slept below, 
Never to be renew'd again, 
And known but by remember'd pain. 

Her cheek was pale — impassion'd pale 

Like ashes white with former fire, 
Passion which might no more prevail. 

The rose had heen its own sweet pyre. 
You gazed upon the large black eyes, 

And felt what unshed tears were there ; 
Deep, gloomy, wik), like midnight skies. 

When storms are heavy on the air — 
And on the small red lip sat scorn. 
Writhing from what the past had borne; 
But far too proud to sigh — the will. 
Though crushM, subdued, was haughty still ; 
Last refuge of the spirits pain. 
Which finds endurance in disdain. 

Others wore blossoms in their hair. 
And golden bangles round the arm. 

She took no pride in being fair, 
The gay delight of youth to charm ; 
The softer wish of love to please. 
What had she now to do with these 1 
She knew herself a bartered slave. 
Whose only refuge was the grave. 

Unsoften'd now by those sweet noles^ 
Which half subdued the grief they told. 

Her long black hair neglected fleata 
0*er that wan face, like marble cold ; 
And careleasLy her listless hand 
Wander'd above her lute's comnund 
Bat silently— or ^ust a tone 
Woke into music, and was gone* 

** Come hither, maiden, take thy seat,** 
Nadira said, *'here at my feet" 
And, with the sweetness of a child 

Who smiles, and deems all else must smiley 
She gave the blossoms which she held. 
And praised the singer's skill the while ; 
Then started with a sad surprise. 
For tears were in the stranger's eyea. 
Ah, only those who rarely know 

Kind words, can tell how sweet they aeemu 
Great God, that there are those below 

To whom such words are IHlo a dream; 

** Come,** said the young Saltana, ** come 
To our lone garden by the river. 

Where summer hath its loveliest home. 
And where Camdeo fills his quiver. 

If. as thou sayest, 'tis stored with flowers^ 

Where will he find them fair as oon ! 

(34) 



And the sweet songs which thou canst sing, 
Methinks might charm away his sting." 

The evening banquet soon is spread — 
There the pomegranate's rougher red 
Was cloven, that it might disclose 
A colour stolen from the rose — 
The brown pistachio's glossy shell, 
The citron where faint odours dwell; 
And near the watermelon stands. 
Fresh from the Jumna's shining sands ; 
And golden grapes, whose bloom and hue 
Wear morning Ught and morning dew, 
Or purple with the deepest dye 
That flushes evening's farewell sky. 
And in the slender vases glow — 
Vases that seem like sculptured snow— 
The rich sherbets are sparkling bright 
With ruby and with amber light 
A fiagrant mat the ground o'erspread, 
With an old tamarind overhead. 
With drooping bough of darkest green. 
Forms for their feast a pleasant screen. 

'TIS night, but such delicious time 
Would seem like day in northern clime. 
A pure and holy element, 
Where light and shade, together blent. 
Are like the mind's high atmosphere. 
When hope is calm and heaven is near. 
The moon is young — her crescent brow 
Wears its ethereal beauty now. 
Unconscious of the crime and care, 
Which even her brief reign must know. 

Till she will pine to be so fair. 
With such a weary world below. 
A tremulous and silvery beam 
Melts over palace, garden, stream ; 
Each flower beneath that tranquil ray, 
Wears other beauty than by day. 
All pale as if with love, and lose 
Their rich variety of hues — 

But ah, that languid loveliness 
Hath magic, to the noon unknown, 

A deep and pensive tenderness. 
The heart at once feels is its own — 
How fragrant to these dewy hours. 

The white magnolia lifts its urn 
The veiy Araby of flowers. 

Wherein all precious odours bum. 
And when the wind disperses these. 
The faint scent of the lemon trees 
Mingles with that rich sigh which dwells 
Within the baubool's* golden bells. 
The dark green peepul's f glossy leaves, 
Like mirrors each a ray receives, 



* A favourite Indian flower. 

\ lL\x«ft^Qd«aa\V] \^vt6x^\si HA? 
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While luminous the moonlight hlh, 
0*er pearl kiosk and marble walls, 
Those graceful palaces that stand 
Most like the work of peri-land. 
And rippling to the lovely shore, 

The river tremulous with light. 
On its small waves, is coverM o*er 

With the sweet offerings of the night-^ 
Heaps of that scented grass whose bands 
Have all been wove by pious hands. 
Or wreaths, where fragrantly combined. 
Red and white lotus flowers are twined. 
And on the deep blue waters float 
Many a cocoanut's small boat, 
Holding within the lamp which bears 
The maiden's dearest hopes and prayen^ 
Watch'd hi as ever eye can see, 
A vain but tender augury. 
Alas ! this world b not his home. 
And still love trusts that signs will come 
From his own native world of bliss. 
To guide him through the shades of this 
Breams, omens, he delights m these, 
For love is linked with fantasies. 

But, hark ! upon the plaining wind 
Zilara's music floats again ; 

That midnight breeze could never find 
A meeter echo than that strain. 
Sad as the sobbing gale that sweeps 
The last sere leaf which autumn keeps. 
Yet sweet as when the waters fall, 
And make some lone glade musicaL 



soire. 

« Lady, sweet Lady, song of mine 
Was never meant for thee, 

I sing but from my heart, and thine— 
It cannot beat with me. 

** Tou have not knelt in vain despair. 

Beneath a love as vain, 
That desperate — that devoted love. 

Life never knows again. 

** What know you of a weaiy hope, 

The fatal and the fond. 
That feds it has no home on earth* 

Yet dares not look beyond 1 

<* The bitterness of wasted youth, 

Impatient of its tears ; 
The dreary days, the feverish nigJitSy 

The long account of years. 

" The vain regret^ tlie dream destroyed, 

The vacancy, of h^t, 
When life*s il^usioliis, Qi^;by one. 

Fiat Jarlp0ji-^*-*lhi»i depart 



" The vacant heart ! ah, wone, — a shxine 

For one beloved name ; 
Kept, not a blessing, but a curse. 

Amid remorse and shame. 

** To know how deep, how pure, how true 

Your early feelings were ; 
But mock*d, betray'd, disdain'd, and changed 

They have but left despair. 

** And yet the happy and the young 

Bear in their hearts a well 
Of gentlest, kindliest sympathy. 

Where tears unhidden dwelL 

** Then, lady, listen to my lute ; 

As angels look below. 
And e'en in heaven pause to weep 

0*er grief they cannot know." 



The song was o'er, but yet the strings 
Made melancholy murmurings; 
She wander'd on from air to air. 
Changeful as fancies when they bear 
The impress of the various thought. 
From memory's twilight caverns brt>iight 
At length, one wild peculiar chime, 
Recall'd this tale of ancient time. 



THE RAKI.* 

" There's dust upon the distant wind, and diadow 

on the skies. 
And anxiously the maiden strains her long^«xpeet- 

ing eyes. 
And fimdes she can catch the light fiur flashing 

from the sword. 
And see the silver crescent raised, of him, the 

Mogul lord. 

^She stands upon a loliy tower, and gazes o'er 

the plain : 
Alas ! that eyes so beautiful, should turn to heaven 

in vain. 



• Thb Rakl— The gilt of a bneelei, whose acceptance 
was exp ro aa o d by the return of a vesu It it a Rajpoot 
cuttoin. Where there la both valour and beauty, it were 
hard not to find aomething of chivalric obser^nce ; and the 
one alluded to, excels In devotlcm any record of the old 
romances, however their heroes might be vou^ auz dames. 
The chieftain to whom the Raki (anglic^, bracelet) was 
sent, became bound loiheaervice of some unknown dame, 
whoae bright eyes could dispense no reward, inasmuch as 
he was never to see them ; the " bracelet-bound brother," 
and hia adopted slater, never holding any intercourse 
Humaioon accepted this gage from KurnavatKthe princeai 
of Cheeiore, and at her aummona abandoned hia needy 
completed conquest of Bengal, and flew to succour, or al 
Issst avenge. 



'Til bat a sudden itomi whote weight is darken- 
ing on the air, 

The lightning iweeps the hill, but showa no com- 
ing warrion there. 



** Tet crimBon as the morning ray, she wean the 

robe of pride, 
That binds the gallant Humaioon, a brother, to her 

aide. 
His gift, what time around his arm the glittering 

band was rolled. 
With stars of every precious stone enwrought in 

shining gold. 

** Bound by the Raki's sacred tie, his ready aid to 

yield, 
Though beauty waited in the bower, and gloiy in 

the field : 
Why comes he not, that chiefUin vow'd, to this 

her hour of need ? 
Has honour no devotedness? has chivalry no 

speed ! 

** The young Sultana gazes round, she sees the 

' plain afar. 
Spread shining to the sun, which lights no trace 

of coming war. 
The very storm has past away, as neither earth nor 

heaven 
One token of their sympathy had to her anguish 

given. » 

** And still more hopeless than when last, she on 

their camp look*d down, 
The foeman's gathered numbers dose round the 

devoted town : 
And daily in that iatal trench her chosen soldiers 

ialh 
And siwead themselves a ranq^ vain, around that 

ruin*d walL 

** Her eyes upon her dty turn — alas ! what can 
they meet. 

But &mine, and despair, and death, in every lone- 
ly street! 

Women and children wander pale, or with de- 
spairing eye 

Look farewell to their native hearths, and lay them 
down to die. 

« She seeks her palace, where her court collects in 

mournful bands. 
Of maidens who but watch and weep, and wring 

their weary hands. 
One word there came from her white lips, one 

word, she spoke no more ; 
But that word was for life and death, the young 

(queen named — the Jojr. 
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•"A vrild shriek fill'd tho« palace halls— one 

shriek, it was the last. 
All womanish complaint and wail have in lis 

utterance past : 
They kneel at Kumavati's fiset, they bathe her 

hands in tears. 
Then hurrying to their task of death, each calm 

and stem appears. 



" There is a mighty cavern dose beside the palace 

gate, 
Dark, gloomy temple meet to make such sacrifice 

to £ite: 
There heap they up all predous woods, the sandal 

and the rose. 
While fragrant oils and essences like some sweet 

river flows. 

** And shawls from rich Cashmere, and robes from 

Decca's golden loom. 
And caskets fill'd with Orient pearls, dr yet more 

rare perfume; 
And lutes and wreaths, all graceful toys, of 

woman's gentle care. 
And heap*d upon that royal pile, the geneml doom 

to share. 

** But weep for those the human things, so lovdj 

and BO young, 
The panting^ hearts which still to life so passion* 

ately dung ; 
Some bound to this dear earth by hope, and some 

by love's strong thrall, 
And yet dishonour's high disdain was paramount 

withalL 

** Her silver robe flow'd to her feet, with jewels 

drded round. 
And in her long and raven hair the regal gems 

were bound ; 
And diamonds blaze, ruby and pearl were glitter^ 

ing in her zone, 
And there, with starry emeralds set, the radiant 

Kandjar* shone. 

** The young Sultana' led the way, while in her 

glorious eyes 
Shone spiritual, the clear deep light, that is in 

moonlit skies : 
Pale and resolved, her noble brow was worthy of 

a race 
Whose proud blood flow'd in those blue veins on- 

consdous of disgrace. 



* Trb Kandjar.— The Ksndjar Is a amaXl poniard, set 
with genu, worn io the girdle ot royal femalef, as a algfik of 
their rank. 
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*' Solemn and slow with moomfiil chant, come 

that devoted band. 
And Kuraavati follows last — ^the red torch in her 

hand: 
She fires the pile, a death-black smoke mounts 

from that dreary cave-— 
Fling back the city gates — the foe, can now find 

but a grave. 

** Hark the fierce music on the wind, the atabal, 
the gong, 

The stem avenger is behind, he has not tarried 
long; 

They brought his summons, though he stood be- 
fore his plighted bride ; 

They brought his summons, though he stood in 
all but victory's pride. 

** Yet down he flung the bridal wreath, he lefl the 

field unwon, 
All that a warrior might achieve, young Humaioon 

had done : 
Too late — he saw the reddening sky, he saw the 

smoke arise, 
A few faint stragglers lived to tell the Ranee*s 

sacrifice. 

*< But still the monarch held a sword, and had a 

debt to pay ; 
Small cause had Buhadour to boast — the triumph 

of that day ; 
Again the lone streets fiow'd with blood, and 

though too late to save, 
Vengeance was the funeral rite at Kurnavfiti's 



grave. 



>i 



Deep silence chained the listeners round. 
When, lo, another plaintive sound. 
Came from the river's side, and there 
They saw a girl witli looeen'd hair 
Seat her beneath a peepul tree. 
Where swung her gurrah* mournfully, 
FillM with the cool and limpid wave. 
An offering o'er some dear one's grave. 
At once Zilara caught the tone. 
And made it, as she sung, her own. 

soiro. 

" weep not o'er the quiet grave. 

Although the spirit lost be near : 
W^ep not, for well those phantoms know 

How vain the grief above their bier. 

* OuRRAH.— The Ourrah is the waler-jar which the 
Hindoo women poise so gracefully on their heads. Heber 
mentioDH, that they hang gurrahs on the peepul, a species 
of sacred tree ; and much planted about graves, that the 
spirits of the deceased may drink the holy waves of the 



Weep not — ah no, 'tis best to die. 
Ere all of bloom from life is fled ; 

Why live, when feelings, friends, and fiiith 
Have long been number'd with the dead ? 

** They know no rainbow hope that weeps 

Itself away to deepest shade ; 
Nor love, whose very happiness 

Should make the trusting heart afraid. 
Ah, human tears are tears of fire, 

That scorch and wither as they flow ; 
Then let them fall for those who live. 

And not for those who sleep below. 

" Yes, weep for those, whose silver chain 

Has long been loosed, and yet live on ; 
The doom'd to drink firom life's dark spring, 

Whose golden bowl has long been gone. 
Aye, weep for those, the weary, worn. 

The bound to earth by some vain tie: 
Some lingering love, some fond regret, 

Who loathe to live, yet fear to die." 



A moment's rest, and then once more 
Zilara tried her memory's store. 
And woke, while o'er the strings she bow'd, 
A tale of Rajahstan the proud. 



KISHIir KOWER.* 



" Bold as the falcon that faces the sun. 
Wild as the streams when in torrents tliey nm, 
Fierce as the flame when the jungle's on fire, 
Are the chieftains who call on the day-star 



sire. 



Since the Moghuls were driven from stately 

Mandoo,f 
And left but their ruins their reign to renew. 
Those hills have paid tribute to no foreign lord. 
And their children have kept what they won by 

the sword. 



• KisHBN KoWBR.— The history of Kishen Kower is of a 
later period than, properly speaking, becomes to my story. 
I trust the anachronism will be its own excuse. Without 
entering into the many intrigues to which she was sacri- 
ficed, it is only needful to observe, that her hand was 
claimed by the kings of Jeyixnir and Joudpour. A de- 
structive war was the consequence, for marriage with the 
one must incur the enmity of the other. A weak father, 
and an ambitious minister, led to the immolation of tho 
beautiful victim ; an unmarried daughter being held to be 
the greatest possible disgrace. 

i JuMMA MusJiD, Manooo.— Mandoo is the deserted ca- 
pital of the Mohammedan sovereigns of Malwa, who after- 
wards gave way lo the dynasty of the Rajpoots : it is a 
proof of its former magoificonce, that seven hundred ele- 
phants, in velvet housings, belonged to one of its mnn^wi^g^ 
** The tiger now hath chief dominion there." 
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Yet downcast each forehead, a sullen dismaj 
At Oudeypoor reigns in the Durbar* to-day, 
For bootless the struggle, and weary the fight, 
Which Adjeit Sing pictures with frown black as 

night : — 
** O filial the hour, when Makundra*s dark passf 
Saw the blood of our bravest sink red in the 

grt«; 
And the gifts which were destined to honour the 

bride^ 
By the contest of rivals in crimson were djFed. 
Where are the wanriora who once wont to stand 
The glory and rampart of Rajahstan's land 1 
Ask of the hills for their young and their brave, 
They will point to the valleys beneath as their 

grave.* 
The mother sits pale by her desolate hearth, 
And weeps o*er the infant an orphan firom birth ; 
While the eldest boy watches the dust on the 

spear, 
Which as yet his weak hand is unable to rear. 
The firuit is ungather*d, the harvest unsown, 
And the vulture exults o'er our fields as his own : 
There is famine on earth — there is plague in the 

air. 
And all for a woman whoie ftoe is too fiur.** 
There was silence like that from the tomb, for no 

sound 
Was heard from the chiefiains who darken'd 

around. 
When the voice of a woman arose in reply, 
' The daughtera of Rajahstan know how to die.' 

" Day breaks, and the earliest glory of mom 
A£ur o'er the tops of the mountains is borne ; 



* The court, or divan, to use a term familiar to most Eog- 
lleh readers. 

tTRB Pass of Makuhdsa.— A rocky entrance to 
Malwa, well suited u> be the scene of any predatory ez- 
eursion. 

t Pbrawa.— A small town in Malwa ; doubtlem, even 
within the last few years, witness to scenes like those 
sksiched in the text. Like most mountain countries, the 
whole distria was inhabited by a warlike and turbulent 
race ; a curious anecdote of the inflammable nature of the 
people, Is told in the History of Central India. ** The war 
with the Pindarriee was over, and the country was in a 
state of tolerable tranquillity, when a sudden agitation was 
produced among the peaceable inhabitants, by a number 
of cocoanuts being passed from village to village, with a 
mysterious direction to speed them in specific O'rections. 
The signal flew with unheard-of celerity. The potail uf 
every village, wherever one of these cocoanuts came, car- 
ried it himself with breathless haste to another, to avert a 
curse, which was denounced upon all who impeded or 
Slopped them for a moment. Every inquiry was instituted ; 
the route of the signal was traced for several hundred 
miles, but no certain information was obtained ; and a cir- 
cumstance, which produced for upwards of a month a very 
serious sensation over all Central India, remains to this 
moment a complete mystery."— £/2»of. It is really quite 
delightful to think that there should be such a thing as a 
mystery left In the world. 



Then the young Kishen Kower wander'd throq|^ 

the green bowers. 
That ^Iter'd the bloom of the island of flowers ; 
Where a fair summer palace arose 'mid the shade, 
Which a thousand broad trees for the noon-hour 

had made. 
Far around spread the hills with their varying hue^ 
From the deepest of purple to faintest of blue ; 
On one side the courts of the Rana are spread 
The white marble studded with granite's deep 

red; • 

While far sweeps the terrace, and rises the donie» 
Till lost in the pure clouds above like a home. 
Beside is a lake cover'd over with isles, 
As the face of a beauty is varied with smiles ; 
Some small, just a nest for the heron that 

springs 
From the long grassy and flashes the lig^t firom its 

wings ; 
Some bearing one palm tree, the stately and ftir. 
Alone like a column aloft in the air ; 
While others have shrubs and sweet plants that 

extend 
Their boughs to the stream o'er whose mirror they 

bend. 
The lily that queenlike uprears to the sum. 
The loveliest face that his light is upon ; 
While beside stands the cypress, which darkena 

the wave 
With a foliage meant only to shadow the grave. 

*< But the isle in the midst was the fairest of all 
Where ran the carved trellis aroiuid the light hall ; 
Where the green creeper's starry wreaths, scented 

and bright, 
Woo'd the small purple doves 'mid their shelter 

to light; 
There the proud oleander with white tufts was 

hung, 
And the fragile clematis its silver showers fltmg. 
And the nutmeg's soft pink was near lost in the 

pride 
Of the pomegranate blossom that blush'd at its 

side. 
There the butterflies flitted around oh the leaves. 
From which every wing its own colour receives ; 
There the scarlet-finch past like a light on the ^ 

wind. 
And the hues of the bayas* like sunbeams com- 
bined ; 
Till the dazzled eye sought firom such splendours to 

rove. 
And rested at last on the soft lilac dove ;f 



* Tkb Batas.— Small crested sparrows, with bright yel 
low breasts. 

tTHB KoKLi.-MIss Roboits, to whose « Oriental 

Scenes'* I am indebted for so much information, gracefully 

, and fancifully says, ** When listening to the son^ oC UbA 
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Whose song leem'd a dirge that at evening should 

be 
Pour'd forth from the height of the sad cypress 

tree. 
Her long dark hair plaited with gold on each 

braid : 
Her feet bound with jewels which flaah'd through 

the shade; 
One hand fillM with blossoms, pur^hyadnth beUs 
AVhich treasure the summer's first breath in their 

cells; 
The other caressing her white antelope. 
In all the young beauty of life and of hope. 
The princess roved onwards, her heart in her eyes, 
That sought their delight in the fair earth and 

skies. 
O, loveliest time ! O, happiest day ! 
When the heart is unconscious, and knows not its 

sway, 
When the favourite bird, or the earliest flower, 
Or the crouching fawn's eyes, make the joy of the 

hour, 
And the spirits and steps are as light as the sleep 
Which never has waken'd to watch or to weep. 
She bounds o'er the soft grass, half woman, half 

child. 
As gay as her antelope, almost as wild. 
The bloom of her cheek is like that on her years ; 
She has never known pain, she has never known 

tev», 
And thought has no grief, and no fear to impart ; 
The shadow of Eden is yet on her heart 

** The midnight has fisdlen, the quiet, the deep, 
Tet in yon Zenana none lie down for sleep. 
Like frighted birds gathered in timorous bands, 
The young slaves within it are wringing their 

hands. 
The mother hath cover'd her head with her veil. 
She weepeth no tears, and she maketh no wail ; 
But all that lone chamber pass silently by ; 
She has flung her on earth to despair and to die. 
But a lamp is yet burning in one dismal room. 
Young princess; where now is thy morning of 

bloom! 
Ah, ages, long ages, have pass'd in a breath. 
And life's bitter knowledge has heralded death. 
At the edge of the musnud* she bends on her 

knee. 
While her eyes watch the &ce of the stem Chand 

Baee.f 

« 

kokle, its melancholy cadences, aad abrupt termination, 
always iiopreased my mind with the idea, that the broken 
sUvina were snatciies of some mournful story, too full of 
wo to be told at once." 

• Tui MnsMUD.— A sort of matrass assigned as the place 
uf honour, usually covered with gold cloth, velvet, or em- 
bcoldiflj, and placed on the floor. 

t ('hand Baee was the aunt of Kishan Kower, and on her 
devolved the task of preparing the unfortunate Princess. 



Proud, beautiful, fierce ; while she gazee, the tone 
Of those high murky features grows almost her 

own; 
And the blood of her race rushes dark to her brow, 
The spirit of heroes has enter'd her now. 
** * Bring the death-cup, and never for my sake 

shall shame 
Quell the pride of my house, or dishonour its 

name.' 
She drain'd the sherbet, while Chand Baee look'd 

on. 
Like a warrior that marks the career of his son. 
But life is so strong in each pure azure vein. 
That they take not the venom — she diainn it 

again. 
The haugbty eye closes, the white teeth lure set, 
And the dew-damps of pain on the wrung brow 

are wet : 
The slight frame is writhing — she sinks to the 

ground; 
She yields to no struggle, she utters no sound — 
The small hands are dench'd — they relax — it is 

past, 
And her aunt kneels beside her — kneels weeing 

at last 
Again morning breaks over palace and lake, 
But where are the glad eyes it wont to awake. 
Weep, weep, 'mid a bright world of beauty and 

bloom, 
For the sweet htunan flower that lies low in the 

tomb. 
And wild through the palace the death-song is 

breathing, 
And white are the blossoms, the slaves weep while 

wreathing. 
To strew at the feet, and to bind round the head. 
Of her who was number'd last night with the 

dead: 
They braid her long tresses, they drop the shroud 

o'er. 
And gaze on her cold and pale beauty no more : 
But the heart has her image, and long after years 
Will keep her sad memory with music and teazs.** 



Days pass, yet still Zilara's song 

Beguiled the fiadr Sultana's hours, 
As the wind bears some bird along 

Over the haunted orange bowers. 
'Twas as till then she had not known 
How much her heart had for its own ; 
And Murad's image seem'd more dear. 

These higher chords of feeling strung : 
And love shone brighter for the shade 

That others' sorrows round it flung. 

It was one sultry noon, yet sweet 
The air which through the matted 
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Came oool^its breeses had to meet 

A hundred plumes, ere it could pan ; 
The peacock's shming feathers wave 
From many a young and graceful slave ; 
Who silent kneel amid the gloom 
Of that dim and perfumed room. 

Beyond, the radiant sunbeams rest 
On many a minaret's glittering crest. 
And white the dazzling tombs belew, 
Like masses sculptured of pure snow : 
While round standi many a giant tree. 
Like pillars of a sanctuary, 
Whose glossy foliage, dark and bright. 
Reflects, and yet excludes the light 
O sun, how glad thy rays are shed ; 
How canst thou glory o'er the dead ? 

AL, folly this of human pride. 
What are the dead to one like thee. 

Whose mirror is the mighty tide. 
Where time flows to eternity ? 
A single race, a single age, 
What are they in thy pilgrimage? 
The tent, the palace, and the tomb 
Bepeat the universal doom. 
Man passes, but upon the plain 
Still the sweet seasons hold their leigiiy 
As if earth were their sole domain, 
And man a toy and mockery thrown 
Upon the world he deems his own. 

All is so calm — ^tbe sunny air 
Has not a current nor a shade ; 

The vivid green the rice fields wear 
Seems of one moveless emerald made; 
The Ganges* quiet waves are rolfd 
In one broad sheet of molten gold ; 
And in the tufled brakes beidde. 
The water fowls and herons hide. 
And the still earth might almost seem 
The strange creation of a dream. 
Actual, breathless — dead, yet bright-* 
Unblest with life, yet mockM with light. 
It mocks our nature's &te and power. 
When we look forth in such an hour, 

And that repose in nature see. 
The fond desire of every heart ; 

But, O ! thou inner world, to thee. 
What outward world can e'er impart? 

But turn we to that darken'd hall 
Where the cool fountain's pleasant &11 
Wakens the odours yet unshed 
From the blue hyacinth's drooping head | 
And on the crimson couch beside 
Reclines the young and royal bride; 
Not sleeping, though the water's chime^ 
The lulling flowers^ the languid time^ 



Might s6othe her to the gentlest sleep, 
O'er which the genii watchings keep, 
And shed from their enchanted wings, 
All loveliest imaginings : 
No, there is murmuring in her ear, 
A voice than sleep's more soft and dear ; 
While that pale slave with drooping eye 
Speaks mournfully of days gone by ; 
And every plaintive word is fraught 
With music which the heart has taught, 
A pleading and confiding tone, 
To those mute lips so long unknown. 
Ah ! all in vain that she had said, 
To feeling, ** slumber like the dead ;" 
Had bade each pang that might convulse 
With fiery throb the beating pulse. 
Each faded hope, each eariy dream, 
Sleep as beneath a frozen stream ; 
Such as her native mountains bear, 
The cold white hills around Jerdair ;* 
Heights clad with that eternal snow, 
Which happier valleys never know. 
Some star in that ungenial sky, 
Might well shape such a destiny ; 
But till within the dark calm grave, 
There yet will run ao under-wave. 
Which huinan sympathy can still 
Excite and melt to tears at will ; 
No magic any spell affords, 
Whose power like a few kind words. 

'Twas strange the contrast in the pair, 

That leant upon that cool fountain's side ; 
Both very young, both very &ir. 

By nature, not by fate allied : 
The one a dariing and delight, 
A creature like the morning bright : 
Whose weeping is the sunny shower 
Half light upon an April hour ; 
One who a long glad childhood past. 

But left that happy home to 'bide 
Where love a deeper shadow cast, 

A hero's proud and treasured bride : 
Who her light footstep more adored. 
Than all the triumphs of his sword ; 
Whose kingdom at her feet the while. 
Had seem'd too little for a smile. 

But that pale slave was as the tomb 
Of her own youth, of her own bloom ; 
Enough remain'd to show how fiiir. 
In other days those features were. 
Still linger'd delicate and fine. 
The shadow of their pure outline ; 
The small curved lip, the glossy brow. 

That melancholy beauty wore. 



• JsaDAiB is a smsll village iliuated amid the hills ef 
Qurwall, within fifty miles of the Himalaya mouotaioib 
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Whoee spell U in the silent past, 

Which saith to love and ho^je, " No more ;" 
No more, for hope hath long forsaken 

Love, though at first if s gentle guide 
First luU'd to sleep, then left to 'waken, 

'Mid tears and scorn, despair and pride. 
And only those who know can tell, 
What love is after hope's farewelL 
And first she spoke of childhood's time, 

Little, what childhood ought to be, 
When tenderly the gentle child 

Is cherish'd at its mother's knee, 
Who deems that ne'er before, from heaven 
So sweet a thing to earth was given. 
But she an orphan had no share 
In fond afiection's early care ; 
She knew not love until it came 
Far other, though it bore that name. 

** I felt," she said, " aU things grow bright ! 

Before the spirit's inward UghL 

Earth was more lovely, night and day, 

Conscious of some enchanted sway. 

That flung around an atmosphere 

I had not deem'd could brighten here. 

And I have gazed on Moohreeb's £ice. 

As exiles watch their native place ; 

I knew his step before it stirr'd 

From its green nest the cautions bird. 

I woke, till eye and cheek grew dim, 

Then slept — it was to dream of him ; 

I lived for days upon a word 

Less watchful ear had never heard : 

And won from careless look or sign 

A happiness too dearly mine. 

He was my world — I wish'd to make 

My heart a temple for his sake. 

It matters not— such passionate lova 

Has only life and hope above ; 

A wanderer from its home on high. 

Here it is sent to droop and die. 

He loved me not— or but a day, 

I was a flower upon his way : 

A moment near his heart enshrined, 

Then flung to perish on the wind." 

She hid her face within her hands—- 
Methinks the maiden well might weep : 

The heart it has a weary task 

Which unrequited love must keep ; 

At on^ a treasure and a curse, 

The shadow on its universe. 

Alas for young and wasted years, 

For long nights only spent in tears ; 

For hopes, like lamps in some dim am. 

That but for the departed bum. 

Alas for her whose drooping brow 

Scarce struggles with its sorrow now. 



At first Nadna wept to see 
That hopelessness of miseiy. 

But, O, she was too glad, too young, 
To dream of an eternal grief; 

A thousand thoughts within her spmni^ 
Of solace, promise, and relief. 
Slowly Zilara raised her head. 
Then, moved by some strong feeling, said, 
*< A boon, sultana, there is one 
Which won by me, were heaven won ; 
Not wealth, not freedom — wealth to me 
Is worthless, as ail wealth must be, 
When there are none its gifts to share : 
For whom have I on earth to care 1 
None from whose head its golden shrine 
May ward the ills that fell on mine. 
And freedom^— 'tis a worthless boon. 
To one who will be firee so soon ; 
And yet I have one prayer, so deEur, 
I dared not hope — I only fear." 
** Speak, trembler, be your wish confest, 
And trust Nadira with the rest" 
** Lady, look forth on yonder tower. 
There spend I mora and midnight's hour, 
Beneath that lonely peepul tree—* 
Well may its branches wave o'er me. 
For their dark wreaths are ever shed 
The mournful tribute to the dead^ 
There sit I, in fond wish to cheer 
A captive's sad and lonely ear. 
And strive his drooping hopes to raise, 
With songs that bjgeathe of happier days. 
Lady, methinks I scarce need tell 
The name that I have loved so well ; 
'TIS Moohreeb, captured by the sword 
Of him, thy own unconquer*d lord. 
Lady, one word— one look from thee, 
And Murad sets that captive free." 
** And you will follow at his side 1" 
" Ah, no, he hath another bride ; 
And if I pity, canst thou bear 
To think upon her lone despair 1 
No, break the mountain chieftain's chain. 
Give him to hope, home, love again." 

Her cheek with former beauty bluah'd. 
The crimson to her forehead rush'd, 
Her eyes rekindled till their light 
Flash'd from the lash's summer night. 
So eager was her prayer, so strong 
The love that bore her soul along. 
Ah ! many loves for many hearts ; 

But if mortality has known 
One which its native heaven imparts 

To that fine soil where it has grown ; 



* Bishop Heber mentions a picturesque custom prevalent 
in one of the Rajpoot tribes. The death of a warrior is 
only announced to his fiunily by branches of the peepul 
tree strewed beibre his done 
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Tis in that finrt and early feeling, 
Passion's most spiritual revealing ; 
Halt dream, all poetry — ^whose hope 
Coloars life's chann*d horoscope 
With hues so beautiful, so pure^ 
Whose nature is not to endure. 
As well expect the tints to last, 
The rainbow on the storm hath cast 
Of all young feelings, love first dies, 
Soon the world piles its obsequies ; 
Yet there have been who still would keep 
That early vision dear and deep. 
The wretched they, but love requires 
Tears, tears to keep alive his fires : 
The happy will forget, but those 
To whom despair denies repose. 
From whom all future light is gone, 
The sad, the slighted, still love on. 

The ghurrees* are chiming the rooming hour, 
The voice of the priest is heard firom the tower, 
The turrets of Delhi are white in the sun, 
Alas ! that another bright day has beg^n. 
Children of earth, ah ! how can ye bear 
This constant awakening to toil and to care 1 
Out upon morning, its hours recall, 
Earth to its trouble, man to its thrall. 
Out upon morning, it chases the night. 
With all the sweet dreams that on slumber alight ; 
Out upon morning, which wakes us to life, 
With its toil, its repining, its sorrow and strife. 
And yet there were many in Delhi that day. 
Who watchM the first light, and rejoiced in the 

ray; 
They wait their young monarch, who comet firom 

the field 
With a wreath on his spear, and a dent on his 

shield. 
There's a throng in the east, 'tis the king and his 

train: 
And first prance the horsemen, who scarce can re- 
strain 
Their steedsf that are wild as the wind, and as bold 
As the riders who curb them with bridles of gold : 
The elephants follow, and o'er each proud head 
The chattah that glitters with gems is outspread, 
Whence the silver bells fall with tlieir musical 

sound, 
While the howdah^ red trappings float bright on 

the ground : 



• Thi OMcaaKB is a sort of gong, on which the hour is 
truck when the bnten cup fills, and sinlcs down In the 
water of the vessel on which it floats. This primitive 
ttethod of reclconing lime is still reuined in India. 

tOne fashion I confess to having omitted: however, 
here it is in plain prose. The tails of the chargers are often 
dyed a bright scarlet, which, when at full gallop, has much 
the appearance of leaving a track of fire aderthem. 

t Thk Uowdah is the seat on the elephants neck ; often 
Ibrmed of pure silver. 

(35) 



Behind stalk the camels, which, weary and worn. 
Seem to stretch their long necks, and repine at tho 

mom; 
And wild on the air the fierce war-echoes come. 
The voice of the atabal, trumpet, and drum : 
Half lost in the shout that ascends from the crowd. 
Who delight in the young, and the brave, and tho 

proud. 
'Tis folly to talk of the right and the wrong. 
The triumph will casry the many along. 

A dearer welcome far remains, 
Than that of Delhi's crowded plains :^ 
Soon Murad seeks the shadowy hall. 
Cool with the fountain's languid fall ; 
His own, his best beloved to meet 
Why kneels Nadira at his feet ! 
With flushing cheek, and eager air. 
One word hath won her easy prayer; 
It is such happiness to grant. 
The elightest fancy that can haunt 
The loved one's wish, earth hath no gem, 
And heaven to hope, too dear for them. 

That night beheld a vessel glide. 
Over the Ganges' onward tide ; 
One watch*d that vessel from the shore, 
Too conscious of the firei^ht it bore. 
And wretched in her granted vow. 
Sees Moohreeb leaning by the prow. 
And knows that soon the winding river 
Will hide him from her view forever. 

Next mom they found the youthful slave 
Still kneeling by the sacred wave ; 
Her head was leaning on the stone 

Of an old min'd tomb beside, 
A fitting pillow cold and lone. 

The dead had to the dead supplied ; 
The heart's last string hath snapt in twain, 
O, earth, receive thine own again : 
The weary one at length has rest 
Within thy chill but quiet breast 
Long did the young sultana keep 

The memory of that maiden's lute ; 
And call to mind her songs, and weep. 

Long after those charmed chords were mote. 
A small white tomb was raised to show 
That human sorrow slept below ; 
And solemn verse and sacred line 
Were graved on that funereal shrine. 
And by its side the cypress tree 
Stood, like unchanging memory. 



• DsLHL— "The remains of this once magnificent and 
populous city exhibit so desolate and mt>1ancholjr a scene, 
that it has more the look of an assemblage of dilapidated 
mansions of the dead tliau the living; and it is at this tinM 
dififlcult to imagine it to have ever been any thing else than 
a vast and splendid ceaMerj,"^EUiot. 
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And even to this hour are thrown 

Green wreaths on that rcmember'd atone ; 

And sotigB remain, whose tunes are firaug^ 

With music which herself first taught, 

Andy it is said, one lonely star 

Still brings a murmur sweet and fiur 

Upon the silent midnight air, 

As if ZUara wander*d there. 

O ! if her poet soul be blent 

With its srial element, 

May its lone course be where the rill 

Goes singing at its own glad will ; 

Where early flowers unclose and die ; 

Where shells beside the ocean lie, 

Fiird with strange tones ; or where the breeze 

Sheds odours o'er the moonlit seas : 

There let her gentle spirit ro^e 

Embalm'd by poetry and love. 



JOHN KEMBLE. 

O ! GLORIOUS triumph, thus to sway at will 
All feelings in our nature ; thus to work 
The springs of sympathy, the mines of thought. 
And all the deep emotions of the heart 

To colour the fine paintings of tlie mind. 
And bid them move and breathe. Our island bud, 
He who flung human life upon hu page. 
How much he owes the actor. Kemble once 
Made Hamlet, Cato, and the Noble Moor, 
Our own familiar firiends — they lived, they look'd, 
And left an actual image on the soul. 
I would I could remember them, but he 
Who looks yon pale and melancholy prince. 
Was past before my time — ^yet still the stage 
Is fancy's world of poetry to me — 
For I have heard the pathos of the Moor 
Tremble in broken music, when he bids 
His last farewell to Venice, and implores 
For charity and rest : — and I have wept 
When the stem father slays his only child, 
That he may keep her memory a thing 
To shelter in his heart Nor is she least 
Amid these haunting shapes — that gentle wife. 
Who kept one stainless faith through long, long 

years. 
Of utter hopelessness, and yet loved on ; 
Till Mantua ranks within my memory, 
With those Italian cities which have been 
The visions of my youth. 
I know not how it acts on other minds. 
But this I know, my most enchanted world 
Is hidden when the curtain falls, and leaves 
]{emcmbrance only of its gorgeous dreams 
Ana beautiful creations. 



THE DANCING GIRL. 

A LieHT and joyous figure, one that seems 
As if the air were her own element ; 
Begirt with cheerful thoughts, and bringing back 
Old days, when nymphs upon Arcadian plains 
Made musical the wind, and in the sun 
Flash'd their bright cymbals and their whitest 

hands. 
These were the days of poetry—rthe woods 
Were haunted with sweet shadows ; and the caves 
Odorous with moss, and lit with shining spars. 
Were homes where Naiades met some graceful 

youth 
Beneath the moonlit heaven — all this is post ; 
Ours is a darker and a sadder age ; 
Heaven help us through it ! — ^'tis a weary worid 
The dust and ashes of a happier time. 



A LEGEND OF TEIGNMOUTH. 

A STORT of the olden time, when hearts 
Wore truer fedth than now — a carved intone 
Is in a little ancient church which stands 
'Mid yonder trees, 'tis now almost defaced ; 
But careful eye may trace the mouldVing lines. 
And kind tradition has preserved the tale ; 
I tell it nearly in the very words 
Which are the common legend. 

Some few brief hours, my gallant bark. 

And we shall see the shore ; 
My native, and my beautiful. 

That I will leave no more. 

And gallantly the white sails swept 

On, on before the wind ; 
The prow dash'd through the foam and left 

A sparkling line behind. . 

The sun look'd out through the blue sky, 

A gladson^ summer sun ; 
The white cliffs like his mirrors show 

Their native land is won. 

And gladly from the tall ship's side, 

Sir Francis hail'd the land, 
And gladly in his swiftest boat, 

Row'd onward to the strand. 

" I see my father's castle walls 

Look down upon the sea ; 
The red wine will flow there to-nigh^ 

And all for love of me. 
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" I left a gentle maiden there : 
For all the tales they say 

Of woman's wrong and faithlevoii 
To him who is away ; 

** ni wager on her lily hand, 
Where's still a golden ring; 

But, lady, 'tis a plainer one 
That o'er the seas I bring." 

His bogle sound the turret swept 
They meet him in the hall ; 

But 'mid dear faces where is hers. 
The dearest of them all 1 

Ah ! every brow is daik and sad. 
And every voice is low ; 

His bosom b^ats not as it beat 
A little while ago. 

They lead him to a darken'd room. 

A heavy pall they raise ; 
A face looks forth as beautiful 

As in its living days. 

A ring is yet upon the handy 
Sir Francis, worn for thee. 

Alas ! that such a clay-cold hand, 
Should true love's welcome be ! 



He kiss'd that pale and lovely mouth. 

He laid her in the grave ; 
And then again Sir Francis sail'd 

Far o'er the ocean wave. 

To east and west, to north and south. 

That mariner was known ; 
A wanderer bound to many a shore^ 

But never to his own. 

At length the time iqppoinled came^ 

He knew that it was oome ; 
With pallid brow and wasted firame^ 

That manner sought home. 

The womHNit v c ase l readi'd the shora^ 
The weary sails sank down ; 

The seamen dear'd her of the spoils 
From many an Indian town. 

And then Sir Francis fired iSbe ship ; 

Yet tears were in his eyes, 
When the last blaze of those old planks 

Died in the midnight skies. 

Next morning, 'twas a Sabbath mom 
'Hiey sought that church, to pray ; 

And cold beside his maiden's tomb 
The brave Sir Francis lay. 

O, Death ! the pitying that restored 

The lover to his bride ; 
Onoe more the marble was unclosed, 

Th^ laid him at her side. 



And still the evening sunshine sheds 
Its beauty o'er that tomb ; 

Like heaven's own hope, to mitigate 
Earth's too unkindly doom. 



AIREY FORCE. 

Atb, underneath yon shadowy side, 
I could be fain to fix my home ; 

Where dashes down the torrent's pride, 
In sparkling wave, and sUver foam. 

No other sound is waking there. 

But that perpetual voice, which seems 

Like spirit music on the air, 
An echo from the world of dreams. 

They were more wise in other days ; 

Then tum'd the hermit to his cell, 
And left a world where all betrays, 

Apart with his own thoughts to dwelL 

Content to curb the heart, to be 
Indifferent, quiet, mournful, cold 

With hopes tum'd into memory. 

With feelings that had lost their hold. 

Far better this, than such vain life 
As is in crowded cities known ; 

Where care, repining, grief, and strife. 
Make every passing hour their own. 

There, by yon torrent's rushing wave, 
I'd pass what yet of time remain'd ; 

And feel the quiet of the grave 
Long ere that grave itself vrere gain^ 



THE REPLY OF THE FOUNTAIN 

How deep within each human heart, 
A thousand treasured feelings lie ; 

Things precious, delicate, apart. 
Too sensitive for human eye. 

Our purest feelings, and our best. 
Yet shrinking from the common view*; 

Rarely except in song exprest. 
And yet how tender, and how true ' 

They wake, and know their power, when e^s 
Flings on the west its transient glow ; 

Yet long dark shadows dimly weave 
A gloom round some green ^AlkbffSiis«<« 
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Who dreams not then — the young dream on^ 
Life traced at hope*i delicious will ; 

And those whose youth of heart is gone, 
Perhaps have visions dearer stilL 

They rise, too, when expected least, 
When gay yourself, amid the gay. 

The heart from revelry hath ceased 
To muse o'er hours long past away. 

And who can think upon the past 

And not weep o*er it as a grave ? 
How many leaves life's wreath has cast ! 

What lights have sunk beneath the wave ! 

But most these deep emotions rise 

When, drooping o'er our thoughts alone. 

Our former dearest sympathies 

Come back, and claim us for their own. 

Such mood is on the maiden's mind 

Who bends o'er yon clear fount her brow ; 

Long years, that leave their trace behind, 
Long years, are present with her now. 

Yet, once before she ask'd a sign 
From that wild fountains plaintive song ; 

And silvery, with the soft moonshine, 
Those singing waters pass along. 

It was an hour of beauty, made 

For the young heart's impassion'd mood. 
For love of its sweet self afraid, 

For hope that colours solitude. 

Alas," the maiden sigh'd, ** since first 
I said, O fountain, read my doom ; 
What vainest &ncies have I nurst. 
Of which I am myself the tomb ! 

** The lore was check'd — ^the hope was vain, 
I deem'd that I could feel no more ; 

Why, fidse one, did we meet again. 
To show thine influence was not o'er t 

" I thought that I could never weep 

Again, as I had wept for thee. 
That love was buried cold and deep. 

That pride and scorn kept watch by me. 

" My early hopes, my early tears 
Were now almost forgotten things. 

And otber cares, and other years 

Had brought what all experience bringv^ 

"■Indifierence, weariness, disdain. 

That taught and ready smile which grows 

A habit soon — as streams retain 
The shape and light in which they froie. 



** Again I met that faithless eye, 
Again I heard that charmed tongue ; 

I felt they were my destiny, 
I knew again the spell they flung. 

** Ah ! years have fled, since last his name 
Was breathed amid the twilight dim ; 

It was to dream of him, I came. 
And now again I dream of him. 

*'But changed and cold, my soul has been 
Too deeply wrung, too long unmoved. 

Too harden'd in life's troubled scene 
To love as I could once have loved. 

** Sweet fountain, once I ask'd thy waves 
To whisper hope's enchanted spell ! 

Now I but ask thy haunted caves 
To teach me how to say farewell." 

She lean'd her head upon her hand. 
She gazed upon that fountain lone 

Which wander'd by its wild flower strand 
With a low, mournful, ceaseless moan. 

It soothed her with a sweet deceit 
Of pity, murmur'd on the breeze ; 

Ah deep the grief, which seeks to cheat 
Itseli* with fantasies like these. 



THE WISHING GATE.* 

Wishes, no ! I have not one, 
Hope's sweet toil with me is done ; 
One by one have flitted by, 
AU the rainbows of the sky. 
Not a star could now unfold 
Aught I once wish'd to be told. 
What have I to seek of thee ? 
Not a wish remains for me. 

Let the soldier pause to ask. 
Honour on his glorious task ; 
Let the parting sailor crave 
A free wild wind across the wave ; 
Let the maiden pause to frame 
Blessings on some treasured name ; 
Let them breathe their hopes in thee. 
Not a wish remains for me. 

Not a wish ! beat not my heart. 
Thou hast bade thy dreams depart ; 
They have past, but left behind 
Weary spirit, wasted mind. 

* I believe that to this haunted gate a common super- 
•lition isattached,namel]r« that to wish and to have that 
wish fulfilled, Is the result of such wish being uttered 
while passing. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



277 



Ah ! if this old chann were sooth. 
One wish yet might tax its truth ; 
I would ask, however vain, 
Never more to wiah again. 



HEBE. 

YoTTTH ! thou art a lovely time, 
With thy wild and dreaming eyes; 

Looking onwards to their prime. 
Coloured by their April skies. 

Yet I do not wish for thee. 

Pass, ! quickly pass from me. 

Thou hast all too much unrest. 
Haunted hy vain hopes and fears ; 

Though thy cheek with smiles be drest, 
Yet that cheek is wet with tears. 

Bitter are the frequent showers, 

Falling in thy sunny hours. 

Let my heart grow calm and cold, 
Calm to sorrow, cold to love ; 

Let afibctions loose their hold, 
Let my spirit look above. 

I am weary — ^youth, pass on. 

All thy dearest gifts are gone. 

She in whose sweet form the Greek 
Bade his loveliest vision dwell ; 

She of yon bright cup and cheek, 
From her native heaven fell : 

Type of what may never last. 

Soon the heaven of youth is past 

O ! fiurewell — for never more 
Can thy dreams again be mine ; 

Hope and truth and faith are o*er. 
And the heart which was their shrine 

Has no boon of thee to seek, 

Asking but to rest or break. 



SHUHUR,* JEYPORE. 

A LoirsLT grave, far from all kindred ties ; 
Lonely like life, and that was past afar 
From friends and home. Tis well that youth has 
hopes 



* Shnhur is a small town, in a wild part of Jey pore. The 
lecent death of a young acquaintance in its neighbourhood, 
led to the above lines. Every traveller alludes to the me- 
lancholy appearance of European burjing-grounds; with* 
out roournen or memorial, and almost without the common 
decencies of sepultursb 



That gladden with the future present hours ; 
Or else how sorrowful would seem the time 
Which parts the young bird from its parent nest. 
To wing its passage through the dreary world. 

Alas ! hope is not prophecy, — we dream. 
But rarely does the glad fulfilment come : 
We leave our land and we return no more 
Or come again, the weary and the worn. 

But yonder grave, where the dark branches 
droop. 
The only sign of mourning, early closed 
O'er the young English stranger ; — former love 
And other days were warm about his hearty 

When it gprew cold forever 

And many are the tombs that scattered lie 

Alone neglected, o*er the Indian plains— 

'Tis the worst curse, on this our social world, 

Forttme's perpetual presence— -wealth, which now 

Is like life's paramount necessity. 

For this, the household band is broken up, 

The hearth made de6olate--and sunder'd hearts 

Left to forget or break. For this the earth 

Is cover'd with a thousand English graves, 

By whose side none remain to weep or pray ; 

Alas ! we do mistake, and vainly buy 

Our golden idols at too great a price. 

Fd rather share the lowest destiny, 

That dares not look beyond the present day. 

But treads on native ground, breathes native 

air, — 
Than win the wealth of worlds beyond the wave ; 
And pine and perish 'neath a foreign sky. 



PRESTON. 



In the year 1715, the friends of the Pretender were de- 
feated here by the Ibrcps of George the First, under the 
command of Generals Willis and Carpenter. Having 
been joined bjr disaffected people, great numbera of them 
were made prisoners, brought to trial, and found guilty of 
high treason. Richard Chorley, Esq., of Chorley, was one 
of the number.— FMA«r'« Lanctuhirt. 



Lo ! the banquet is over, — ^but one, only one. 
Remains when the mirth of the revel is done ; 
His forehead is dark as he paces the hall. 
He is boimd by an oath which he cannot recalL 

The youngest, though chief of his house and his 

line. 
He has pledged the Stuart's health in his own 

Spanish wine ; 
The sword on the wall must start forth from iti 

sheath, 
For Richard of Ghotl«^ >i^VwqaBa^Nft'^Mt^^wiS^^ 
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He 18 braye at the bravest that ever wore brand. 
Yet downcast his eye, and reluctant his hand. 
He lingers enthralled by that tenderest tie. 
For whose sake the bold are unwilling to die. 

A step in the silence, a shade on the gloom. 
And a lady thrice lovely hath entered the room ; 
He can see her lip quiver, can hear her heart beat. 
She kneels on the floor, and she sinks at his feet 

He dares not look on her, he turns from her now, 
For the moonlight fiills dear on her beautiful 

brow: 
One word from those lips, one glance from those 

eyes; 
Tis for life, or for death — if he leave her, she dies. 

^is for love or for honour — a woman for love 
Will yield every hope upon earth, or above ; 
But a soldier has honour — ^life*s first and best 

chord; 
He may die for his love, but he lives for his word. 

He belts on his sword, and he springs on his 

steed, 
A nd the spur is dyed red as he urges its speed ; 
The road flies before him, he passes the wind, 
But ho leaves not the thoughts that oppress him 

behind. 

Alas for the White Rose ! its hour is gone by 
Its toil is unfriendly, inclement its sky ; 
The day of its pride and its beauty is o'er. 
The White Rose in England will blossom no 
more. 

Alas for its victims ! the green fields are spread. 
The green fields of England, with dying and dead ; 
But deeper the wail where these priwn-walls 

stand, 
Where the captives are gathered with gyves on 

each hand. 

The daybreak is bright, as with joy overspread, 
The face of the east wears a glorious red ; 
The dew's on the hawthorn, the early wild flowers 
Smile out a sweet welcome to morning's glad 
hours. 

But dark looms the gibbet on high in the air, 
While the shuddering gaie turns from the sight 

that is there : 
Dishonoured — degraded-^a mock for the crowd. 
Can this be the doom of the young and the 

proud? 

Tis over — the traitors are left on the tree ! 
One sitB 'neath their shadow, her head on her knee ; 
A cloak o'er the face of the mourner is spread, 
iTbfff nus0 ii to look— And they look on the dead. 



Young Richard of Chorley she follow'd thee on. 
But thy life was her own, and with thine it is 

gone; 
Both true to their faith, both so fair and so young. 
Wo, wo, for the fate which on this world is flung ! 
Now for their sake, when summer's sweet children 

imclose. 
Give a moment's sad thought to the fatal White 

Rose. 



THE MISSIONARY. 

It is a glorious task to seek. 

Where misery droops the patient head : 
Where tears are on the widow's cheek. 

Where weeps the mourner o'er the dead. 

These are the moments when the heart 
Turns from a world no longer dear; 

These are the moments to impart 
The only hope still constant here. 

That hope is present in our land. 
For many a sacred shrine is there ; 

Time-honour'd old cathedrals stand;* 
Each village has its house of prayer. 

O'er all the realm one creed is spread- 
One name adored— one altar known * 

If souls there be in doubt, or dread, 
Alas ! the darkness is their own. 

The priest whose heart is in his toil 
Hath here a task of hope and love ; 

He dwells upon his native soil. 
He has his native sky above. 

Not so beneath this foreign sky ; 

Not so upon this burning strand ; 
Whore yonder giant temples lie,*!- 

The miracles of mortal hand. 

Mighty and beautiful, but given 

To idols of a creed pro&ne ; 
That cast the shade of earth on heaven, 

By fiuicies monstrous, vile, and vain. 



* The Cathedral of Exeter. 

tTaxAD FiouBB. iNTBKioa or Elsphanta.— *< The 
figure that faces the entrance is the roost remarkable in this 
excavation, and has given riee to numberlesi conjectures 
and theories. It is a gigantic bust of some three-headed 
being, or the three heads of aome being to whom the tem- 
ple may be supposed to be dedicated. Some writers have 
imagined that it if, what they have called the Hindoo Tri- 
nity of Brahma, Vishnu, and Shiva ; and very strange his- 
torical conclusions have been deduced from this h jpoihesis. 
The Hindoo Trimurti, or Trinity, as it has been called, 
does not occupy a very remarkable place in the theology 
of the Brahmins ; the word Trimurti means three lbnn% 
and Is applied to any thre»4ieaded flcme.'*— i?Uiol. 
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The Totazy here must half rnileam 
The accents of his mother^ongue ; 

Most dwell 'mid strangers, aud roost earn 
Fruits froiQ a soil reluctant wrung. 

His words on hardened hearts must fall. 
Hardened till God's appointed hour ; 

Yet he must wait, and watch o'er all. 

Till hope grows £uth, and prayer has power. 

And many a grave neglected lies, 

Where sleep the soldiers of the Lord ; 

Who perish'd 'neath the sultry skies, 
Where first they preach'd that sacred word. 

But not in vain — their toil was blest; 

Life's dearest hope by them was won ; 
A blessing is upon their rest, 

And on the work which they begun. 

Yon city,* where our purer creed 
Was as a thing unnamed, unknown. 

Has now a sense of deeper need, 
Has now a place of prayer its own. 

And many a darkened mind has tight, 
And many a stony heart has tears ; 

The morning breaking o'er that night, 
80 long upon those godless spheres. 

Our prayers be with them — ^we who know 

The value of a soul to save, 
Must pray for those, who seek to show 

The Heathen Hope beyond the grave. 



And when they died, veish I could die like them, 
Melting upon the still and silvery air : 
Or when the autumn scatters the vran leaves 
Like ghosts, I'd meditate above their &11, 
And say ** 80 pedsh all our earthly hopes." 
80 is the heart left desolate and bare. 
And on us falls the shadow of the tomb, 
Before we rest within it — 



CONISTON WATER. 

Thou lone and lovely water, would I were 
A dweller by thy deepest solitude ! 
How weary am I of my present life, 
Its falsehoods, and its fantasies — its noise 
And the unkindly hurry of the crowd, 
'Mid whom my days are number'd! I would 

watch 
The tremulous vibration of the rays 
The moon sends down to kiss thy quiet waves ; 



• CAWKPoas.— ** At this place, the excellent misiloDary, 
Henry Martyn, laboured for aume inonths, in the yean 
1809 and 1610, both among the Europeans in the canton- 
ments, and among the natives in the town. In the life or 
Martyn there Is an account of hit first effjrt to preach the 
gospel publicly to a mixture of the Hindoos and Moham- 
medans at Cawnpore. This attempt to make the word of 
Ood known to these people, aeems to have had a peculiar 
Messing upon it ; and at times he drew together a congre- 
gation of ei^ht hundred souls, who frequently burst into 
loud applause at what he said. Surely, the word of the 
Lord shall not return to hUn void '^—EUiol, 



THE VISIONARY. 

I PEAT thee do not speak to me 

As you are speaking now 
It brings the colour to my cheek. 

The shadow to my brow. 

I pray thee do not look at me, 

I cannot bear that gaze ; 
Though downcast be my eye, it still 

Too much my heart betrays. 

I feel the past is written there, 
The past, long since gone by — 

The past, where feelings, fancies, hopes, 
Alike uubuzied lie ; 

Unburied, for their restless ghosts 

Still haunt the sad domain. 
And modLeries of their former selves. 

Come thronging back again. 

But changed as I and thou art changed. 

Or rather me alone, 
I never had your heart — but mine, 

Alas ! was all your own. 

O, magic of a tone and word. 
Loved all too long and well, 

I cannot close my heart and ear 
Against their faithless spell — 

I know them fidse, I know them vain, 

And yet I listen on — 
And say them to myself again, 

Long afier thou art gone. 

I make myself my own deceit, 

I know it is a dream. 
But one that from my earliest youth 

Has colour'd life's deep stream ; 

Frail colours flung in vain, but yet 
A thousand times more dear 

Than any actual happiness 
That ever brighten'd here. 

The dear, the long, the dreaming hours 

That I have past with thee. 
When thou hailst not a single thought 

Of how thou wert with 
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I heard thy voice — ^I spoke again^ 

I gazed upon thy face. 
And never scene of breathing life 

Could leave a deeper trace. 

Than all that fiincy conjured op. 
And made thee look and say, 

Till I have loathed reahty, 

That chased such dream away. 

Now, out upon this foolishness, 

Thy heart it is not mine ; 
And, knowing this, how can I waste 

My very soul on thine 1 

Alas ! I have no power to choose. 

Love is not at my will ; 
I say I must be careless, cold. 

But find I love thee stilL 

I think upon my wasted lifis. 

And on my wasted heart, 
And turn, ashamfnl and sorrowful. 

From what will not depart 

Thy haunting influence, how it mocka 

My efforts to forget ! 
The stamp love only seals but once 

Upon my life is set. 

I hear from others gentle words, 

I scarcely heed the while ; 
Listened to, but with weariness, 

Forgotten with a smile. 

But thine, though chance and usual words 

Are treasured, as we keep 
Things lovely, precious, and beloved, 

0*er which we watch and weep. 

I scarcely wish to see thee now. 

It is too dear a joy : 
It is such perfect happiness, 

It must have some alloy. 

I dream of no retun from the^— 

Enough for me to kve ; 
I brood above my silent heart, 

As o*er its nest the dove. 

But speak not, look not, mock me not, 
With light and careless words ; 

It wounds me to the heart, it jars 
My spirit's finest chords. 

m not forget thee ; — ^let me dream 

About thee as before. 
But, farewell, dearest ; yes, farewell, 

For we must meet no more. 



ETTY'S ROVER. 

Thou lovely and thou happy child. 

Ah, how I envy thee ! 
I should be glad to change our state. 

If such a thing might be. 

And yet it is a lingering joy 

To watch a thing so fair, 
To think that in our weary life 

Such pleasant moments are. 

A little monarch thou art there. 

And of a fairy realm. 
Without a foe to overthrow, 

A care to overwhelm. 

Thy world is in thy own glad will 

And in each fresh delight. 
And in thy unused heart, which makes 

Its own, its golden light. 

With no misgivings in thy past. 

Thy future with no fear ; 
The present circles thee around, 

An angel's atmosphere. 

How little is the happiness 

That will content a child — 
A favourite dog, a sunny fruit, 

A blossom growing wild. 

A word will fill the little heart 
With pleasure and with pride ; 

It is a harsh, a cruel thing. 
That such can be denied. 

And yet how many weary hours 
Those joyous creatures know ; 

How much of sorrow and restraint 
They to their elders owe ! 

How much they suffer from our faultn I 
How much from our mistakes ! 

How ofien, too, mistaken zeal 
An infimt's misery makes I 

We overrule, and overteach, 

We curb and we confine, 
And put the heart to school too soon. 

To learn our narrow line. 

No ; only taught by love to love. 
Seems childhood's natural task ; 

Affection, gentleness, and hope. 
Are all its brief years ask. 

Enjoy thy happiness, sweet child, 

With careless heart and eye ; 
Enjoy those few bright hours which nov% 

E'en now, are hurrying by ; 
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And^ the gazer on thy face 
Grow glad with watching thee, 

And better, kinder ; — luch at i^ast 
Its influence on me. 



SASSOOR, IN THE DECCAN. 

It 18 Chrbtmaa, and the sunshine 

Lies golden on the fields, 
And flowers of white and purple, 

Yonder fragment creeper yields. 

Like the plumes of some bold warrior, 

The cocoa tree on high, 
Lifls aloft its feathery branches, 

Amid the deep blue sky. 

From yonder shadowy peepul. 

The pale fair lilac dove. 
Like music from a temple. 

Sings a song of grief and love. 

The earth is bright with blossoms. 
And a thousand jewelFd wings, 

'Mid the green boughs of the tamarind 
A sudden sunshine flings. 

For the East is earth's firetpbom. 

And hath a glorious dower 
As Nature there had layish*d 

Her beauty and her power. 

And yet I pine for England, 
For my own — my distant home ; 

My heart is in that island. 
Where'er my steps may roam. 

It is meny there at Christmas^ 
We have no Christmas here ; 

Tis a weary thing, a summer 
That lasts throughout the year. 

I remember how the banners 
Hung round our ancient hall, 

Bound with wreaths of shining holly, 
Brave winter's coron^ 

And above each rusty helmet ' 

Waved a new and cheering plume, ' 

A branch of crimson berries. 
And the latest rose in bloom. 

And the white and pearly misletoe 
Hung half conceal'd o'er head, 

I remember one sweet maiden. 
Whose pheek it dyed with red« 
(36) 



The morning waked with carols,* 

A young and joyous band 
Of small and rosy songsters. 

Came tripping hand in hand. 

And sang beneath our wiqdows. 

Just as the round red sun 
Began to melt the boar-frost. 

And the clear cold day begun. 

And at night the aged harper 

Play'd his old tunes o'er and o'er ; 

From sixteen up to sixty, 

Ai* were dancing on that flow. 

Those were the days of childhood. 

The buoyant and the bright ; 
When hope was life's sweet soncereign. 

And the heart and step were light 

I shall come again — a stranger 

To all that once I knew. 
For the hurried steps of manhood 

From life's flowers have dash'd the dew 

I yet may ask their welcome. 
And return from whence I came ; 

But a change is wrought within me. 
They will not seem the sameu 

For my spirits are grown weary. 
And my days of youth are o'er. 

And the mirth of that glad season 
Is what I can feel no more. 



HINDOO AND MAHOMMEDAN 
BUILDINGS. 

History hath but few pages — soon is told 

Man's ordinary life. 

Labour, and care, and strife. 
Make up the constant chronicle of old. 

First comes a dream — the in&ncy of earth, 

When all its untried powers 

Are on the conscious hours 
Warm with the light that call'd them into birth. 



• This is one of those prettjFcusuwns that yet remain at a 
doe distance from London^London, thai Thalaba of all 
observances. I remember once being awakened by a band 
of children coming up the old beech avenue, singing carols 
with all their heart. The tune was monotonous enough, aud 
as to time, I will say nothing oo the aubjecu Still the 
multitude of infant voices, and the open air, and the dis- 
tance, gave a singularly wild and sweet effect to the chant 
of the childish company. The vronis, which I subjoin, 
had a practical tendency. 

Ivy, holly, and misletoe, 

9ive me a penny, and loiLtDi^^^ 
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TtB but a dream — for over earth was 

An early curse — time's flood 

Rolls on in tears and blood ; 
Blood that upon her virgin soil was shed. 

Abel the victim — Cain the homicide, 

Were type and prophecy 

Of times that were to be, 
Hius redden'd from the first life's troubled tide. 

See where in great decay yon temple stands. 

Destruction has began 

Her mockery of man, 
Bowing to dust the work of mortal handsL 

What are its annals — such as suit all time 

Man's brief and bitter breath. 

Hurrying unwelcome death. 
And something too that marks the East's bright 
dime. 

For mighty is the birthplace of the sun 
All has a vaster scale 
Than climes more cold and pale. 

Where yet creation's work Lb half begun. 

Her conquests were by multitudes, — ^the kings 
Who warr'd on each vast plain, 
Look'd on a people slain, 

As amid conquests customary things. 

Her wealth— our gold is one poor miser's store. 
Her pomp was as the night, 
With glittering myriads bright. 

Her palace floors with gems were covered o'er. 

Her summer's prodigality of hues, 
Trees like eternal shrines, 
Where the rich creeper twines. 

And all lit up with mom's most golden dews. 

*Tls a past age — ^the conqueror's banner furl'd. 

Droops o'er the falling tower; 

Yet was the East's first hour 
The great ideal of the material worid. 

Th« beautiful — the fertile and the great, 
The terrible — and wild, 
Were round the finstpbom child 

Of the young hour of earth's imperial state : 

And yet the mind's high tones were wanting 
there. 

The carved and broken stone 

Tells glories overthrown : 
Religions, empires, palaces are— where t 

Bach annals have the tempest's fire and gloom ; 

They tell of desperate power. 

Famine and battle's hour, 
IFkr, waat, Jiaaider, alavery, and the tomb. 



Not such the history that half redeeips ^ 

The meanness of our clay ; 

That intellectual sway 
Which woriLs the excellence of which it dreams* 

FalU &1], ye mighty temples to the ground ; 

Not in your sculptured rise 

In tlio real exercise 
Of human nature's highest power found. 

'Tis in the lofty hope, the daily toil, 

Tis in the gifted line. 

In each far thought divine, 
That brings down heaven to light our oommon ioiL 

'Tis in the great, the lovely, and the true, 

'Tis in the generous thought. 

Of all that man has wrought. 
Of all that yet remains for man to do. 



HONISTER CRAG, 

CUMBERLAND. 



''In this wild and picturesque glen a akinnwh took place 
between the Ellioitsand the Graemeflf in which the young 
leader of the Scottish clan was tlain, though his pany 
were victorious. They buried him in an openinf on the 
hillside ; and every clansman brought a fragment of rock, 
to raise a rude monument to his honour. On the summit 
of the pile ihey placed his botinet, shield, and claymore, 
that neither friend nor foe should pass irreverently the 
youthful warrior's grave." 



Not where the green grass hides 

His kindred before him ; 
Not where his native trees 

Droop to deplore him ; 
But in the stranger's land 

Must we bestow him. 
Leave there his sword and shield. 

That all may know him. 

Never was fairer youth, 

Never was bolder ; 
Who would have met his swoid 

A few summers older 1 
Ne'er will our chieftain's line 

Yield such another ; 
Who can, amid us all t 

Tell it his mother. 



THE ORPHAN BALLAD SINGERa 

O, wxART, weary are our feet, 

And weary, weary is our way ; 
Through many a long and crowded street 

We've wander'd mournfully to-day. 
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My little dster she is pale; 

She is too tender and too young 
To bear the autumn'g euUen gale, 

And all day long the child has song. 

She waa our mother's favourite child. 

Who loved her for her eyes of blue, 
And she is delicate and mild, 

She cannot do what I can do. 
She never met her father's eyes, 

Although they were so like her own ; 
In some far distant sea he lies, 

A father to his child unknown. 

The first time that she lisp'd hb name, 

A little playful thing was she ; 
How proud we were, — ^yet that night came 

The tale how he had sunk at sea. 
My mother never raised her head ; 

How strange, how white, how cold she grew ! 
It was a broken heart they said — 

I wish our hearts were broken too. 

We have no home— we have no friends^ 

They said our home no more was ours ; 
Our cottage where the ash tree bends, 

The garden we had fill'd with flowers. 
The sounding shells our father brought, , 

That we might hear the sea at home ; 
Our bees, that in the summer wrought 

The winter's golden honeycomb. 

We wander'd forth 'mid wind and rain, . 

No shelter from the open sky ; 
I only wish to see again 

My mother's grave, and rest and die. 
Alas, it is a weary thing . 

To sing our ballads o*er and o'er ; 
The songs we used at home to sin^^ 

Alas, we have a home no more ! 



ST. MAWGAN CHURCH AND LANHERN 
NUNNERY, CORNWALL. 



Ths old Mansion of Lanhem belonged to the Lords 
Anindell, of Wardour. Ii was gWen in 1794 by Henry, 
eighth Lord Anindell, as an asylum for a convent of 
English Theresian nuns, who had migrated finom Antwerp, 
In consequence of the invasion of the French. The sister- 
hood, or rather their snccesaors, still continue sscloded in 
the old and lonelj house now called the Lanhem Nun* 
nerj. 



It stands amid the sheltering boughs^ 
A place of peace— a place of rest, 

Where the veil'd virgin's hourly vowa 
By prayer and penitence are Uest 



The sunshine rests upon the walb 
More golden than the common day. 

And there a stiller shadow &lls 
Than rests on life's tumtiltuous way. 

Alas ! why should thu quiet place 

Bring fancies of unrest to me ; 
Why looks forth that beloved face 

I seem in every place to see 1 
Ah, what may not those walls conceal ! 

The simshine of that sainted shrine 
Might from its inmost depths reveal 

Some spirit passionate as mine ; 

Some one condemn'd in youth to part 

From all that made her youth so dear. 
To listen to her beating heart. 

In shame — ^in solitude and fear : 
To know no hope before the grave. 

To fear there is no hope beyond. 
Yet scarcely dare of heaven to crave 

Forgiveness for a faith too fond : 

To feel the white and vestal veil 

Grow wet and warm with worldly teun, 
To pass the midnight watching pale. 

Yet tremble when the day appears 
Prostrate before the cross to kneel. 

With eyes that may not look above ; 
How dare the delicate to feel 

The agony of earthly love t 

O ! misery, for the young heart doom'd 

To waste and weep its youth away, 
To be within itself entomb'd. 

And desperate with the long decay ! 
Yes, misery ! but there may be 

A yet more desperate despair ; 
There is a love whose misery 

Mocks all those cells may soothe and share. 

There the pale nun at least can keep 

One treasured and unbroken dream ; 
The love for which she wakes to weep, 

Seems ever what it once could seem. 
She knows not time's uncharming touch 

Destroying every early hue ; 
The fiadse ! — she. dreameth not of such • 

Her love is still the deep, the true. 

Not so the love of commoa life, 
'Tis colour'd by the common air ; 

Its atmosphere with death is rifis, 
A moral pestilence is there. 

Fever'd — exacting — false and vain, 
Like a disease, it lingers on. 

Though all that blest its first sweet leign 
• Its morning dew and U^Ja^' 
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Such is the actual life of loye, 

Such is the love that I have known ; 
Unworthy of the heaven above — 

Dust, like the earth where it hat grown* 
Ah ! better far alone to dwell, 

Dreaming above the dearest past, 
And keeping in the silent cell, 

Life's best illusions to the last. 



SCENE IN KATTIAWAR. 



" Turn north-western portion of Gozerat It inhabited by a 
warlike and robber race ; hence travel I ers need an escort. 
This is sometimes given by the native chieftains. More 
frequently the merchant hires a guanl. The shelter af- 
forded by the ruined temples and tombs, occasion luch 
resiing-places to be usually made in their vicinity." 



I RAYB a steed, to leaye behind 

The wild bird, and the wilder wind : 

I have a sword, which does not know 

How to waste a second blow : 

I have a matchlock, whose red breath 

Bears the lightning's sudden death ; 

I have a foot of fiery flight, 

I have an eye that cleaves tho night 

I win my portion in the land 

By my high heart and strong right hand. 

The starry heavens lit up the gloom 
That lay around Al Herid's tomb ; 
The wind was still, you might have heard 
The falling leaf, the rustling bird ; 
Yet no one heard my footstep fall, 
None saw my shadow on the wall : 
Yet curses came with morning's light, 
Where was the gold they hid at night 1 
Where was the gold they loved so well, 
My heavy girdle best could tell 1 

Three travellers crossM by yonder ^hrine ; 
I saw their polish'd pistob shine, 
And swore they were, or should be mine. 
The first, his head was at my feet ; 
The second I was glad to greet; 
He met me like a man, his sword, 
Damascus true, deserved its lord ; 
Yet soon his heart's best blood ran red : 
X sought the third — the slave had fled. 

I have a lovely mountain bower. 
Where blooms a gentle Georgian flower ; 
She was my spear's accustom'd prize, 
The antelope hath not such eyes. 
Now my sweet captive loves her lot, 
What has a queen that she has aot 1 



Let her but wish for shawls or pearls^ 
To bind her brow, to braid her curls ; 
And I from east to west would fly. 
Ere she should ask and I deny. 
But those rich merchants must be near. 
Away, I cannot linger here ; 
The vulture hovers o'er his prey. 
Come, my good steed — away ! — away ! 



SPEKE HALL. 

O, FAIR old house — ^how Time doth honour 
thee, 
Giving thee what to-day may never gain. 
Of long respect and ancient poesy ? 
The yew trees at thy doors are black with years, 
And filled with memories of those warlike days. 
When from each bough was lopp'd a gallant bow ; 
For then the yew was what the oak is now. 
And what our bowmen were, our sailors are. 
How green the ivy grows upon the walls. 
Ages have lent their strength to those {nil booghi^ 
A venerable wreath upon the past. 
Which here is paramount ; — the past, which is 
Imagination's own gigantic realm. 



THE COQUETTE. 

8h« danced upon the waters, 

Beneath the morning sun. 
Of all old Ocean's daughters 

The very fairest one. 
An azure zone comprest her 

Round her white and slender side. 
For her gallant crew had drest her 

Like a beauty and a bride. 

She wore her trappings gayly. 

As a lady ought to do. 
And the waves which kiss'd her daily 

Proud of their mistress grew. 
They clung like lovers round her. 

And bathed her airy feet ; 
With white foam wreaths they bound her. 

To grace her, and to greet 

8he cut the blue wave, scorning 

Our dull and common land ; 
To the rosy airs of morning. 

We saw her sails expand. 
How graceful was their drooping 

Ere the winds began to blow, 
While the gay Coquette was stooping 

To her clear green glass below ! 
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How gallant was their sweeping, 

While they swellM upon the air ; 
As the winds were in their keeping, 

And they knew they were so fiiir I 
A shower of spray before her, 

A silvery wake behind, 
A cloud of canvass o'er her. 

She sprang before the wind. 

She was so loved, the fiury, 

Like a mistress or a child ; 
For she was so trim and airy, 

So buoyant and so wild. 
And though so young a rover. 

She knew what life could be ; 
For she had wandered over 

Full many a distant sea« 

One night, *twas in September, 

A mist arose on high ; 
Not the oldest could remember 

Such a dense and darkened sky : 
And small dusk birds came hovering 

The gloomy waters o*er ; 
The waves mock'd their sweet sovereign. 

And would obey no more. 

There was no wind to move them, 

So the sails were furl'd and fast, 
And the gallant flag above them 

Dropp'd down upon the mast. 
All was still as if death's shadow 

Were resting on the grave; 
And the sea, like some dark meadow. 

Had not one rippling wave : 

When the sky was rent asunder 

With a flood of crimson light. 
And one single burst of thunder 

Aroused the silent night. 
'Twas the signal for their waking ! 

The angry winds arose, 
Like giant captives breaking 

The chain of forced repose. 

Yet bravely did she greet them. 

Those jarring winds and waves; 
Ready with scorn to meet them, 

They who had been her slaves. 
She heed the angry heaven. 

Our bold and fair Coquette ; 
Her graceful sides are riven, 

But she will brave it yet. 

Like old oak of the forest, 

Down comes the thundering mast 

Her need is at the sorest. 
She shudders in the blast 



Hark to that low quick gushing ! 

The hold has sprung a leak ; 
On their prey the waves are rushing. 

The valiant one grows weak. 

One cry, and all is quiet, 

There is nor sight nor sound ; 
Save the fierce gale at its riot, 

And the angry waters round. 
The mom may come with weeping. 

And the storm may cease to blow ; 
But the &ir Coquette is sleeping 

A thousand fathoms low. 



JAHARA BAUG, AGRA. 



THX HISTOET Ot SHAH BAHA S FLIGHT AND DXATH. 



Agra was Shah Jehan*8 city of residence. It was from 
its waila that he witneaaed the oveniirow uf Prince Dara, 
hia eldest aon. The Jahara Baug ia one of the gardens ad- 
joining the river. 



It was the lovely twilight^time went down o'er 

Agra's towers, / 

And silent were her marble halls, and tranquil 

were her bowers ; 
The crimson colours of the rose were melting on 

the air. 
And from the ivory minarets arose the evening 

prayer. 

The snowy herons to the roofs were flocking for 

the night, 
The columns and the cupolas were bathed in 

purple light ; 
And the large lilies on the stream grew fidrer in 

their hue. 
As they flung up each silver cup to catch the &U - 

ing dew. 

Pill'd with the sweet good-night of flowers tha^ 

sigh themselves to sleep. 
Along the quiet river's side, the shadowy gardenf 

sweep; 
While &ir and pale, like some young girl who 

pines with early love. 
The young moon seems as if she feared to take her 

place above. 

Is there no feasting in those halb 1 why is that 

palace mute t 
The silvery cadences unheard of the young 
L dancer's foot : 
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How changed since that glad marriage ere, when 

with the dance and aong 
Prince Dara led his cousin-bride, those lighted 

halls along. 

How changed since that imperial day, when at his 

father's hand, 
The eldest bom sat down to share that Other's 

high command ; 
And the proud nobles of the court drew forth the 

glittering sword, 
In token all were at his will, and waited but his 

word. 

An old man sits upon the walls that guard the 
eastern side ; 

Tis not to hear the wild wind wake the music of 
the tide : 

The rising of the evening star, the perfume from 
the bough, 

The last sweet singing of the doves— all pass un- 
heeded now. 

The tiged king sits on his tower, and strains his 

eyes afar, 

And asks of every passer by for tidings of the 
war; 

They come— he sees the scattered flight of Dara*s* 

broken bands ; 
At last a fugitive himself— his aon before him 

stands. 

The monarch hid his face and wept, he heard his 

first-bom say, 
'^ The crown you placed upon my brow thb hour 

has past away ; 
My brother is my enemy — a traitor is my friend, 
And I must seek these ancient walls, to shelter and 

defend." 

** Not so/' the old king said, '<my son; fly thou 

with spear and shield. 
For never walls could stand for those who stood 

not in the field ;" 
He wept before his father's foce— then fled across 

the plain ; 
The desolate and the fugitive^they never met 

again. 

Time has past on, and Dara's doom is darkly draw- 
ing nigh. 

The vanquish'd prince has only left to yield — 
despair and die ; 



• Prince Dara was the fayourite son of Shah Jehan, who 
associated him with himself on the throne. The talents 
and good fortune, however, of Aurungzebe, the younger 
brother, turned the scale in his own favour. The struggle 
between the *wo was long and severe ; and the final ca- 
ttmivpbe &tsj to the uofartunate Dars. 



The faithless friend, the conquering foe, have been 

around his path. 
And now a wild and desert home, is all Prince 

Daira hath. 

The sands are bare, the wells are dry, and not a 

single tree 
Extends its shade o'er hmi who had a royal 

canopy : 
There is not even safety found amid those burning 

sands; 
The exile has a home to seek in far and foreign 

lands. 

He lingers yet upon his way — ^within his tents ia 

death ; 
He cannot fly till he has caught Nadira's latest 

breath. 
How can he bear to part with her — she who, since 

first his bride, 
In wo and want his comforter, has never left his 

side. 

He kiss'd the pale unconscious cheek — he flung 

him at her feet ; 
He gazed how fondly on those eyes he never more 

might meet ; 
** Tis well," he cried, ** my latest friend is from my 

bosom flown, 
Go bear her to her father's tomb, while I go forth 

alone." 

The traitor is upon his way, the royal prey is 

found, 
And by ignoble hands and chains, the monarch's 

son is bound ; 
Garb'd as a slave, they lead him forth the public 

ways along. 
But on his noble brow is scom, and on his lip a 

song.* 

'Tis midnight ; but the midnight crime is darker 
than the night, 

And Aurungzebe with gloomy brow awaits the 
morning light ; 

The morning light is dyed for him with an ac- 
cusing red. 

They bring to the usurper's feet his brother Dara'i 
head.f 



* Having a talent for poetry, he composed many aflfect- 
Ing verses on his own misfortunes, with the repetition of 
which he often drew tears from the eyes of the common 
soldiers who guarded his person. "My name," said he, 
" imports that I am in pomp like Darius ; I am also like that 
monarch in my fate. The friends whom he trusted were 
more fatal than the swords of his enemies." 

t Aurungtebe passed the night destined for his brother's 
death in great fear and perplexity, when Najis, the instru- 
ment of his crime, brought before him the last fatal relic. 
The head of Dara being disfigured with bloud, he urdered 
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IVY BRIDGE, DEVONSHIRE. 

O, RECALL not the past, though this yalley be fillM 

With all we remember, and all we regret ; 
The flowers of its summer have long been distilled, 

The essence has perished, ah ! let us forget. 
What avails it to mourn over hours that are gone, 

OW illusions by youth and by fantasy nurst 1 
Alas ! of the few that are lingering, none 

Wear the light or the hues that encircled the 
first. 

Alas for the springtime ! alas for our youth ! 

The grave has no slumber more cold than the 
heart, 
When hmguid and darkened it sinks into truth. 

And sees the sweet colours of morning depart. 
Life still has its falsehoods to lure and to leave. 

But they cannot delude like the earlier light ; 
We know that the twilight encircled the eve, 

And sunset is only the rainbow of night 



OLINTHUS GREGORY, 

LL.D., F.H.A..S., &c 



** Ths following lines allude to Dr. Gregory's lata do- 
mestic calamity. Mr. Boswell Gregory, his eldest son, 
was drowned by tlie boat's upsetting as tie was returning 
home by water lo his fathers house at Woolwich." 



Is there a spot where Pity's fooi, 

Although unsandall*d, fears to tread, 
A silence wlirre her voice is mute. 

Where tears, and only tears, are shed ? 
It is the desolated home. 

Where Hope was yet a recent gaest, 
Where Hope again may never come, 

Or come, and only q>eak of rest 

They gave my hand the pictured icroU, 

And bade me only fioicy there 
A parent's agony of soul, 

A parent's long and last despair ; 
The sunshine on the sudden wave. 

Which closed above the youthful head. 
Mocking the green and quiet grave. 

Which waits the time appointed dead. 

I thought upon the lone fireside. 

Begirt with all familiar thought. 
The future, where a father's pride 

So much from present promise wrought ; 

It to be thrown into a charger of water ; and when he had 
wiped it with his handkerchief, he recognised the features 
of hii brother. He is said to have exclaimed, ** Alss, unfbr- 
iBuiats man 1" and then to have shed some tears. 



The sweet anxiety of fears, 
Anxious for love*s excess alone. 

The fond reliance upon years 

More precious to us than our own. 

s 

All past — then weeping words there cams 

From out a still and darken'd room. 
They could not bear to name a name 

Written so newly on the tomb. 
They said he was so good and kind. 

The voices sank, the eyes grew dim ; 
So much of love he lefl behind. 

So much of life had died with him* 

Ah, pity for the long beloved. 

Ah, pity for the early dead ; 
The young, the promising, removed 

Ere life a light or leaf had shed. 
Nay, rather pity those whose doom 

It is to wait and weep behind. 
The fether,* who within the tomb 

Sees all life held motft dear enahxined. 



CORFU. 

Now, doth not summer's sunny smile 

Sink soft o*er that Ionian isle, 

While round the kindling waters sweep 

The murmur'd music of the deep. 

The many melodies that swell 

From breaking wave and red-lipp'd shell 1 

Love mine ! how sweet it were to leave 

This weary world of ouns behind. 
And borrow from the blushing eve 
The wild wings of the wandering wind. 
Would we not flee away and find 
Some lonely cave beside the shore 1 
One, where a Nereid dwelt of yore. 
And sheltered in its glistening bowen^ 
A love almost as fond as ours 1 
A diamond spar incrusts the walls^ 
A rainbow light from crystal fells ; 
And, musical amid the gloom, 
A fountain's silvery showers iHume 
The further darkness, as with ray . 
And song it finds its sparkling way. 
A natural lute and lamp— a tone, 
A light, to wilder waves unknown. 
The cave is curtain'd with the vine, 
And inside wandering branches twine. 
While from the large green leaves escape 
The blooming clusters of the grape;— 
Fruit with such hyacinthine glow 
As southern sunbeanui Qabs ksus^ 
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We will not leave it, till the moon 

Lulls with her languid look the sea ; 
Sleep, shadow, silence for the noon. 

But midnight Love to wake with thee, 
When the sweet myrtle trees exhale 
The odours of their blossoms pale. 
And dim and purple colours steep 
Those blossoms in thefr perfumed sleep ; 
Where closed are the cicala's wings, 
And no leaf stirs, nor wild bird sings, 
Lull'd by the dusk air, warm and sweet ; 
Then kneeling, dearest, at thy feet, 
Thy hce the only sight I see, 

Thy voice the only sound I hear, 
While midnight's moonlit mystery 

Seems the full heart's enchanted sphere. 
Then should thy own low whisper tell 
Those ancient songs thou iovest so well ; 
Tales of old battles which are known 
To me but from thy lip alone ; 
Dearer than if the bard again 
Could sound his own imperial strain. 
Ah, folly ! of such dreaming hours. 
That are not, that may not be ours. 
Farewell ! thou far Ionian isle 
That lighted for my love awhile, 
A sweet enchantment form'd to fade, 
Of darker days my life is made ; 
Embittering my reality 
With dreams of all that may not be. 
Such fairy fancies when they part. 
But leave behind a wither'd heart ; 
Dreaming o'er all it hath not known ; 
Alas ! and is such heart mine own 1 



MANCHESTER. 

Go back a century on the town, 

That o'er yon crowded plain. 
With wealth its dower, and art its crown, 

Extends its proud domain. 
Upon that plain a village stood, 

Lonely, obscure, and poor; 
The sullen stream roll'd its dull flood 

Amid a barren moor. 

Now, mark the hall, the church, the street, 

The buildings of to-day ; 
Behold the thousands now that meet 

Upon the peopled way. 
Go, silent with the sense of power, 

And of the mighty mind 
Which thus can animate the hour, 

And leave its work behind. 

Go through that city, and behold 

What intellect can yield. 
How it brings forth an hundred-fold 

From time^B enduring' Add. 



Those walls are fill'd with wealth, the spdl 

Of industry and thought, 
The mighty harvest which man's toil 

Out of the past has wrought 

Science and labour here unite 

The thoughtful and the real. 
And here man's strength puts forth its might 
. To work out man's ideaL 
The useful is the element 

Here labour'd by the mind. 
Which, on the active present bent, 

Invented and combined. 

The product of that city, now 

Far distant lands consume ; 
The Indian wears around his brow 

The while webs of her loom. 
Her vessels sweep from East to West ; 

Her merchants are like kings ; 
While wonders in her walls attest 

The power that commerce brings. 

From wealth hath sprung up nobler fruity 

Taste link'd with arts divine; 
The Gallery and the Institute 

Enlighten and refine. 
And many an happy English home 

With love and peace repays 
The care that may be yet to come. 

The toil of early days. 

Had I to guide a stranger's eye 

Around our glorious land. 
Where yonder wondrous factories lie 

I'd bid that stranger stand. 
Let the wide city spread display'd 

Beneath the morning sun. 
And in it see for England's trade 

What yonder town hath done.* 



THE NIZAM'S DAUGHTER. 

Shb b as yet a child in years, 
Twelve springs are on her face, 

Yet in her slender form appears 
The woman's perfect grace. 



• " Id a speech last jrear, at the British Aasocialion, Mr. 
Brand well advised the members to take the manufaciaring 
districts of England on their way to the north, and to ex- 
plore the wonders there accumulated. Manchester is the 
great miracle of modern progress. Science, devoted to 
utility and industry, have achieved the most wonderful re- 
sults. Intellectual advancement denoted in a taste for 
literature and the fine arts,— employment for the highest 
as well as the lowest ;— public buildings, liberal institu- 
tions, and all that can mark wealth, and a knowledge of 
its best purposes ;— all this is the growth of a single cen- 
tury." 
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Her silken hmir, that gloasy black. 

But only to be found 
There, or upon the raven's back, 

Falls sweeping to the ground. 

Tis parted in two shining braids 

With silyer and with gold, 
And one large pearl by contrast aids 

The darkness of each fold. 
And, for she is so young, that flowen 

Seem natural to her now, 
There wreaths the champac's snovey showers 

Around her sculptured brow. 

Close to her throat the silvery vest 

By shining clasps is bound, 
Scarce may her graceful shape be guest, 

'Mid drapery floating round. 
But the small curve of that vein'd throat, 

Like marble, but more warm, i 
The fairy foot and hand denote 

How perfect is the form. 

Upon the ankle and the wrist 

There is a band of gold, 
No step by Grecian fountain kiss'd 

Was of diviner mould. 
In the bright girdle round her waist. 

Where the red rubies shine. 
The kandjar's* glittering hilt is placed, 

To mark her royal line. 

Her face is like the moonlight pale. 

Strangely and purely fair, 
For never summer sun nor gale 

Has touched the softness there. 
There are no colours of the rose. 

Alone the lip is red ; 
No blush disturbs the sweet repose 

Which o'er that cheek is shed. 

And yet the large black eyes, like night. 

Have passion and have power ; 
Within their sleepy depths is light. 

For some wild wakening hour. 
A world of sad and tender dreams 

'Neath those long lashes sleep, 
A native pensiveness that seems 

Too still and sweet to weep. 

Of such seclusion know we naught ; 

Yet surely woman here 
Grows shrouded from all common thought, 

More delicate and dear. 
And love, thus made a thing apart. 

Must seem the more divine, 
When the sweet temple of the heart 

Is a thrice veiled shrine. 

* The kandjar is the small poniard worn b7 Hindoo 
princesses. 

(37^ 



DURHAM CATHEDRAL. 



Those dark and silent aisles are fill'd with night. 
There breathes no murmur, and there shines no 

light; 
The graves beneath the pavement yield their 

gloom, 
'Till the cathedral seems one mighty tomb. 
The Cross invisible— the words unseen 
That tell where Faith and Hope in death have 

been. 
But day is breaking, and a rosy smile 
Colours the depths of each sepulchral aisle. 
The orient windows kindle with the mom. 
And 'mid the darkness are their rainbows bom ; 
Each ray that brightens, and each hue that falls. 
Attest some sacred sign upon the walls ; — 
Some sculptured saint's pale head — some graven 

line 
Of promise, precept, or belief divine : 
Then sounds arise, the echoes bear along 
Through the resounding aisles tlie choral song. 
The billowy music of the organ sweeps, 
Like the vast anthem of uplifted deeps ; 
The bells ring forth — the long dark night is done^ 
The sunshine of the Sabbath is begun. 

"What is that temple but a type sublime ! 
Such was the moral night of ancient time ; 
Cold and obscure, in vain the king and sage 
Gave law and learning to the darken'd age. 
There was no present faith, no future hope, 
Earth bounded then the earth-drawn horoscope ;' 
Till to the east there came the promised stai^— 
Till rose the Sun of Righteousness a&r-^ 
Till, on a world redeem'd, the Saviour shone, 
Earth for his footstool — Heaven for his throne. 



COTTAGE COURTSHIP. 

Now, out upon this smiling. 

No smile shall meet his sight ; 
And a word of gay reviling 

Is all he'll hear to-night, 
For he'll hold my smiles too lightly. 

If he always sees me smile ; 
He'll think they shine more brightly 

When I have frown'd awhile. 

'Tis not kindness keeps a lover. 

He must feel the chain he wears ; 
All the sweet enchantment's over, 

When he has no anxious cares. 
The heart would seem too commou, 

If he thought that heart his own ; 
Ah ! the empire of a woman 

Is still in the unknown. 
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Let change without a reason, 

Make him never feel secure ; 
For it is an April season 

That a lover must endure. 
They are all of them so faithless, 

Their torment is your gain ; 
Would you keep your own heart scathless, 

Be the one to give the pain. 



CALDRON SNOUT. 

W£8TM0IILA1VD. 



A PLACS of rugged rocks, adown whose sides 
The mountain torreni rushes ; on whose crags 
The raven builds her nest, and telhi her young 
Of former funeral feasts. 
• *•••• 



LoKo years have past nnce last I stood 

Alone amid this mountain scene, 
Unlike the future which I dream'd. 

How like my future it has heen ! 
A cold gray sky o*erhung with clouds, 

With showers in every passing shade, 
How like the moral atmosphere 

Whose gloom my horoscope has made ! 

I thought if yet my weary feet 

Could rove my native hills again, 
A world of feeling would revive, 

Sweet feelings wasted, worn in vain. 
My early hopes, my early joys, 

I dream*d those valleys would restore ; 
I askM for childhood to return. 

For childhood, which returns no more. 

Surely the scene itself is changed ! 

There did not always rest as now 
That shadow in the valley's depth. 

That gloom upon the mountain's brow. 
Wild flowers within the chasms dwelt 
' Like treasures in some fairy hold. 
And morning o'er the mountains shed 

Her kindling woiid of vapory gold. 

Another season of the year 

Is now upon the earth and me ; 
Another spring will light these hills — 

No other spring mine own may be : 
X must retune my unstrung heart, 

I must awake the keeping tomb, 
I must recall the loved and lost, 

Ere spring again for me could bloom. 

Fve wander'd, but it was in vain 
In many a far and foreign clime 

Absence is not fbrgetfulness, 
And distance cannot vausjuish time. 



One face was ever in my sight, 
One voice was ever on my ear, 

From all earth's loveliness I tum'd 
To wish, ah ! that the dead were here ! 

O ! weary wandering to no home, 

O ! weary wandering alone, 
I tum'd to childhood's once glad scenes 

And found life's last illusion flown. 
Ah ! those who left their childhood's scenea 

For alter years of toil and pain, 
Who but bring back the breaking heart 
. Should never seek those scenes again. 



SCENE IN BUNDELKHUND 

Shs sat beneath the palm tree, as the night 
Came with a purple shadow on the day. 
Which died away in hues of crimson shades. 
Blushes and tears. The wind amid the reeds, 
The long green reeds, sung mournfully, and shook 
Faint blossoms on the murmuring river's face. 
The eve was sweet and silent — she who sat 
Beneath the deepening shadow of the palm, 
Look'd like an ancient and a pastoral dream ; 
Dreams---dream8 indeed ! It is man's actual lot 
That gives the future hope, and fills the past 
With happiness that is not — may not be. 
— O, tranquil earth and heaven — but their repose 
What influence hath it on the mourner there 1 
Her eye is fix'd in terrible despair. 
Her lip is white with pain, and, spectre-like, 
Her shape is worn with famine — on her arm 
Rests a dead child — she does not weep for it 
Two more are at her side, she'd weep for them. 
But that she is too desperate to weep : 
Dust has assumed dominion, she has now 
No tenderness, nor sweet solicitudes 
That fill the youthful mother with fond fears. 
Our fierce and cruel nature, that which sleeps 
In all, though lull'd by custom, law, and ease. 
In her is roused by suffering. There is death 
Within those wolfish eyes. Not for herself ! 
Fear, the last vestige of humanity. 
Makes death so horrible that she will buy 
Its absence, though with blood — that blood ter 

own. 
Once dearer that it ran in other veins : 
She'll kill those children — for they share her food. 
And such is human hatubb, and our own.* 



• D18TRB88 w BuNDBLKBUND.— The Sumorchor Ihtr- 
puHt of Feb. 22, contains a description of the horrible state 
of the native population of Bundellchund, in consequence 
of the famine which has prevailed there for some time pasL 
The price and scarcity of grain have put it far beyond the 
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ST. KNIGHTON'S KIEVE. 

SiLxiTT and still was the haunted stream. 
Feeble and fietint was the moon's pale beam, 
And the wind that whispered the waving boagh 
Was like the sound of some godless vow. 

Far in the distance the waters fell 
Foaming o'er many a pinnacle ; 
They waged with the crags an angry fight, 
'Twas a dreary sound in the dead of night 

But the place where we stood was a quiet nook, 
Like a secret page in nature's book ; 
Down at our feet was the midnight well. 
Naught of its depths can the daylight telL 

An old oak tree grows near to the spot. 
Gray with moss of long years forgot ; 
They say that the dead are sleeping below, 
TTwas a shrine of the Druids ages ago. 

One alone stood beside me there. 
The dismal silence I could not bear ; 
A mariner wild firom beyond the sea : 
I wish that he had not been with me. 

Over the gloomy well we hung. 
And a long, long line with the lead we flung ; 
And as the line and the hook we threw, 
Darker and darker the waters gtew. 

With gibe and jest that mariner stood, 
Mocking the night of that gloomy flood ; 
Quoth he, " when the line brings its treasure up, 
ril drain a deep draught from the golden cup. 

** I only wish it were fiU'd with wine, 

Water has little love of mine ; 

But the eyes Til pledge will lend a glow, 

They're the brightest and wickedest eyes I know. 

** Though those eyes light up a cloister now, 
Little she recks of the veil and the vow ; 
And let but the well yield its gold to-night. 
And St. Valerie's nun will soon take flight." 

Black and more black the midnight grew. 
Black and more black was the water's hue ; 
Then a ghastly sound on the silence broke. 
And I thought of the dead beneath the oak. 



resch of the poorer elasMS, more ptrticularlj as there ap> 
pears to be great difficulty in the way of finding employ* 
mem. For some time they obtained a miserable subsiitance 
on byertf a sort of astringent and acid berry ; but even this 
wretched supply has now ceased. A moat appalling and 
pitiable condition of human misery is the consequence. 
Mothers have been seen to devour the dead bodies of their 
own children ! 



« Thank God, thank God for light below, 

'Tis the charm'd cup that is flashing now ;" 

'* No thanks to God," my comrade cries, 

" Tis our own good skill that has won the prize." 

There came a flash of terrible light. 

And I saw that my comrade's face was white ; , 

The golden cup rose up on a foam, 

Then down it plunged to its mystical home. 

Then all was night — and I may not tell 
What agony there on my spirit fell ; 
But I pray'd for our Lady's grace as I lay, 
And the pain and the darkness past away. 

Yean have past, yet that sinful man. 
Though his hair is gray and his fiice is wan. 
Keeps plunging his line in the gloom of that weQ ; 
He is under the Evil Spirit's spelL 

'Twas the fairies carved that cup's bright mould, 
What have we to do with their gold ! 
Now our Lady forgive my hour of sin. 
That ever I sought that cup to win.* 



WINDLESHAW ABBEY, 

Mabk you not yon sad procession, 
'Mid the ruin'd abbey's gloom, 

Hastemng to the worm's possession. 
To the dark and silent tomb ! 

See the velvet pall hangs over 

Poor mortality's remains ; 
We should shudder to discover 

What that coffin's space contains. 

Death itself^ lovely — wearing 
But the colder shape of sleep ; 

Or the solemn statue bearing 
Beauty that forbids to weep. 

But decay — ^the pulses tremble 
When its livid signs appear : 

When the once-loved lips resemble 
All we loathe, and all we fear. 

Is it not a ghastly ending 
For the body's godlike form. 

Thus to the damp earth descending, 
Food and triumph to the worm ! 



* I am indebted to a communication from Mr. Clarke ior 
this legend. He has not suted the attempt to gain the 
golden cup, hidden in the well, to be an act so reprehen- 
sible as I have made it. However, I only follow common 
custom, in potting upon any act the worst pussible coostnic- 
lioiL 
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Better &r the red pile blazing^ 

"With the gpicy Indian wood. 
Incense onto heaven rainng 

From the sandal oil*s iweet flood. 

In the bright pyre*8 kindling flashes, 

Let my yielded soul ascend ; 
Fling to the wild winds my assies 

Till with mother earth they blend. 

Not so, — let the pale urn keep them ; 

Touch'd with spices, oil, and wine ; 
Let there be some one to weep them ; 

Wilt thou keep that urn 1 Love mine ! 



RAPHAEL SANZIO. 



This celebrated Italian was essentiallj the painter of 
beauty. Of the devotion with which he sought its inspira- 
tion in its presence, a remarkable instance is recorded. He 
either could not or would not paint without the presence of 
his lovelj mistress, La FoKMAaixA. 



[Ah ! not for him the dull and measured eye, 
Which colours nothing in the common sky, 
Which sees but night upon the starry cope, 
And animates with no mysterious hope. 
Which looks upon a quiet face, nor dreama 
If it be ever tranquil as it seems ; 
Which reads no histories in a passing look, 
Nor on the cheek which is the heart*8 own book, 
Whereon it writes in rosy characters 
Whate*er emotion in its silence stirs. 

Such are the common people of the soul, 
Of whom the stars write not in their bright scroll 
These, when the sunshine at the noontide makes 
Golden confusion in the forest brakes, 
See no sweet shadows gliding o'er the grass, 
Which seems to fill with wild flowezs as they 

pass; 
These, firom the twilight music of the fount 
Ask not its secret and its sweet account ; 
These never seek to read the chronicle 
Which hides within the hyacinth's dimlit beU: 
They know not of the poetry which lies 
Upon the summer rose's languid eyes; 
They have no spiritual visitings elysian. 
They dream no dreamings, and they see no vision. 

The young Italian was not of the clay, 
That doth to dust one long allegiance pay. 
No ; he was tempered with that finer flame, 
Which ancient fables say from heaven came ; 
^e sunshine of the sout. which fills the earth 
Wjth beauty borrow'd from its place of birth. 



Hence has the lute its song, the scroll its line ; 
Hence stands the statue glorious as its shrine ; 
Hence the fair picture, kings are fain to win. 
The mind's creations from the world within.] 

Not without me ? — alone, thy hand 

Forgot its art awhile ; 
Thy pencil lost its high command, 

UncherishM by my smile. 
It was too dull a task for thee 

To paint remember'd rays ; 
lliou, who were wont to gaze Ob me, 

And colour from that gaze. 

I know that I am very fair, 

I would I were divine. 
To realize the shapes that share 

Those midnight hours of thine. 
Thou sometimes tell«*st me, how in sleep 

What lovely phantoms seem ; 
I hear thee name them, and I weep, 

Too jealous of a dream. 

But thou didst pine for roe, my love, 

Aside thy colours thrown ; 
Twas sad to raise thine eyes above, 

Unanswer'd by mine own : 
Thou who art wont to lift those eyes. 

And gather from my face 
The warmth of life's impossion'd dyes. 

Its colour and its grace. 

Ah ! let me linger at thy side. 

And sing some sweet old song. 
That tells of hearts as true and tried. 

As to ourselves belong. 
The love whose light thy colours give, 

Is kindled at the heart ; 
And who shall bid its influence live, 

My Raphael, if we part t 



MARDALE HEAD.* 



Why should I seek these scenes again, the past 
Is on yon vallej like a shroud 1 



Wxsp for the love that fate forbids. 

Yet loves unhoping on, 
Though every light that once illumed 

Its early path be gone. 



• " Among the mountains which form the southern 

boundary of Haweswuler is Mardale Head, a wild and so. 

liiary region, wherein nature, working with a master hand, 

seems to have produced the very beau ideal of romantie 

, grandeur and sublimity." 
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Weep for the love that must resign 
The heaTt*8 enchanted dream, 

And float, like some neglected bark, 
Adown life's lonely stream. 

Weep for the love these scenes recall, 

Like some enduring spell ; 
It rests within the soul which loved 

Too vainly, and too well. 

Weep for the breaking heart condemn'd 

To see its youth pass by, 
Whose lot has been in this cold world 

To dream, despair, and die. 



THE SHEPHERD BOY. 



** Now as thej were «;oiDg along, and talking, they spied 
a boy feeding his iaiher'n sheep. The boj was in very 
mean clothes, but of a fresh and well-favoured counte- 
nance ; and as he sal by himself, he sung. Then said the 
guide, Do you hear him 1 I will dare to say, this boy lives 
a merrier life, and wears more of the herb called hettrl^t- 
ea»e in his bosom, than he that is clad la silk and velvet." 
^Pilgrim*9 Prugreaa. 



LiKx some vision olden 

Of for other time, 
When the age was golden. 

In the young workl's prime ; 
Is thy soft pipe ringing, 

O lonely shepherd boy, 
What song art thou singing. 

In thy youth and joy ? 

Or art thou complaining 

Of thy lowly lot, 
And thine own disdaining, 

Dost ask what thou hast not t 
Of the future dreaming. 

Weary of the past. 
For the present scheming, 

All but what thou hast 

No, thou art delighting 

In thy summer home ; 
Where the flowers inviting 

Tempt the bee to roam ; 
Where the cowslip bending, 

With iu golden bells. 
Of each glad hour's ending 

With a sweet chime tells. 

All wild creatures love him 

When he is alone. 
Every bird above him 

Sings its softest tone. 



Thankful to high Heaven, 
Humble in thy joy 

Much to thee is given. 
Lowly shepherd boy. 



THE CAVES OF ELEPHANTA. 



** Thbsb celebrated Caves are situated in the beautiflil 
island of their own name. It is composed of two hills, 
with a narrow valley brtween them. Ascending the nar< 
row path where the two hills are knit together, there lies 
below the superb prospect of the sea and the adjacent 
shores. Gradually an open space is gained, and we come 
suddenly on the grand entrance of a magnificent temple, 
whose huge massy columns seem to give support to the 
whole mountain which is above. The entrance into the 
temple, which is entirely hewn out of a stone resembling 
por()hyry, is by two massy pillars forming three openings, 
under a sleep rock overhung by reeds and wild shrubs." 



What know we of them? Nothing — there 
they stand, 
Gloomy as night, inscrutible as fate. 
Altars no more divine, and shrines which know 
Nor priests, nor votaries, nor sacrifice ; 
The stranger's wonder all their worship now. 
And yet coeval as the native rock 
Seem they with mother earth — immutable. 

Time^tcmpest — warfiire — ordinary decay, 
Is not for these. The memory of man 
Has lost their rise-~aIthough they are his work. 

Two senses here are present ; one of Power, 
And one of Nothingness ; doth it not mock 
The mighty mind to see the meaner part. 
The task it taught its hands, outlast itself 1 
The temple was a type, a thing of stone, 
Built by laborious days which made up years ; 
The creed which haliow'd it was of the soul ; 
And yet the creed hath past — the ten^)Ie stands. 

The high beliefs which raised themselves to 
heaven ; 
The general truths on which religions grow ; 
The strong necessity of self-restraint ; 
The needful comfort of some future hope 
Than that whose promise only binds to-day, 
And future fear, parent of many fiiiths : 
Those vast desires, unquenchable, which sweep 
Beyond the limits of our little world. 
And know there is another by themselves ; 
These constitute the spiritual of man. 
'TIS they who elevate and who redeem. 
By some great purpose, some on-looking end. 
The mere brute exercise of common strength. 
Yet these have left no trace. The mighty 

shrine, 
Undeified, speaks force, and only force, 
Man's meanest attribute. 
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THE FAIRY OF THE FOUNTAINS. 



Tns legend, on which this story is founded, is Imme- 
dimtely taken from Mr. Thonu'e rooet interesUng collec- 
tion. I have allowed myself eome license, in my arrange- 
ment of the story ; but fairy tales have an old-established 
privilege of change ; at least, if we judge by the various 
shapes which they assume in the ptogress of UmOi and by 
process of translation. 



Wht did she love her mother so! 
It hath wrought her wondrous wo. 

Once she raw an armed knight 
In the pale sepulchral night ; 
When the sullen starbeams throw 
Evil spells on earth below ; 
And the moon ia cold and pale, 
And a voice is on the gale, 
Like a lost soul's heavenward cxy, 
Hopeless in its agony. 

He stood beside the castle gate, 

The hour was dark, the hour was late ; 

With the bearing of a king 

Did he at the portal ring. 

And the loud and hollow bell 

Sounded like a Christian's knelL 

That pale child stood on the wall 

Watching there, and saw it all. 

Then she was a child as fieur 

As the opening blossoma are : 

But with large black eyes, whose light 

Spoke of mystery and might. 

The stately stranger^s head was bound 
With a bright and golden round ; 
Curiously inlaid, each scale 
Shone upon his glittering mail ; 
His high brow was cold and dim, 
And she felt she hated him. 
Then she heard her mother's voice, 
Saying, ** *Tis not at my choice ! 
Wo forever, wo the hoiur, 
When you sought my secret bower, 
Listenbg to the won! of fear, 
Never meant for human ear 
Thy suspicion's vam endeavour, 
Wo ! wo ! parted us forever." 

Still the porter of the hall 
H^ed not that crown'd knight's calL 
When a glittering shape there came, 
With a brow of starry flame ; 
And he led that knight again 
O'er the bleak and barren plain. 
He flung, with an appalling cxy. 
His dark and desperate arms on high ; 
And from Melusina's sight 
Fhd mwtLj through thickest sdght 



Who has not, when but a child. 
Treasured up some vision wild ; 
Haunting them with nameless fear. 
Filling all they see or hear, 
In the midnight's lonely hour. 
With a strange mysterious power ! 
So a terror unddined 
Enter'd in that in&nt mind ;— 
A fear that haunted her alone. 
For she told her thought to none. 

Years pass'd on, and each one threw 
O'er those walls a deeper hue ; 
Large and old the ivy leaves 
Heavy hung around the eaves. 
Till the darksome room^ within 
Daylight never enter'd in. 
And the spider's silveiy line 
Was the only thing to shine. 

Years past on, — ^the &ir child now 
Wore maiden beauty on her brow- 
Beauty such as rarely flowers 
In a fallen world like ours. 
She was tall ; a queen might wear 
Such a proud imperial air ; 
She was tall, yet when unbound. 
Swept her bright hair to the ground, 
Glittering like the gold you see 
On a young laburnum tree. 
Yet her eyes were dark as night, 
Melancholy as moonlight. 
With a fierce and wilder ray 
Of a meteor on its way. 
Lonely was her childhood's time. 
Lonelier was her maiden prime ; 
And she wearied of the hours 
Wasted in those gloomy towers ; 
Sometimes through the sunny sky 
She would watch the flowers fly, 
Making of the air a bath. 

In a thousand jqyous rings ; 
She would ask of them their path. 

She would ask of them th^ wmgs. 
Once her stately mother came. 
With her dark eyes funeral flame. 
And her cheek as pale as death. 
And her cold and whispering breath ; 
With her sable garments bound 
By a mystic girdle round. 
Which, when to the east she tam'd, 
With a sudden lustre bum'd. 
Once that ladye, dark and tall, 
Stood upon the castle wall ; 
And she mark'd her daughter's eyes 
Fix'd upon the glad sunrise, 
With a sad yet eager look, 
Such as fixes on a book 
Which describes some happy lot, 
'Lit with joys that we have not. 
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And the thoagfat of what has been. 

And the thought of what might be, 
Makes us crave the £mcied scene, 

And despise zeality. 
Twas a drear and desert plam . 
Lay around their own domain ; 
But, far off, a world more fiur 
Outlined on the sunny air ; 
Hung amid the purple clouds, 
With which early morning shrouds 
All her blushes, brief and bright. 
Waking up from sleep and night 

In a voice so low and dread. 
As a voice that wakes the dead f 
Then that stately lady said : 
^ Daughter of a kingly liney— 
Daughter, too, of race like mine,— 
Such a kingdom had been thiae ; 
For thy lather was a king. 
Whom I wed with word and ring. 
But in an unhappy hour. 
Did he pass my seciet bower,— 
Did he listen to the word. 
Mortal ear hath never heard ; 
From that hour of grief and pain 
Might we never meet again. 

" Maiden, listen to my rede, 
Punish'd ibr thy father's deed. 
Here, an ejile, I most stay. 
While be sees the light of day. 
Child, his race is mix*d in thee, 
With mine own more high degret. 
Hadst thou at Christ*8 altar stood. 
Bathed in his redeeming flood ; 
Thou of my wild race had known 
But its loveliness alone* 
Now thou hast a mingled dower. 
Human passion — fairy power. 
But forefend thee from the last ; 
Be its gifU behind thee cast. 
Many tears will vrash away 
Mortal sin firom mortal clay. 
Keep thov then a timid eye 
On the hopes that fill yon sky ; 
Bend thon viith a suppliant kne^ 
And thy soul yet saved may be ;— 
Saved by Him who died to save 
Man from death beyond the grave.** 
Easy 'tis advice to give. 

Hard it ia advice to take. 
Years that lived — and years to five^ 

Wide and weary difierence make. 
To that elder ladye's mood, 
Suited silent solitude : 
For her lorn heart's wasted so9 
Now repaid not hope's sweet toiL 
Never more cuiuld spring flowers grow 
On the wom-out soil below ; 



But to the young Melusine, 
Earth and heaven were yet divine. 
Still illusion'spurple light 

Was upon the morning tide, 
And there rose before her sight 

The loveliness of life untried. ' 
Three sweet genii, — Youth, Love, Hope,- 
Drew her future horoscope.^ 
Must such lights themselves consume 1 
Must she be her own dark tomb 1 
But fiur other thoughts than these— 
Life's enchanted fantasies. 
Were, with Melusina now. 
Stem and dark, contracts her brow ; 
And her bitten lip is white. 
As with passionate resolve. 
Mutter'd she, — "It is my right; 
On me let the task devolve : 
Since such blood to me belongs 

I shall seek its own bright sphere ; 
I will wen avenge the wrongs 

Of my mother exiled here." 

• • • • • 

Two long yean are come and past. 
And. the maiden's lot is cast ;^- 
Cast in mystery and power, 
. Work'd out by the watching hou^ 
By the word that spirits tell. 
By the sign and by the spelL 
Two long years have come and gone^ 
And the maiden dwells alone. 
For the deed which she hath done^ 
Is she now a banish'd one ; — 
Banish'd from her mother's arms, 
Banish'd by her mother's charms^ 
With a curse of grief and pain. 
Never more to meet again. 
Great was the revenge nhe wrought, 
Deariy that revenge was bought. 

When the maiden felt her -powers. 
Straight she found her father's towem 
With a sign, and with a word, 
Paas'd she on unseen, unheard. 
One, a pallid minstrel born 
On Good Friday's mystic mom, 
Said she saw a lady there. 
Tall and stately, strange and fiur, 
With a stem and glittering eye. 
Like a shadow gliding by. 
All was fear and awe next day. 
For the king had pass'd away. 
He had pledged his court at night. 
In the red grape's flowing light 
All his pages saw him sleeping ; 
Next day there was wail and weeping. 
Halls and lands were wander'd o'er, 
But they saw their king no mote^ 
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Strange it is, and lad to tell. 
What the royal knight befelL 
Far opoD a deaert Und, 
Does a mighty mountain stand ; 
On iti summit there is snow, 
While the bleak pines mocm below ; 
And within there is a cave 
Open'd for a monarch's grave. 
Bound in an enchanted sleep 
She hath laid him still and deep. 
She, his only child, has n^e 
That strange tomb where he is laid : 
Nothing more of earth to know, 
Till the final trumpet blow. 
Mortal lip nor mortal ear, 
Were not made to speak nor hear 
That accursed word which sealed,— 
All those gloomy depths couccal'd. 

With a look of joy and pride, 
Then she sought her mother's side. 
Whispering, on her bended knee, 
** O ! my mother, joyous be ; 
For the mountain torrents spring 
O'er that faithless knight and king." 
Not another word she spoke, 
For her speech a wild shriek broke ; 
For the widow'd queen upsprung. 
Wild her pale thin hands she wrung. 
With her black hair fidling round. 
Flung her desperate on the ground ; 
While young Mclusine stood by. 
With a fiz'd and fearful eye. 

When her agony waf past. 
Slowly rose the queen at last ; 
With her black hair, like a shroud. 
And her bearing high and proud ; 
With the marble of her brow, 
Colder than its custom now : 
And her eye with a strange light, , 
Seem'd to blast her daughter's sight 
And she felt her whole frame shrink. 
And her young heart's pulses sink ; 
And the colour left her mputh. 

As she saw her mother ugning. 
One stem hand towards the south. 

Where a strange red star was shining. 
With a mutter'd word and gaze, 
Fix'd upon its vivid rays ; 
Then she spoke, but in a tone, 
Hers, yetall unlike her own.^— 
" Spirit of our spirit-line. 
Curse for me this child of mine. 
Six days yield not to our powers, 
But the seventh day is ours. 
By yon star, and by our line, 
Be thon cursed, maiden mine." 
Then the maiden felt hot pain 
Hon through every burning vein. 



Sudden, vrith a fearful cry. 
Writhes she in her agony ; 
Bums her cheek as with a flame, 
For the maiden knows her shame. 



PART IL 



By a lovely river's side, 

Where the water-lilies glide. 

Pale, as if with constant care 

Of the treasures which they bear , 

For those ivory vases hold 

Each a sunny gift of gold. 

And blue flowers on the banks, 

Grow in wild and drooping ranks, 

Bending moumfully above. 

O'er the waters which they love ; 

But which bear oS, day by day. 

Their shadow and themselves away. 

Willows by that river grow 

With their leaves half green, half snow. 

Summer never seems to be 

Present all with that sad tree. 

With its bending boughs are wrought 

Tender and associate thought. 

Of the wreaths that maidens wear 

In their long-neglected hair. 

Of the branches that are thrown 

On the last, the funeral stone. 

And of those tom wreaths that suit 

Youthful minstrel's wasted lute. 

But the stream is gay to-night 
With the full moon's golden light, 
And the air is sweet with singing. 
And the joyous hom is ringing. 
While fair groups of dancers round 
Circle the enchanted ground. 
And a youthful warrior stands 
Gazing not upon those bands. 
Not upon the lovely scene, 
But upon its lovelier queen. 
Who with gentle word and smile 
Courteous prays his stay awhile. 

The &iry of the fountains, she 
A strange and lovely mystery. 
She of whom wild tales have birth, 
When beside a winter hearth. 
By some aged crone is cold. 
Marvel ne^ or legend old. 
But the ladye fironti him there, 
He but sees she is so fair, 
He but hears that in her tone 
Dwells a music yet unknown ; 
He but feels that he could die 
For the sweetness of her sigh. 
But how many dreams take flight 
With the dim enamour'd night ; 
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Cold the morning light has shone, 
And the fairy train are gone, 
Melted in the dewy air, 
lonely stands young Raymond theie. 
Yet not all alone, his heart 
Hath a dream that will not part 
From that beating heart's recess; 
>Vhat that dream that lover's guess. 

Yet another year hath flown 
In a stately hall alone. 
Like an idol in a shrine 
dits the radiant Melusine. 
It ia night, yet o'er the walls, 
Light, but light unearthly, falls. 
Not from lamp nor taper thrown, 
But from many a precious stone. 
With whose variegated shade 
Is the azure roof inlaid. 
And whose coloured radiance throwa 
Hues of violet and rose. 
Sixty pillars, each one shming 
With a wreath of rubies twining. 
Bear the roof— the snow-white floor 
Is with small stars studded o'er. 
Sixt^ vases stand between, 
Fiird with perfumes for a queen ; 
And a silvery cloud exhales 
Odours like those fragrant gales, 
Which at eve float o'er the sea 
From the purple Araby. 
Nothing stirs the golden gloom 
Of that dim enchanted room. 
Not a step is flitting round. 
Not a noise except the sound 
Of the distant fountains falling. 
With a soft perpetual calling, 
To the echoes which reply 
Musical and mournfully. 

Sits the fidiy ladye there. 
Like a statue, pale and fair ; 
From her cheek the rose has fled. 
Leaving deeper charms instead. 
On that marble brow are wrought 
Traces of impassion'd thought ; 
Such as without shade or line 
Leave their own mysterious sign. 
While her eyes, they are so brig^ 
Dazde with imperious light. 
Wherefore doth the maiden bend 
Wherefore doth the blush ascend. 
Crimson even to her brow, 
Sight nor step are near her now t 
Hidden by her sweeping robe, 
Near her stands a crystal globe. 
Gifted with strange power to show 
All that she desires to know. 

(38) 



First she sees her palace gate, 
With its steps of marble state ; 
Where two kneeling forms seem weeping 
O'er the watch which they are keeping. 
While around the dusky boughs 
Of a gloomy forest close : 

Not for those that blush arose. 

But she sees beside the gate, 

A young and anxious palmer wait ; 

Well shL knows it is for her, 

He has come a worshipper. 

For a year and for a day. 

Hath he worn his weary way; 

Now a sign from that white hand, 

And the portals open stand. 

But a moment, and they meet, 

Raymond kneels him at her feet ; 

Reading in her downcast eye, 

All that woman can reply. 
Weary, weary had the hours 

Paas'd within her fairy bowers ; 

She was hauiited with a dream 

Of the knight beside the stream. 

Who hath never fdlt the sense 

Of such charm'd influence. 

When the shapes of midnight sleep 

One beloved object keep. 

Which amid the cares of day 

Never passes quite away 1 

Guarded for the sweetest mood 

Of our happy solitude, 

Link'd with every thing we love, 

Flower below or star above : 

Sweet spell after sweet spell thrown 

Till the wide world is its own. 
Tum*d the ladye deadly pale. 

As she heard her lover's tale, 

" Yes,"— she said, — O ! low sweet word. 

Only in a whisper heard. 

" Yes, if my true heart may be 

Worthy, Christian knight, of thee. 

By the love that makes thee mine 

I am deeply, dearly thine. 

But a spell is on me thrown, 

Six days may each deed be shpwn. 

But the seventh day must be 

Mine, and only known to me. 

Never must thy step intrude 

On its silent solitude. 

Hidden from each mortal eye 

Until seven years pass by. 

When these seven years are flown, 

All my secret may be known. 

But if, with suspicious eye, 

Thou on those dark hours wilt pry, 

Then farewell, beloved in vain, 

Never might we meet again." 
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Gazing on one worshipp'd brow, 
When hath lover Bpared a vow 1 
With an oath and with a prayer 
Did he win the prize he sought. 
Never waa a bride ao fair, 
As the bride that Raymond brought 
From the wood's enchanted bowera 
To his old ancestral towers. 

O, sweet love, could thy first prime 

Linger on the steps of time, 

Man would dream tlie unkind skies 

Sheltered still a Paradise. 

But, alas, the serpent's skill 

Is amid our gardens still. 

Soon a dark inquiring thought 
On the baron's spirit wrought : 
She, who seem'd to love him so, 
Had she aught he might not know 1 
Was it wo, how could she bear 
Grief he did not sooth nor share 1 
Was it guilt ? no— heaven's own grace 
Lighten'd in that loveliest face. 
Then his jealous fancies rose, 
(Our lady keep the mind from those !) 
Like a fire within the brain, 
Maddens that consuming pain. 
Henceforth is no rest by night, 
Henceforth day has no delight 
Life hath agonies that tell 
Of their late left native hell. 
But 'mid their despair is none 
Like that of the jealous ope. 

Tia again the fatal day, 
When the ladye must away, 
To her lonely palace made 
Far within the forest shade. 
Where the mournful fountains sweep 
With a voice that seems to weep, 
On that mom Lord Raymond's bride 
Ere the daybreak leaves his side. 
Never does the ladye speak 
But her tears are on his cheek, 
And he hears a stifled moan 
As she leaves him thus alone. 
Hath she then complaint to make, 
Is there yet some spell to >reak t 
Come what will, of weal or wo, 
Tis the best the worst to know. 

He hath follow'd— wo, for both, 
That the knight forgot his oath. 

Where the silvery fountains (all. 
Stands no more the charmed hall, 
But the dismal yew trees droop, 
And the pines above them stoop. 
While the gloomy branches spread. 
As they would above the dead, 
In some churchyard large and drear 
HMunted with perpetual fear. 



Dark and still like some vast grave. 
Near there yawns a nightrblack cave. 
O'er its mouth wild ivy twines 
There the daylight never shines. 
Beast of prey or dragon's lair. 
Yet the knight hath enter'd there. 

Dimly doth the distant day 
Scatter an uncertain ray. 
While strange shapes and ghastly cyee 
'Mid the spectral darkness rise. 
But he hurries on, and near 
He sees a sudden light appear, 
Wan and coW like that strange lamp 
Which amid the chamal's damp 
Shows but brightens not the gloom 
Of the corpse and of the tomb. 
With a cautious step he steals 
To the cave that light reveals. 
'Tis such grotto as might be, 
Nereid's home beneath the sea. 
Crested with the small bright stars 
Of a thousand rainbow spars 
And a fountain from the side 
Pours beneath its crystal tide, 
In a white and marble bath 
Singing on its silvery path ; 
While a meteor's emerald rays 
O'er the lucid water plays. — 
Close beside, with wild flowers laid, 
Is a couch of green moss tnade 
There he sees his lady lie^ 
Pain b in her languid eye. 
And amid her hair the dew 
Half obscures its golden hue ; 
Damp and heavy, and unbound. 
Its wan clusters sweep around. 
On her small han^ leans her head,^ 
See tlie fevcr'd cheek is red. 
And the fiery colour rushes 
To her brow in hectic blushes. — 
What strange vigil is she keeping! 
He can hear that she is weeping. — 
He will fling him at her feet, 

He will kiss away her tears. 
Ah, what doth his wild eyes meet. 
What below that form appears 1 
Downwards from that slender waist, 
By a golden zone embraced. 
Do the many folds escape. 
Of the subtle serpent's shape.^ 
Bright with many-colour'd dyes 
All the glittering scales arise. 
With a red and purple glow 
Colouring the waves below ! 
At the strange and fearful sight, 
Stands in mute despair the knight, — 
Soon to feel a worse despair 
Melusina sees him there ! 
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And to see him is to part 
With the idol of her heart, > 

Part as just the setting sua 
Tells the fatal day is done. 
Vanish all those serpent rings. 
To her feet the lady springs, 
And the shrifek rings through the cell, 
Of despairing love's farewells- 
Hope and happiness are o'er. 
They can meet on earth no more. 

• • • • . • 

Years have past since this wild tale- 
Still is heard that lady's wail, 
Ever round that ancient tower. 
Ere its lord's appointed hour. 
With a low and moaning breath 
She must mark approaching death, 
While remains Lord Raymond's line 
Doom'd to wander and to pine. 
ITet, before the stars are bright. 
On the evening's purple light. 
She beside the fountain stands 
Wringing sad her sliadowy hands, 
May our lady, as long years 
Pass with their atoning tears. 
Pardon with her love divine 
The fountain fairy — Melusine 1* 



THE HINDOO MOTHER. 

She leaves it to the sacred stream, 

She leaves it to the tide, 
Her little child — her darling one. 

And she has none beside. 

She used to sit beneath the palm, 

Her boy upon her knee ; 
And dreaming of the future yeais^ 

That were his own to be : 

She saw him with a stately steed, 

The sabre in his hand ; 
His pistols gleaming at his waist. 

The foremost of his band : 



She saw him with his father's smile, 
Beside some maiden dear ; 

She smiled to hear familiar words ! 
Alas ! and is he here 1 



* Raymond, first Lord of Lusignsn, died as a hermit, at 
Monaerrai. Melusina's was a yet hanher doom: fitted 
to flit over the earth, In pain and sorrow, as a spectre. 
Only when one of the race of Lusignan were about to die, 
does she become vl8iblf>,— and wanders wailing around the 
Castle. Tradition also represents her shadow as hovering 
over the Fountain of Thiisu— ream's l^y and lAgmdt. 



The light has vanish'd from her day, 
The hope gone from her heart ; 

The young, the bright, and the beloved, 
O ! how could he depart 1 

No more his sunny smile will make 
Her own, her household light ; 

No more will her sweet voice be heard. 
Above his sleep at night. 

Her heart and home arc desolate. 

But for one dearest tie ; 
But for the father of her child. 

She would lay down and die. 

The tide rolls on beneath the moon, 

Down to the mighty main ; 
To-morrow may the mother seek. 

And seek her child in vain.* 



IMMOLATION OF A HINDOO WIDOW. 

Gathsa her raven hair in one rich cluster. 
Let the white champac light it, as a star 
Gives to the dusky night a sudden lustre. 

Shining afiu 

Shed fragrant oils upon her fragrant bosom, 
Until the breathing air around grows sweet ; 
Scatter the iangtiid jasmine's yellow blossom 

Beneath her feet. 



• (Xthe custom alluded to above, Mrs. Belnos gives the 
following interesting description :—*' Hindoos of high caste 
bum their dead ; but if unable to do so from poverty, are 
forced to throw them into the Ganges, after having per- 
formed the ceremony of burning the mouth with a wisp of 
straw. The expenses attending the burning of the dead 
are too great for any but the rich. When the iniant of a 
poor Hindoo dies, the wretched mother takes it up in her 
arms, and carries it to the river, on the bank of which she 
lays It for some time on a piece of mat, or on the sands; riie 
stands weeping over the body a little while, then retires a 
few paces back, where she sits down watching for the re- 
turn of the tide to-waah away the body, and to prevent the 
birds of prey and Pariah dogs from approaching it; at 
intervals she breaks forth in loud lamentations (something 
resembling a chant, which is oAen heard at a great dis- 
tance) In the following words:— 'O! my child! who has 
taken thee, my child I I nourished thee and reared thee, 
and now where art thou gone ! take roe with thee, O ! my 
child, my child ! thou play'dst around me like a gold top, 
my child I the like of thy face I have never seen, my 
child I let fire devour the eyes of men, my child . The in- 
fant continually called me mah, mah,(moiher, mother ;) the 
infant used to say mah, let me sit upon thy lap ! my child 
his father never stayed at home since he was born, my 
child ! my childl hut bore him continually in his arms for 
men to admire. What has become now of that admira- 
tion ! Evil befall the eyes of men I O I my life, say mah 
again, my child ! my child I My arms and my lap feel 
empty, who will fill them again 1 O, my sweet burden, 
my eyesight has become darlceAed, now that thoo haH 
vanished from before hi" . 
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Those flmall white feet are bare-— too soft are they 
To tread on aught but flowers ; and there is rolled 
Round the slight ankle, meet for such display, 

The band of gold. 

Chains and bright stones are on her arms and 

neck; 
What pleasant vanities are link'd with them, 
Of happy hours, which youth delights to deck 

With gold and gem. 

She comes ! So comes the Moon, when has she 

found 
A 6ilTery path wherein through heaven to glide 1 

Fling the white veil — a summer cloud — around ; 

She is a bride ! 

And yet the crowd that gather at her side 
Are pale, and every gazer holds his breath. 
Eyes fill with tears unbidden, for the bride-^ 

The bride of Death! 

She gives away the garland from her hair, 
She gives the gems that she will wear no more ; 
All the affections, whose love-signs they were. 

Are gone before. 

The red pile blazes — ^let the bride ascend. 
And lay her head upon her husband's heart, 
I^ow in a perfect unison to blend — 

No more to part 



THE LILY OF THE VALLEY. 



** A fair joung face— jet moumfttl in its joath— 
Brooding above aad tliouglita." 



It is the last token of love and of thee ! 
Thy once faith is broken, thou false one to me. 
I think on the letters with which I must part ; 
Too dear are the fettera which wind round my 
heart. 

Thy words were enchanted — and ruled me at will ; 
My spirit is haunted, remembering them still. 
80 earnest, so tender — ^the full heart was there ; 
Ah ! song might surrender its lute in despair. 

I deem'd that I knew thee as none ever knew ; 
That 'twas mine to subdue thee, and thine to be 

true. 
I deem'd to my keeping thy memory had brought 
The depths that were sleeping of innermost 

thought 

The bitter concealings life's treacheries teach, 
Th« long-subdued feelings the world cannot 
/each—' 



Thy mask to the many was worn not for me ; 
I saw thee— can any seem like unto thee ? 

No other can know thee as I, love, have known ; 
No future will show thee a love like mine own. 
That love was no paraion that walketh by day, 
A fancy—- a fashion that flitteth away. 

'Twas life's whole emotion — a storm in its might* 
'Twas deep as the ocean, and silent as night 
It swept down life's flowers, the fragile and fair. 
The heart had no powers from passion to spare. 

Thy faults but endear'd thee, so stormy and wild ; 
My lover ! I fear'd thee as feareth a child. 
They seem'd but the shrouding of spirit too high. 
As vapours come crowding the sunniest sky. 

I worshipp'd in terror a comet above ; 
Ah ! fatal the error — ah ! fiital the love ! 
For thy sake life never will charm me again ; 
Its beauty forever is vanish'd and vain. 

Thou canst not restore me the depth and the truth 
Of the hopes that came o'er me in earliest youth. 
Their gloss is departed — their magic is flown. 
And sad and faint-hearted 1 wander alone. 

'TIS vadn to regret me— you will not regret ; 
You will try to forget me — ^you cannot forget 
We shall hear of each other — O ! misery to hear 
Those names from another that once were so dear ! 

What riight words will sting us that breathe of 

the past. 
And slight things will bring us thoughts fated to 

last 
The fond hopes that centred in thee are all dead. 
But the iron has enter'd the soul where they fed. 

Like others in seeming, we'll walk through life's 

part. 
Gold, careless, and dreaming, — with death in tha 

heart 
No hope-r-no repentence ; the spring of life o'er ; 

All died with that sentence 1 love thee no 

more! 






SCENES IN LONDON :— PICCADILLY. 

Thx sun is on the crowded street. 

It kindles those old towers ; 
Where England's noblest memories meet. 

Of old historic hours. 

Vast, shadowy, dark, and indistinct, 

Tradition's giant fane, 
Whereto a thousand yean are link'd. 

In one dectric chaia. 
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So ftandfl it when the momiiig light 
First steals upon the skies ; 

And shadowM by the fallen night. 
The sleeping atj lies. 

It stands with darkness round it cast, 
TouchM by the first cold shine ; 

Vast, vague, and mighty as the past 
Of which it is the shrine. 

Tis lovely when the moonlight fiiUa 

Around the sculptured stone, 
Giving a softness to the walls, 

Like love that mourns the gone, 
» 
Then comes the gentlest influence 

The human heart can know, 
The mourning over those gone hence 

To the still dust below. 

The smoke, the noise, the dust of day, 
Have vanish'd from the scene ; 

The pale lamps gleam with spirit ray 
O'er the park's sweeping green* 

Sad shining on her lonely path. 
The moon's calm smile above. 

Seems as it lull'd life's toil and wrath 
With universal love. 

Past that still hour, and its pale moo% 

The city u alive ; 
It is the busy hour of noon, 

When man must seek and strive. 

The pressure of our actual life 

Is on the waking brow ; 
Labour and care, endurance, strife, 

These are around him now. 

How wonderful the common street. 

Its tumult and its throng. 
The hurrying of the thousand fiMt 

That bear life's cares ak>ng. 

How strongly u the present felt^ 
With such a scene beside ; 

All sounds in one vast murmur melt 
The thunder of the tide. 

All hurry on — none pause to look 

Upon another's face : 
The present is an open book 

None read, yet all must trace. 

Hie poor man hurries on his race. 

His daily bread to find ! 
The rich man has yet wearier chase. 

For pleasure's hard to bind. 

All huny, though it is to pass 
For which they live so 



What doth the present but amass. 
The wealth that makes the past. 

The past is round us — those old spires 
That glimmer o*er our head ; 

Not from the present is their fires, 
Their light is from the dead. 

But for the past, the present's powers 
Were waste of toil and mind ; 

But for those long and glorious hours 
Which leave themselves behind. 



WARKWORTH HERMITAGE.* 

Thx lonely cavern, like a chapel carved. 
Is situate amid the lonely hills ; 
The scutcheon, cross, and altar hewn in rock , 
And by the altar is a cenotaph. 
In marble there a lovely lady lies ; 
An angel, with a welcome at her side, 
A welcome to the soul be beareth heaven. 
And near a warrior stands — the desolate ! 
The wide earth only holds one tomb for him. 
Such must have been his history, who first 
Cut this sad hermitage within the rock : 
Some spirit-broken and world-weary man. 



* Wsrkwofth Hermitage ia situated about half a mile 
above Wark worth casile, on ihe brink of ihe Coquet river. 
This venerable retreat ia probably the best preserved and 
the most entire work of its kind now remaining in the 
kingdom. It contains tliree apertmenta, all of them formed 
by excavation of the solid ruck, and impends over the river 
clothed in a rich mantle of ancient trees, remains of tha 
venerable woods which in olden times stieliered the in- 
mates of this romantic aolitude. Mr. Oroao, in his Anti- 
quities, " ventures to call the three apartments, by way of 
distinction, tlie chapel, the sacristy, and antechapel." 

The chapel ia eighteen feel in length, by about seven 
and a half in width and height ; and is beautifully model- 
led in the Gothic style of architecture. The sides are 
adorned with neat octagon pillars, branching off lo the 
ceiling, and terminating in small pointed arches at the 
groins. At the east end is a plain altar, ascended by two 
steps ; and behind Is a little niche, in which was probably 
placed the crucifix. 

The sacristy is a plain oblong apartment, running 
parallel with the chapel. The remains of an altar may 
still be seen at the east end, at which mass was occasion- 
ally performed. Between this room and the chapel is a 
small opening, whence the hermit might make confession, 
and behold the elevation of the host. Near this opening 
ia a door leading into the chapel, and over it a small 
escutcheon with all the emblems of the passion— the croai 
-<the crown of thorns— the nails— the spear— and the > 
sponge. On the south side of the altar is a cenotaph sup • 
porting three figures ; the principal one being that of « 
female, over whom an angel is hovering; the reaiainin^; 
figure is a warrior, in an erect poaition, at the lady's feet. 

The beautiful ballad by Bishop Percy, in which he hits 
recorded the traditional history of this hermitage^ is faxisL 
liar to the readect o( £!n%Vvii^ va«Mc<\ 
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Whose love was in the graTe—whose hope in 

heaven. 
Yet a 6ne nature must have been his own ; 
A sense of beauty — and a strong delight 
In the brave seeming of the visible world, 
Whose loveliness is like a sympathy. 
Winds the fair river through the vale below, 
With sunshine on its waters. Green the woods 
Hang the far summits with their changeful shade. 
In the soA summer fields are many flowers, 
Which breathe at evening on the scented wind. 
Still the wild cherry trees are growing round. 
Which first he planted, — yet he loved the 

world — 
The bright — ^the beautiful — the glorious world— 
But loved it as those love who love on earth, 
Only the hope that looketh up to heaven. 



THE SNOWDROP. 

Thov beautiful new comer. 

With white and maiden brow ; 
Thou fairy gift from summer, 

Why art thou blooming now 1 
This dim and sheltered alley 

Is dark with winter green ; 
Not such as in the valley 

At sweet springtime is seen. 

The lime tree's tender yellow, 

The aspen's silvery sheen. 
With mingling colours mellow 

The universal green. 
Now solemn yews are bending 

'Mid gloomy fires around ; 
And in long dark wreaths descending^ 

The ivy sweeps the ground. 

No sweet companion pledges 

Thy health as dewdrops pass ; 
No rose is on the hedges, 

No violet in the grass. 
Thou art watching, and thou only, v 

Above the earth's snow tomb ; 
Thus lovely, and thus lonely, 

I bless thee far thy bloom. 

Though the singing rill be frozen. 

While the wind forsakes the west ; 
rhough the singing birds have chosen 

Some lone and silent rest ; 
Like thee, one sweet thought lingers 

In a heart else cold and dead. 
Though the summer's flowers, and singersy 

And Bwuhme, long hath fled : 



'TIS the love for long years cherish'd, 

Yet lingering, lorn, and lone ; 
Though its lovelier lights have perish'd. 

And its earlier hopes are flown. 
Though a weary world hath bound it. 

With many a heavy thrall ; 
And the cold and changed surround it. 

It blossometh o'er alL 



THE ASTROLOGER. 

Alas ! for our ancient believings. 
We have nothing now left to believe ; 

The oracle, augur, and omen 
No longer dismay and deceive. 

All hush'd are the oaks of Dodona ; 

No more on the winds of the north, 
As it sways to and fro the huge branchea. 

The voice of the future comes forth. 

No more o'er the flower-wreathed victim 
The priest at the red altar bends : 

No more on the flight of the vulture 
The dark hour of victory depends. 

Hie stars have forgotten their science. 
Or we have forgotten its lore ; 

In (he rulers, the bright ones of midnight 
We question of fortune no more. 

O folly ! to deem that far planets 
Recorded the hour of our birth ; 

To glorious they arc, and too lovely. 
For the wo and the weakness of earth. 

Now the science of fate is grown lowly. 
We question of gipsies and cards ; 

'Tis a question how much of the actual 
The fate of the votary rewards. 

'Tis the same in all ages ; the future 
Still seems to the spirit its home ; 

We are weary and worn with the present^ 
But happiness still is to come. 



\ 



THE INDIAN GIRL. 

She sat alone beside her hearth^ 

For many nights alone ; 
She slept not on the pleasant couch 

Where firagrant herbs were strown. 

At first she bound her raven hair 

With feather and with shell ; 
But then she hoped ; at length, like night. 

Around her neck it felL 
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They nw her wandering 'mid the wooda» 

Lone, with the cheerless dawn. 
And then they said, ** Can this be her 

We caUM * The Startled Fawn.' " 

Her heart was in her large sad eyes, 

Half sunshine and half shade ; 
And love, as love first springs to life, 

Of every thing afraid. 

The red leaf far more heavily 

Fell down to autumn earth, 
Than her light feet, which seem'd to move 

To music and to mirth. 

* 

With the light fi*et of early youth, 

What hopes and joys depart ! 

Ah ! nothing like the heavy step 

Betrays the heavy heart 

It is a usual history 

That Indian girl could tell ; 
Fate sets apart one common doom 

For all who love too welL 

The proud — the shy — the sensitive,^ 

Life has not many such ; 
They dearly buy their happiness, 

By feeling it too much. 

A stranger to her forest home. 

That &ir young stranger came 
They raised for him the funeral sdng^ 

For him the funeral flame. 

Love sprang from pity, — and her arms 

Around his arms she threw ; 
She told her father, « If he dice. 

Your daughter dieth too." 

For her sweet sake they set him free- 
He lingerM at her side ; 

And many a native song yet tells 
Of that pale stranger's bride. 

Two years have pass'd — how much two years 

Have taken in their flight ! 
They've taken from the lip its smile, 

And fit)m the eye its light. 

Poor child ! she was a child in 

So timid and so young ; 
With what a fond and earnest faith 

To desperate hope she clung! 



His eyes grew cold — ^his voice grew 
They only g^rew more dear. 

She served him meekly, anxiously. 
With love— half faith, half fear. 



And can a fond and fiuthful heart 

Be worthless in those eyes 
For which it beats 1 — Ah ! wo to those 

Who such a heart despise. 

Poor child ! what lonely days she pass'd, 

With nothing to reqdl 
But bitter taunts, and careless words, 

And loi^Ls more cold than alL 

Alas ! for love, that sits at home. 

Forsaken, and yet fond ; 
The grief that sits beside the hearth, 

Life has no grief beyond. 
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He lefi her, but she foUow'd him— 
She thought he could not bear 

When she had left her home for him 
To look on her despair. 

Adovm the strange and mighty stream 

She took her lonely way ! 
The stars at night her pilots were. 

As was the sun by day. 

Yet mournfully — ^how mournfully ! — 

The Indian look'd behind. 
When the last sound of voice or step 

Died on the midnight wind. 

Yet still adown the gloomy stream 

She plied her weary oar ; 
Her husband — he had left their home, 

And it was home no more. 



She found him — but she found in vain- 
He spum'd her from his side ; 

He said, her brow was all too dark, 
For her to be his bride. 

She grasp'd his hands, — ^her own were oold,- 

And silent tum'd away. 
As she had not a tear to shed, 

And not a word to say. 

And pale ae death she reach'd her boat^ 

And guided it along ; 
With broken voice she strove to raise 

A melancholy song. 

None watch'd the lonely Indian girl,— 

She pass'd unmark'd of all. 
Until they saw her slight canoe 

Approach the mighty Fall !* 

Upright, within that slender boat 

They saw the pale girl stand. 
Her dark hair streaming far behind — 

Upraised her desperate hand. 
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Tlie air is fiil'd with shriek and shout-— 

They call, but call in vain ; 
The boat amid the waters dash'd-* 

'Twas never seen again ! 



THE HINDOO GIRL'S SONG. 



This tong alludes to a well-knowii superstiiion among 
ihe young Hindoo girls. They make a little boat out of a 
cocoanut shell, place a small lamp and flowers within this 
tiny ark of the heart, and launch it upon the Ganges. If it 
float out of sight with its lamp stll burning, the omen is 
prosperous : if it sinks, the love of which it questions, is ill- 
iated. 



Float on — afloat on — my haunted bark, 

Above the midnight tide ; 
Bear softly o*er the waters dark 

The hopes that with thee glide. 

Float on — float on — thy freight is flowers. 

And every flower reveals 
l*he dreaming of my lonely hours, 

The hope my spirit feels. 

Float on — float on — thy shining lamp, 

The light of love, b there ; 
If lost beneath the waters damp, 

That love must then despair. 

Float on — ^beneath the moonlight float. 

The sacred billows o'er : 
Ah, some kind spirit guards my boat, 

For it has gain'd the shore. 



THE 

RUSH-BEARING AT AMBLESIDE.* 

Bumf BB is come, with her leaves and her flowers- 
Summer is come, with the sun on her hours; 
The lark in the clouds, and the thrush on the 

bough. 
And the dove in the thicket, make melody now. 
The noon is abroad, but the shadows are cool 
Where the green rushes grow in the dark forest 

pool. 



* In the olden time, when the churches were strewn with 
rushes, the ceremony of changing them was a yearly reli> 
gious festival. The custom, once universal, now lingers 
only in some of the remote northern districts. There, 
bunches of rushes, gayly ornamented, attended by banners 
and music, are still borne in triumph by the young people 
of the village. Last remains of that pastoral poetry which 
cacB eluuucterixed "mettM fiogland." 



We seek not the hedges where violets blow, 
There alone in the twilight of evening we go ; 
They are love-tokens offer'd, when heavy with 

dew, 
To a lip yet more fragrant — an eye yet more blue. 
But leave them alone to their summer-soft dream — 
We seek the green ru^es that grow by the stream. 

Away from the meadow, although the long graas 
Be fiird with young flowers that smile as we 

psss; 
Where the bird's eye is bright as the sapphires that 

shine 
When the hand of a beauty is deck*d firom the 

mine. 
We want not their gems, and we want not their 

flowers, 
But we seek the green rush in the dark forest 

bowers. 

The cowslip is ringing its fairy like chime, 
Sweet bells, by whose music Titania keeps time : 
The rose bush is cover*d with cups that unfold 
Their petals that tremble in delicate gold. 
But we seek not their blossoms in garlands to 

blend. 
We seek the green rush where the willow trees 

bend. 

The green rush, the green rush, we bear it along 
To the church of our village with triumph and 

song; 
We strew the cold chancel, and kneel on it there. 
While its fresh odours rise with our voices in 

prayer. 
Hark the peal firom the old tower in praise of it 

rings. 
Let us seek the green rush by the deep woodland 

springs. 



I 



THE YOUNG DESTRUCTIVE, 

Iir truth, I do not wonder 
To see them scatter'd round ; 

So many leaves of knowledge — 
Some fruit must sure be found. 

The Eton Latin Grammar 
Has now its verbs declined ; 

And those of Lindley Murray 
Are not so far behind. 

O ! days of bread and water-^ 

How many I recall. 
Past — sent into the comer ; 

Yoiur &C8 towards the walL 
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! boundftriet of Europe I 
O ! riven great and tmall ! 

! uUnds, golfa, and capitals I 
How I abhorred ye all ! 

And then thoee dreadful tablet 
Of shillingis pence, and pounds! 

Though I own their greater trouble 
In after life abounds. 

Tis strange how memory lingers 
About those early hours ; 

And we talk of happy childhood. 
As if such had been oars. 

But distance lends enchantment 
To all we sufTer'd then ; 

Thank Heaven, that I never 
Can be a child again ! 



nSHING BOATS IN THE MONSOON. 



Thb western courts of India abound with a great variety 
offish, of ezcellent quality ; and a conaiderable population 
In the villagei along the eeashore Ta occupied in catching 
It, and, in a great meaeure, lubaist upon it. The mode of 
catching the fiah is as follows : pilea or stakea, of consider- 
able Site and length, are aunlc and secured at certain dis- 
tances from the shore, extending sometimes several miles 
out to sea; these are driven or forced down bf fastening 
boats to them at high water, heavily laden with ballast, 
which, by their own weight as the tide (alls, force the 
stakes deeper into the sandy or muddy bottom. This ope- 
ration is further assisted at the same time by a number of 
boatmen swaying upon ropes made fast to the upper part 
of the suke. To the stakes are attached nets of great 
length, and of very tough materials, capable of sustaining 
the weight of such draughts as occasionally appear almost 
miraculous, exhibiting a motley assemblage of varieties of 
fish and othtf marine productions. 



BuBV yet awhile, my wasting lamp, 
Though long the night may be ; 

The wind is rough, the air b damp, 
Yet bum awhile for me. 

The peepul tree beside our door, 
How dork its branches wave ; 

They seem as they were drooping o'er 
Its usual haimt, the grave. 

Why was it planted here to bring 

The images of death t 
Surely some gladder tree should spring 

Near human hope and breath. 

dove that dwellest its leaves among, 
I hear thee on the bough ; 

1 hear thy melancholy song, 

Why art thon singing now 1 
(39) 



All things are omens to the heart 

That keeps a vigil lone, 
When wearily the hours depart. 

And vet night is not flown, 

I see the lights amid the bay, 
How pale and wan they shine ; 

wind, that wanderest on thy way. 
Say which of them is mine. 

A weary lot the fisher hath 

Of danger and' of toil, 
Over the wild waves is his path. 

Amid their depths his spoil 

1 cannot hear the wind go by 

Without a sudden fear ; 
I cannot loolc upon the sky, 
Nor fear that storms are near. 

I look upon the sunny sea. 
And think of rocks below ; 

Still present are the shoals to me 
O'er which my love must go. 

I cannot sleep as othen sleep, 
Night has more care than day ; 

My heart is out upon the deep, 
I weep— I watch — I pray. 

Ah, see a speck the waves among, 
A light boat cuts the foam, 

The wild wind beareth me his song^ 
Thank God, he is come home. 



SCENES IN LONDON. 

THE SAVOYARD IN GROSVENOR SQUARE. 

Hs stands within the silent square. 
That square of taste, of gloom ; 

A heavy weight is on the air. 
Which hangs as o'er a tomb. 

It is a tomb which wealth and rank 
Have built themselves around — 

The general sympathies have shrank, 
Like flowers on high dry grotmd. 

None heed the wandering boy who sing^ 
An orphan thousrh so young ; 

None think how far the singer brings 
The songs which he has sung. 

None cheer him with^ kindly look. 

None with a kindly word ; 
The singer's little pride must brook 

To be unpraised^ ucih«iaA«. 



MISS LANDON'S WORKS. 



At home, their sweet biid he was ityled* 
And oft, when days were long, 

His mother call'd her £ivouriiB chiJd, 
To sing her £ivourite song. 

He wanders now through weaiy streeti^ 

7M11 cheek and eye are dim ; 
How little sympathy he meets, 

For music or for him. 

Sudden his dark brown cheek grows bright^ 

His dark eyes fill with glee. 
Covered with blossoma snowy-whit6| 

He sees an orange tree. 

No more the toil-worn hoe is pale, 

No faltering step is sad ; 
He sees his distant native vale. 

He sees it, and is glad. 



He sees the squirrel climb the pine, 
The doves fly through the dell. 

The purple clusters of the vine ; 
He hears the vesper belL 

Hii heart is fiill of hope and home. 

Toil, travel, are no more ; 
And he has happy hours to come 

Beside his father's door. 

O charm of natural influence ! 

But for thy lovely ties, 
Never might the world*wearied sense 

Above the present rise. 

Bless'd be thy magic everywhere, 
O Nature,, gentle mother ; 

How kindlier is for us thy care, 
Than ours is for each other. 



BEVERLEY MINSTER. 

Built in far other times, those sculptured walls 
Attest the £uth which our forefathers felt, 
Strong faith, whose visible presence yet remains ; 
We pray with deeper reverence at a shrine 
Hallow'd by many prayers. For years, long years. 
Years that make centuries — ^those dimlit aisles. 
Where rainbows play, from colour'd windows 

flung. 
Have echoM to the voice of prayer and praise ; 
With the last lights of evening flitting round, 
Makiiig a rosy atmosphere of hope. 
The vesper hymn hath risen, bearing heaven, 
But purified the many cares of earth. 
How oft has music rcck*d those ancient towers, 
When the deep bells were tolling ; as they rung. 
The cM^titf and the hamlet, high and low. 



Obey*d the sonmions : earth grew near to God, 
The piety of ages is around. 
Many the heart that has before yon cross 
Laid down the burden of its heavy cares. 
And felt a joy that is not of this worid. 
There are both sympathy and warning here ; 
Methinks as down we kneel by those old graves 
The past will pray with us. 



THE MONTMORENCY WATERFALL 
AND CONE. 



" WmN the river St. Lawrence is frocen below the Falls, 
the level ice becomes a support on wliich the freeaing 
spraj descends m sleet ; it there remaios, and gradually 
asmunei the figure of an irregular cone, which continues to 
enlarge its dimensions till, towards the close of the winter, 
it becomes stupendous. The height of the cone varies 
considerably, in different seasons ; as the quantity of spray 
depends on the supply of water to the Falls— the q^y, of 
course, being roost dense when the rush of water is strong 
and impetuous. In 1829 and 1832, it did not reach a greater 
altitude than one hundred and thirty feet. The fince of the 
cone, opposite to the Falls, differa from the rest of its sur* 
face, it being composed ofsulactites; this formatioa arissa 
from the dashing of the water against in base, which 
freezes ia its descent, and by the continual action pro> 
duces enormous icicles.*'— ''The formation of this con* 
may serve to explain the origin of glaciers." 

** To the inhabiunu of Quebec, the cone is a source of 
endless amusement. When the weather is temperate^ 
parties in single-horse curricles and taadems are seea 
harrying to tlie spot, to ei^y the beauty of the scene, antf 
to malce descents, upon small sleiglts, Irom the top of \Jb» 
cone to the plain below." 



We do not ask for the leaves and flowers 
That laugh as they look on the suouner honza ; 
Let the violets shrink and sigh. 
Let the red rose pine and die : 
The sledge is yoked, away we go, 
Amid the firs, o*er the soundless snow. 

I^ ! the pine is singing its murmuring song^ 
Over our heads as we pass along ; 
And every bough with pearl is hung. 
Whiter than those that from ocean sprung. 
The sledge \b yoked, away we go. 
Amid the firs, o'er the soundless snow. 

The ice is bright with a thousand dyes 
Like the changeful light in a beauty's eyes. 
Now it weareth her blush, and now 
It weareth the white of her marble brow. 
The sledge is yoked, and away we go, 
Beneath the firs, o*er the soundless snow. 

We are wrappM with ermine and sable ronnd. 
By the Indian in trackless forests found ; 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



307 



The sunbeams OTer the white world shine, 
And we cany with us the purple wine. 
The sledge is yoked, and away we go, 
Beneath the fixa, o*er the soundlesa snow. 



DUNOLD MILL-HOLE,* 



m THS VILLAOS OT KKLLBT, ABOUT FXVB 

LANCA8TBR. 



julbs vaoM 



I rLT from the hoe of my ibe in hif might, 
I ask from the sky but the shadow of night, 
I am lonely, yet dread lest the wandering wind 
Should bring me the step or the voice of my 
kind. 
I hear the soft voices that sing in the cave. 
When from the rent limestone out-guahes the 

wave; 
While the echoes that haunt the dim caverns re- 
peat, 
The music they make in repeating more sweet 

There are colours like rainbows spread over the 
wall, 
For the damps treasure sunbeams wherever they 

faU; 
In each little nook where the daylight finds room 
Wild flow'rets like feiry giAs burst into bloonu 
The small lakes are mirrors, which give back 
the sky, 
The stars in their depths on a dark midnight lie, 
I gaze not on heaven— 'I dare not look there. 
But I watch the deep shadows, and know my de- 
spair. 

From the sparry roof falls a perpetual shower. 
Doth nature then weep o'er some evil-starr'd hour, 
While memory all that it mourns for endears. 
Such sorrow is gentle, for blessed are tears. 

I weep not, I sit in my silenoe alooe, 
My heart, like the rock that surrounds me, is 

stone. 
Beside me forever a pale shadow stands. 
My hands clasp for prayer, but there's blood on 
• those hands. 

I rue not my anger — ^I rue but my shame: 
Let my old halls be lonely, and perish my name ! 



* A rugged path lead« to this beautiful and spacious 
cavern, which roaj well, in former days, have lieen the 
place of refuge supposed in the foregoing poem. The 
brook which runs through it is broken by the pointed rock 
into many waterfalls, and also feeds several small lakes ; 
a spring trickles from the mof, and the sides are covered 
with a profusioii of moss, and weeds, and wild flowers. 
Like most of these caverns, the walls are covered with 
sparry incrustations. 



She made them lonely, 'twas she flung the stain, 
I slew her while sleeping — I'd slay her again. 
O sweet bird, that lovest in that old tree to 
■ing, 
Whose home is the free air, I envy thy wing. 
Yet where'er thoee wild wings my spirit might 

bear, 
She still must be with me, the false and the fiur. 



RUINS ABOUT THE TAJ MAHAL. 



An arid plain leads to the luxuriant gardens which still 
adorn the mausoleum where Nour Jahan and the lovely 
partner of his throne "sleep the sleep Uiat knows no 
waking.'* Ponds of gold and silver fish are the common 
ornaments of a great man's enwinds in India. They are 
covered after sunset with a gaute frame, to protect them 
from their various nightly enemies. Notwithstanding the 
care taken fur their preservation, they often become the 
prey of the kingfisher. Tombs in India are palaces, vast 
and immutable as the slumbers which they cover. As ii to 
add the contrast of natural fertility to human decay, the 
garden always surrounds the grave. 



MouRWTULLT they pass away. 
The dearest and the fairest ; 
Beauty, thou art common clay. 
Common doom thou sliarest. 
Though the rose beetow its dyes 
For a blush too tender ; 
Though the stars endow thine eyes 
With their midnight splendour. 

ThoDgfa thy smiles around thee fling 

Atmosphere elysian ; 

Though thy presence seems to spring 

Like a poet's vision ; 

Though the full heart worship thee^ 

Like a thing enchanted ; 

Though the cold earth common be, 

When thy touch is wanted : 

Tet thou dost decay and die. 

And beside thee perish 

All that grew beneath thine eye, 

All that we wont cherish. 

Every gentle hope and thought 

Which thou bearest hither ; 

Hues from thine own heaven brought, 

Hues thou takest thither. 

Fare thee well — thou soon art flown 
From a world that loved thee ; 
Heaven, that claims thee for its own^ 
Soon from us removed thee. 
Here thy shadows only come. 
Fleeting, though divinest; 
But in thine eternal home 
Steadfastly thou shinest 
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THE WIDOW'S MITE. 

It is the fruit of waking houra 

When others are asleep. 
When moaning round the low thatch'd roof 

The winds of winter creep. 

It is the fruit of summer days 

Past in a gloomy room, 
When others are abroad to taste 

The pleasant morning bloom. 

Tu given from a scanty store 

And miss'd while it is given : 
Tis given — ^for the claims of earth 

Are less than those of heaven. 

Few save the poor feel for the pooi^ 

The rich know not how hard 
It is to be of needful food 

And needful rest debarred. 

Their paths are paths of plenteousnefli ; 

They sleep on silk and down, 
And never think how heavily 

The weary head lies down. 

They know not of the scanty meal 

With small pale faces round ; 
No fire upon the cold, damp hearth, ^ 

When snow is on the ground. 

They never by their window dt. 

And see the gay pass by ; 
Tet take their weary work agaiA, 

Though with a mournful eye. 

The rich, they give— they miss it not-^ 

A blessing cannot be 
Like that which rests, thou widow'd one, 

Upon thy gift aqd thee I 



SIR THOMAS HARDY, 

eOTKRHOR OV GRllITWICB HOtPITAU 

SiLiirci is now upon the seat, 

The silent seas of yore ; 
The thunder of the cannonade 

Awakes the wave no more. 

The battle-flag droops o'er the mail, 

Inhere quiet let it sleep ; 
For it hath won in wilder hoan 

liM empln o'er the deep. 



Now let it wave above their home^ 

Of those who fouglit afiu ; 
The victors of the Baltic sea. 

The brave of Trafidgar. 

Upon a terrace by the Thames, 

I saw the Admiral stand ; 
He who received the latest dasp* 

Of Nelson's dying hand. 

Age, toil, and care had somewhat bow'd 
His bearing proud and high ; 

But yet resolve was on his lip. 
And fire waa in his eye. 

I felt no wonder England holds 

Dominion o*er the seas ; 
Still the red cross will face the world« 

While she hath men like these. 

And gathered there beneath the son 
Were loiteiing veterans old ; 

As if of former victories 
And former days they told. 

t 

No prouder trophy hath our isle. 
Though proud her trophies be. 

Than that old palace where are hooaed 
The veterans of the 



Her other domes — her wealth, her pride, 

Her science may declare ; 
But Greenwich hath the noblest daim, 

H«r gratitude is there. 



ESKDALE, CUMBERLAND.! 

! HO : I do not wish t» sea 
The sunshine o^-er these hills agam; 

Their i|uiet beauty wakes m me 
A thousand widies wiki and vaiB. 



I hear the Aylaik*s matin songs 
Breaithe of the heaven he singelli ne« ; 

Ah ! heaven, that to our earth belongs, 
Why is Ihy hope so seldom here ! 

* His favoiH-iie csfi^lD ;— Ncflson died 1o Sir TImmas 
Hard7*a snns. Too long for extract here, ihe account 
of tliai battle and detlh is at^aoethe most eadting and 
yet tooching record I Itoow ia Englislt hisiory. 

t In the midst dC Aieae secluded roountaia districis, says 
Mr. Warren In his Northern Tour, lives one of tlie most 
Independem, most moral, and most respectable characters 
existing, the estatiiMian, aa lie Is called in the language 
of the countcj, iNhoae huspitality to the waylarer and tra- 
velter has been dius touchinglj illuatraied :— ^ Oo,** said 
an estatesman ts a person whom he had entertained lor 
some days «i his house, ** go to the vale on the other ride 
of tk9 mouolaln, to the house of , (naming the party,) 



tett Mm you came firom me. I know hin^ not, but ha 
will receive you kindly, for our akeep mtngU en Ms 



*» 
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The gram m fiird with early flowera, 
, Whereon the dew is scarcely dry ; 
While singing to the silent hours, 
The glittering waves are murmuring by. 

And fiuides from afar are brought 

By magic lights and wandering wind ; 
Such scene hath poet never sought, 
. But he hath left his heart behind. 

It is too sad to feel how blest 
In such a spot might be our home ; 

And then to think with what unrest 
Throughout this lyeary world we roam. 



SCENES IN LONDON: 

THE CITY CHURCHYARD. 



If there be one object more material, more revolting, 
more gloomy than another, it is a crowded churctiyard in 
a c'lij. It has neither sympaiby nor memory. The preated* 
down stones lie heavy upon the very heart. The sunshine 
cannot get at them for smoke. There is a crowd ; and, 
like most crowds, there is no companionship. Sympathy 
is the softener of death, and memory of the loved and. the 
lost is the earthly shadow of their immortality. But who 
turns aside amid those crowds that hurry through the 

thronged and noisy streets? No one can love London 

better than I do; but never do I wish to be buried there. It 
is the best place in the world for a house, and the wont for 
a grave. An Irish patriot once candidly observed to me, 
** Give me London to live in ; but let me die in green Ire- 
land :"— now, this is precisely my opinion. 



I PRAT thee lay me not to rest 
Among these mouldering bones. 

Too heavily the earth is prest 
By all these crowded stones. 

Life is too gay— life is too near«- 

With all its pomp and toil ; 
I pray thee, do not lay me here, 

In such a world-struck soiL 

The ceaseless roll of wheels would wake 

The slumbers of the dead ; 
I cannot bear for life to make 

Its pathway o'er my head. 

The flags around are cold and drear, 

They stand apart, alone ; 
And no one ever pauses here, 

To sorrow for the gone. 

No : lay me in the £ur green fields 
The summer sunshine cheers ; 

And where the early wild flower yields 
The tribute of its tean; 



Where shadows the sepulchral yew, 
Where droops the willow tree ; 

Where the long grass is ^ll'd with dew— 
O ! make such grave for me ! 

And passers-by, at evening's close. 

Will pause beside the grave. 
And moralize o*er the repose 

They fear, and yet they crave. 

Perhaps some kindly hand may bring 

Its offering to the tomb ; 
And say, as fades the rose in spring, 

80 fadeth human bloom. 

But here there is no kindly thought 

To soothe, and to relieve ; 
No fancies and no flowers are brought. 

That soflen while they grieve. 

Here Poesy and Love come not^» 

It is a world of stone ; 
The grave is bought — is closed — ^forgot! 

And then life hurries on. 

Sorrow, and beauty — nature — love 
Redeem man's common breath ; 

Ah ! let them shed the grave above^ 
Give lovelinesa to death. 



BORRO BOEDOOR.* 

Ak ancient temple of an ancient faith. 
When man, to show the vanity of man, 
Was left to his own fantasies. All life 
Was conscious of a God ;— the sun, the wind. 
The mighty ocean, and the distant stars, 
Become his prototypes. At length there came 
The great appointed hour ; the l^ruth shone forth. 
The living waters of the Gospel flow*d, 
And earth drAnk life and hope. The work is still 
Gradual and incomplete ; — it is roan's task. 
And more his glorious privilege, to aid. 
Our England is a living fountain now, 
Whence flow the waves of life,— eternal life. 

O, what a power and duty is our own ! 
nris ours to shed upon man's present day 
The blessing of the future and the past 
How much of India yet in darkness lies ! 
We must dethrone the idol, and dispel 
The shadows that but herald the true feithw-^ 



• The temple of Bono Boedoor was in former days the 
most celebrated Budha temple in the Island of Java< 
equally distinguished for its extent and its macnififiAoM^ 
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We must give peace, love, charity, to earth ; 

And from old superstitions, vain beliefs, 

And false religions, realize the true : 

do morning springs from out the depths of night 



THE PHANTOM. 

I coMX from my home in the depth of the sea, 
I come that thy dreams may be haunted by me ; 
Not as we parted, the rose on my brow^ 
But shadowy, silent, I visit thee now. 
The time of our parting was when the moon shone. 
Of all heaven's daughters the loveliest one ; 
No cloud in her presence, no star at her side, 
She smiled on her mirror and vassal, the tide. 

Unbroken its silver, undream'd of its swell, 
There was hope, and not fear, in our midnight 

farewell ; 
While drooping around were the wings white and 

wild, 
Of the ship that was sleeping, as slumbers a child. 
I tum'd to look from thee, to look on the bower. 
Which thou hast been training in sunshine and 

shower ; 
80 thii;|c were the green leaves, the sun and the 

rain 
Sought to pierce through the shelter from summer 

in vain. 

It was not its ash tree, the home of the wren, 
And the haunt of the bee, I was thinking of then ; 
Nor yet of the violets, sweet on the air, 
But I thought of the true love who planted them 

there. 
I come to thee now, my long hair on the gale, 
It is wreath'd with no red rose, is bound with no 

veil, 
It is dark with the sea damps, and wet with the 

• spray. 
The gold of its auburn has long past, away. 

And dark is the cavern wherein I have slept, 
There the seal and the dolphin their vigil have 

kept ; 
And the roof is incrusted with white coral cell% 
Wherein the strange insect that buildeth them 

dwells. 
There is life in the shells that are strewM o*er the 

sands. 
Not fiird but with music as on our own strands ; 
Around me are whitening the bones of the dead, 
And a starfish has grown to the rock overhead. 

Sometimes a vast shadow goes darkly along, 
The shark or the sword-fish, the fearful and 
gtroDg: 



There is fear in the eyes that are glaring aroond. 
As they pass like the spectres of death without 

sound : 
Over rocks, without summer, the dull sea-weeds 

trail. 
And the blossoms that hang there are scentless and 

pale; 
Amid their dark garlands, the water-snakes glide, 
And the sponge, like the moss, gathers thick at 

their side. 

O ! would that the sunshine could fall on my 

grave. 
That the wild flower and willow could over it 

wave ; 
O ! would that the daisies grew over my sleep. 
That the tears of the morning could over me weep. 
Thou art pale *mid the dreams, I shall trouble no 

more, 
The sorrow that kept me from slumber is o*er : 
To the depths of the ocean in peace I depart. 
For I still have a grave greener far in thy heart '. 



FOUNTAIN'S ABBEY.* 

Alas, alas ! (hose ancient towers. 
Where never now the vespers ring, 

But lonely at the midnight hours. 
Flits by the bat on dusky wing. 

No more beneath the moonlight dim, 
No more beneath the planet ray, 

Those arches echo with the hymn 
That bears life's meaner cares away. 

No more within some cloister'd cell. 
With windows of the sculptured stone. 

By sign of cross, and sound of bell. 
The world-worn heart can beat alone. 

How needful some such tranquil place, 
Let many a weary one attest, 

Who turns from life's impatient race. 
And asks for nothing but for resL 

How many, too heart-sick to roam. 
Still longer o'er the troubled wave. 

Would thankful turn to such a home— 
A home already half a grave. 



* The remains of Fountain's Attbey are considered the 
finest in England. Tlie cloisiers are a vast extent of 
straight vault, three hundred feel long, and Ibny-two 
broad ; divided lengthways by nineteen piUanand twenty 
arches ; each pillar divides into eight ribs at the top, which 
diverge and intersect each other on the roof. Here is a 
Urge stone basin, ihe reoiains of a fouaiain. 
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DR. ADAM CLARKE AND THE TWO 
PRIESTS OF BUDHA. 



I BAY! rarelj been so interested as by the account Sir 
Alexander Johnstone gave me of the two joung Priests, 
whose enterprise had as many difficulties, and a far higher 
object, than our forefathers' pilgrimages to the Holy Land. 
They wailed on Sir Alexander, to consult him as to the 
means of reaching England. Lady Johnstone's health 
rendering an instant return imperative, he had fitted out 
a small vessel, whose accomodations were loo limited to 
admit more than his own family and suite. In this ship, 
however, they worked their way as common sailors. Be- 
fore we can appreciate this sacrifice, we must understand 
that they were of birth, education, and high standing in 
their own country. Let us for a moment suppose one of 
our prelatM working before the mast on a mission of Chris- 
tian faith ; we shall then comprehend the depth and sin* 
eerily of the belief that urged the young Cingalese. Sir 
Alexander placed them untler the care of Dr. Adam Clarke, 
of Liverpool, rightly judging that London, with its usual 
selfish and stimulating course of Ifonization, would defeat 
the high purposes of their visit. The progress of the 
strangers was so satisfactory, that at the end of two years 
Dr. Clarke publicly baptized them. They returned to 
Ceylon, wheie ooe is employed as a Missionary, and the 
othOT is an officer in the civil service. The benefit of their 
example and instruction may be more easily imagined 
than calculated. 



Thit heard it in the rushing wind. 

They read it in the sky ; 
They felt it in the thousand ^wers 

That by the river sigh ; 

That there must be some hofier fiiith 
Than they themselTee had known. 

Whose temple was within the heart. 
And not of brick nor stone. 

They saw this world was Texy fair, 
And qnestionM of what hand. 

That with the beautifol and good 
Had gifted sea and fautid. 



Their idols answered not — the mind 

Ask'd something more divine 
Than ever breathed from carved wood. 

Or from the golden shrine. 

They heard of more exalted hopes, 

Revealing God above, 
That spoke a universal creed. 

Of universal love, 

And look'd beyond the litUe space 

That is appointed here. 
And made of yonder glorious heaven 

Men's own and native sphere. 

They craved for knowledge, whobe pore light 

Might pierce the moral gloom ; 
They left the temple of their race. 

They left their Other's tomb: 



They left them for a distant isle. 

Far o*er the distant main ; 
But they were strong in faith, and felt 

It would not be in vain. 

What high and holy thoughts sustained 

Their progress o'er the sea. 
They left their home, which never more 

Again their home might be ; 

A power far mightier than their own 
Was with them night and day ; 

They fear'd not, and they falterM not 
God kept them on their way. 

At last they reached our English isle, 

The glorious and the free : 
O England, in thine hour of pride 

How much is aak'd of thee 1 

l^y ships have mastered many a sea. 

Thy victories many a land ; 
A power almost as strong as fiite 

Is in thy red right hand.^ 

A nobler enterprise awaits 

Thy triumph and thy toil ; 
'Tis thine to sow the seeds of good 

In many a foreign soil. 

Freedom, and knowledge, justice, truth. 
Are gifts which should be thine; 

And, more than all, that purer faith 
Which maketh men divine. 

Those strangers sought an English home. 

And there they learnt to know 
Those hopes which sweeten life and cheer. 

Yet have no rest below. 

They learnt to lisp in foreign words 

The faith of foreig^i prayer. 
Yet felt it a familiar faith, 

That every one should share. 

They bear it to their native land. 

And labour to impart 
The Christian knowledge that subdaea 

Yet elevates the heart 

O, noble enterprise ! how much 

For man by man is won ! 
Doth it not call on all mankind 

To see what two have done ? 

O, fair thou art, thou lovely isle, 
The summer loves thine hours ; 

Thy waves are fill'd with warm white peail% 
Thy groves with spice and flowers. 

But nature hath no gift aasigi^'d. 

Though prodigal she be, 
Like that pure creed of Christian love 



SIS 
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THE COLERAINE SALMON LEAP. 



** So numercHU are the fish frequenting this river, that the 
average amuiint is ettimaied at XI ,000 per annum ; and on 
one occasion 1,500 salmon were talcen at a single drag 
of the net."— 1, however, have only celebrated the exploits 
ol a single fisher. 

I remember a curiooe exploit of a'gentleman, who went 
out in the morning to shoot, and shot a salmon ; in the af- 
ternoon to fish, and caught a bare. The fact waB, there 
had been a flood, which had dashed a salmon on the 
banks, where a gun was the readiest means of despatch- 
ing it. The same flood had swept away a harei and the 
Une furnished the means of 1\m capture. 



I WAS dreaming that I went 
Through the ocean element, 
Like a conqueror on my way, 
Shark and sword-fish were the prey ; 
With a spear I smote the waves 
Down amid the coral caves. 
I have waken'd,— let me go 
Where the mountain torrents flow. 

I will realize my dream 
In the dashing of the stream ; 
Pouring 'mid the summer woods 
All the gathered winter floods ; 
When the ice and when the snow 
Melt into a sunny flow : 
'Mid the bright waves leaping forth 
Comes the salmon from the north. 

Let the meaner angler mtk. 
In the willow-hidden creek. 
For the trout whose spotted side 
Crimsons like a star the tide ; 
Let him 'mid dark waters search 
For the carp and for the perch ; 
While the silver graylings shiver 
Like bright arrows in a quiver. 

Mine a nobler prey shall be, 
Guest from yonder sounding sea. 
Comes the salmon proud and strong, 
Darting like a ray along. 
For his lure, the artful fly 
Does the peacock's plume supply ; 
Royal hird, whose radiant wing 
Suiteth with the river king. 

See, he bears the line away. 
Round him flies the snowy spray. 
I have given him length and line, 
One last struggle, he is mine. 
Fling the green arbutus bough 
On the glowing ashes now ; 
Let the cup with red wine foam,— 
I have brought the salmon home« 



CHRISTMAS IN THE OLDEN 
TIME, 1650. 



\ 



** At WycoUer Hall the family usually kept open hooss 
the twelve days at Christmas. Their emeruinment wh| 
a large hall of curious ashler worlr, a long table, plenty 
of furmenty, like new milk, in a morning, made of husked 
wheat, boiled and roastnl beef, with a fat gooee, and a 
pudding, with plenty of good beer for dinner. A roond 
about fireplace, surrotmded with stone benches, where the 
young folks sat and cracked nuts, and diverted themselves, 
and in this manner the sons and daughters got matching 
without going much from home."— jFbmi/y MS. qfthe 
liffu. 



You must come back, my brother, 

For Christmas is so near, 
And Christmas is the crowning tim«» 

The purple of the year ; 
He calls his court about him. 

He is the fairy king, 
Whose revel is at midnight 

Within a charmed ring^ 
Christmas is coming, my brother dear. 
And Christmas comes, my brother, but once a 

The last leaf hath departed 

From ofl* the old oak tree. 
But there is the wreath of misletoe 
Where the green leaf used to be. 
And we'll hang up the charmed coronal 

Above the highest door, 
And strangers all must pay the fine 
Ere they tread the £ury floor. 
Christmas is coming, my brother dear,. 
And Christmas comes, my brother, but once a year. 

The trees are white with hoar-firost. 

And snow is on the ground. 
But there are yet some roses 

Beside the casement found ; 
And the terrace yet has myrtle ; 

Both shall be saved for you ; 
Anid you shall give them, my brother, 

But I must not guess to who ! 
Christmas is coming, my brother dear. 
And Christmas comes, my brother, but once a year 

The willow lake is frozen, 

You will have such skaiting there ; 
And the trees, like lovelorn maidens, 

Hang down their glittering hair. 
The holly's scarlet berries, 

Amid the leaves appear ; 
It is an nlfin armory, 

With banner and with spear. 
Christmas is coming, my brother dear, 
And Christmas comes, my brother, bat onoe a 
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We shall gather every evening 

Beside the ancient hearth, 
But one vacant place beside it, 

Would darken all its mirth. 
At any time but Christmas 

We give you leave to roam, 
But now come back, my brother, 

You are so miss*d at home. 
Christmas is coming, my brother dear. 
And Christmas comes, my brother, but once a year. 



THE QUEEN'S ROOM: 

SIZERGH HALL, WESTMORLAND. 



Tradition has conferred on this apsitment the name 
of the Queen's Room. Catherine Parr, the last queen 
of Henry VTII., is said to have occupied this apartment for 
several nights after the king's death. 



At, regal the chamber, and stately the gloom 
That the old oaken panels fling over the room ; 
The carving is gilded — the hangings are rare ; 
Yet, stranger, I warn thee — O ! sltmiber not there. 

For when the lamp dies in tho dead of the night. 
And when the wan moon has exhausted her light, 
By that mirror of silver a pale lady stands. 
And rends her long tresses and wrings her white 
hands. 

Years have passM since that lady smoothed back 

her bright hair. 
And ask*d of the glass if her image was fair : 
It was not for her husband she braided its gold. 
Or flung from its brightness the veil*s silver fold. 

He slew her while watching her cheek where the 

rose 
Was reddening in beauty, like sunshine on snows. 
He slew her — the glass was yet warm with her 

breath — 
She tum'd to her lovei^-^he tam'd to her death. 

Less crimson the wine-cup that stood at her side, 
Than the red stream which gush'd with her life on 

its tide, 
A groan and a gasp, and the struggle is o*er— 
The blood which he spilt is yet there — on the 

floor. 

No prayer by her death-bed — ^no mass for her 

soul — 
No bell on the depths of the midnight to toll ; 
Unshrouded, uncoffin'd they laid her to rest, 
The grave was unholy — the ground was unblest 

(40) 



She comes with the midnight — meet not her cokl 

eye. 
It shines but on those who are iated to die. 
She comes with the midnight, when spirits have 

power- 
She comes with the midnight, and evil the hour. 

She comes from the grave, with its secret and pain, 

The grave which recalleth its truant again. 

The chamber grows damp with the charnel-like 

air; 
Then, stranger, I warn thee— O ! slimiber not 

there. 



HINDOO TEMPLES AND PALACE 
AT MADURA.* 

LiTTti the present careth for the past, 

Too little,— *tis not well ! 

For careless ones we dwell 
Beneath the mighty shadow it has cast 

Its blessings are around our daily path. 

We share its mighty spoil, 

We live on its great toil, 
And yet how little gratitude it hath. 

Look on these temples, they were as a shrine 

From whence to tbe far north 

The human mind went forth. 
The moral sunshine of a world divme— 

The light that is of heaven shone there the first, 

The elements of art. 

Mankind's diviner part ; 
There was young science in its cradle nurst 

* Madcha was at one period the centre of " might, 
majesty, and dominion" in India. One of its ancient 
roonarchs in the second century sent an embassy on a 
splendid scale to Augustus Csesar at Rome. It was also the 
spot, from the meridian of which the Hindoo astronomers 
made their calculations. The mode of calculating by the 
ten numerals, after having been invented and long prac- 
tised here, was first introduced into Europe by the Arabs. 
Here, too, was the celebrated college whose influence was 
exercised so beneficially on the intellect of India; though 
at present much decayed, it is still in great repute for the 
magnificent ruins which surround it, and for the fins 
pagoda and choultry in its neighbourhood. 

Among other anecdotes connected with the spirit of Im- 
provement now alive in India, Sir Alexander Johnstone, 
whose kindness in communicating Information I cannot 
sufficiently acknowledge, told me one, of his relative, the 
late Mrs. D&mer. The question of female education was 
much disputed, and popular opinion was certainly against 
it. Sir Alexander, however, brought this instance of a 
connexion of his own, who united birth and all social 
advantages with the highest degree of cultivation. At his 
request, Mrs. Damer made a bust of Nelson, and sent it as 
a present to the king of Tanj<ire. It was received witk 
great attention, and the skill with which it was executed 
made a strong impression in favoxu ^ Wns^^^^»KM^si^« 
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That inward world which maketh of our clay 

Its temporary home ; 

From whence thoee lightnings come, 
That kindle from a far and better day. 

Mighty the legacies by mind bequeathed. 

For glorious were its pains 

Amid those giant fiuies, 
And mighty were the triumphs it achieved. 

A woman's triumph* 'mid them is imprest, 

One who upon the scroll 

Flung the creative soul, 
Disdainful of life's flowers and of its rest 

Vast was the labour, vast the enterprise. 

For she was of a race 

Bom to the lowest place, 
Earth insects, lacking wings whereon to rise. 

How must that youthful cheek have lost its bloom. 

How many a dream above 

Of early hope and love 
Must that, young heart have closed on like a tomb. 

Such throw life's flowers behind them, and aspire 

To ask the stars their lore. 

And from each ancient store 
Seek food to stay the mind's consuming fire. 

Her triumph was complete and long, the chords 

She struck are yet alive ; 

Not vainly did she strive 
To leave her soul immortal on her words. 

A great example she has left behind, 

A lesson we should take. 

Whose first task is to wake 
The general wish to benefit our kind. 

Our sword has swept o'er India ; there remains 

A nobler conquest far. 

The mind's ethereal war, 
That but subdues to civilize its plains. 

Let us pay back the past the debt we owe, 

Let us around dispense 

Light, hope, intelligence. 
Till blessings track our steps where'er we go. 

England, thine be the deliverer's meed. 

Be thy great empire known 

By hearts made all thine own, 
By thy free laws and thy immortal creed. 

• Wheo I apeak or ** a woman's triumph/' I allude to 
the celebrated Avyia. She was a Pariah of the lowest 
class, but obtained auch literary distinction, that her works 
are to this day the claas-booka of the scholars of the high. 
est rank and caste in all the Hindoo schools of the Penin* 
mUMoflndiM. 



THE AISLE OF TOMBS. 



The interior of Chester-le-Street church, Durham, con- 
tains a singular collection of monuments, bearing effigies 
of the deceased ancestry of the Luraley family, ficom the 
time of Liulphus to the reign of Queen Elixabeth. 



Thi quiet and the chillm 
Of the aisle of tombs ; 
The shadow and the stillness 
A rosy light illiunes : 

Like the memory of the past. 
On the carved arms delaying. 
On the marble pall 

O'er the blood-red scutcheon playing 
With a crimson fall. 

Into sudden sunshine cast 
Are the ancient warriors. 
The warriors of olden time. 

So with kindled heart we love them. 

Dwelling on their fame. 
So doth memory fling above them 
Its shadow of a name ; 

Noblest shadow flung on earth : 
We remember many a story 

Of the old chivalric day. 
When the red cross, like a glory. 
Shone above the fray ; 
'Twas a glorious age gave birth 
To the ancient warriors. 
The warriors of olden time. 

Though the sword no more be trusted 

As it was of old ; 
Though the shining spear be rusted. 
And the right hand cold ; 
They have left their fame behind. 
Still a spirit from their sliunbers 

Rises true and brave ; 
Asks the minstrel for his numbers, 
Music from their grave : 
Noble, gentle, valiant, kind. 
Were the ancient warrioia. 
The warriors of olden time. 

AU their meaner part hath perish'd 

In the earth at rest ; 
And the present hour hath cherish'd 
What of them was best 

What a knight should be we keep ; 
For the present doth inherit 
All the glories of the past ; 
We retain what was its spirit, 
While its dust to dust is cast^ 
All good angels guard the sleep 
Of the ancient warriors, 
The warriors of olden timt 
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THE 

PALACE CALLED BEAUTIFUL. 



" Ha lifted up his eyet» and behold there wm a Terj 
•Uteljpalacebefore him, ihe name of which was ' Beauti- 
ful. Looking verj narrowly before iiim aa he went, he 
flfpied two lions in the w^j."—Pilgrim*9 Progre$9. 



Hi wander'd on a weary way, 
A weary way he wander'd on ; 

Till eagerness and fortitude- 
Till all but hope were gone. 

The night fell dark around his steps. 

And terrible is falling night, 
For cheerful thoughts of enterprise 

Attend on morning's light 

And there were Lions in the way— 
The lion mighty in his wrath — 

No marvel that the traveller shrank 
From stich a dreary path. 

Then spake the Porter of the house, 

The house that was so fair, 
The house whose name was Bkavtutvl, 

And bade him not despair. 

Chain'd were the Lions on his way, 
And he could safely pass along. 

If that he had a steadfast hope, 
And if his faith were strong. 

He enter'd in the lovely place : 

Four maidens at the door, 
With wine, and bread, and pleasant words, 

Hia fainting soul restore. 

Next mom they fumish'd him with arms. 

That in the sunshine glow*d. 
Who were the maidens setting forth 

The Christian on his road 1 

Prudence and Piety, intent 

On every work of Love, 
And Charity, whose youthful heart 

Is tender as the dove. 



VALLEY OF LINMOUTH : 

NORTH DEVON. 

Tis a gloomy place, but I like it well ; 
There would I choose, alone, to dwell ; 
The rocks around should friends supply, 
Les cold, less hard than those I fly. 



I do not care for the rosy flowers. 
On them is the shadow of other hours. 
I gathered a rose beneath the sun. 
In an hour its lovely life waa done. 

No ! here I will find for myself a cave. 
Half a home, and half a grave ; 
Dark in the noontide hour *twill be — 
Dark — and the darker the fitter for me. 

The hills are rough, and the hills are bare, 
More like the heart that harboureth there. 
I shall hear the storm as it roUeth by, 
I shall watch the clouda that shadow the sky. 

All I ask is never to hear 

Of human hope or of human fear ; 

I have had enough of both in my day, 

And I know how their seeming passes away. 

The wind may sometimes bear along 
The distant sound of the shepherd's song ; 
I shall rejoice that no more I share 
In fiuides and follies that make his care. 

The fidling leaves will make my bed, 
The granite stone will pillow my head ; 
The cave in the rock is a fitting shrine 
For heart so wither*d and worn aa mine. 



PULO PENANG. 



Thb sail from Penang to Singapore presents thf* loveliest 
succession of scenery which ocean can produce. The sea 
is studded with tracts of fairy land, glittering lilce emeralds 
In the golden sun, where the waving trees dip their long 
branches into the water, where the smooth sands are 
covered with shells, S|iarkliug with ail the hues of the 
prism. Birds, too, of Orient plumage, skim over the sur- 
^e of the silver sea, or glance in and cnit from grovrs 
laden with fruit and flowers. The ocean land, locked by 
these flowery labyrinths, retains ita tranquillity even 
during the sununer tempests. 



NxTXR — that fairy isle can be 

No lengthened resting-place of mine ; 
I love it dearest when I see 

Its shadow lengthen on the brine : 
And then my heart with softness fills ; 

I think upon its palmy groves, 
I hear the murmur of its rills, 

I hear the singing of its dovea. 

I see the white catalpa bend, 

As when beneath thy whiter hand. 

The buds in snowy showers descend. 
To wreath for thy daxk^VdCis. '^XmsiSS.x 
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And then I sigh to be on shore 
To linger languid at thy side ; 

I think that I will part no more 
From thee, my own, my idol bride. 

O, only those who part can know 

How dear the love that absence brings ; 
O'er wind and wave my fancies go, 

As if my very heart had wings : 
And yet, when listless on the land, 

Impatient in my happiness, 
I long again to grasp my brand. 

Again I long the deck to press. 

I love to see my red flag sweep ; 

I love to see my sabre shine ; 
Almost as much I love the deep 

As I love those sweet eyes of thine. 
I bring thee treasures ftom afar ; 

For thy dear sake I sweep the sea ; 
But for the honour won in war, 

I should be too unworthy thee. 



SCENES IN LONDON: 

OXFORD STREET. 

LiFi in its many shapes was there, 

The busy and the gay ; 
Faces that seemed too young and &ir 

To 6ver know decay. 

Wealth, with its waste, its pomp, and pride, 

Led forth its glittering train ; 
And poverty's pole face beside 

Ask*d aid, and ask'd in vain. 

The shops were fill'd from many lands- 
Toys, silks, and gems, and flowers ; 

The patient worii of many hands, 
The hope of many hours. 

Yet 'mid life's myriad shapes around 

There was a sigh of death ; 
There rose a melancholy sound. 

The bugle's wailing breath. 

They play'd a mournful Scottish air 

That on its native hill 
Had caughc the notes the night winds bear 

From, weeping leaf and rill. 

'Twas strange to hear that sad wild strain 

Its warning music shed, 
Rising above life's busy train, 

In memory of the dead. 



There camera slow and silent band 

In sad procession by : 
Reversed the musket in each hand. 

And downcast every eye. 

They bore the soldier to his grave ; 

The sympathizing crowd 
Divided like a parted wave 

By some dark vessel plough'd. . 

A moment, and all sounds were mute, 

For awe was over all ; 
You heard the soldier's measured foot, 

The bugle's wailing call. 

The gloves were laid upon the bier, 

The helmet and the sword ; 
The drooping war-horse followed near. 

As he, too, moum*d his lord. 

Slowly— I follow'd too— they led 

To where a church arose. 
And flung a shadow o'er the dead 

Deep as their own repose. 

Green trees were there— beneath the shade 

Of one was made a grave ; 
And there to hu last rest was laid 

The weaiy and the brave. 

They fired a volley o'er the bed 

Of an unconscious ear ; 
The birds sprang fluttering overhead. 

Struck with a sudden fear. 

All left the ground ; the bugles died 

Away upon the wind ; 
Only the tree's green branches sigh'd 

O'er him they left behind. 

Again, all fill'd with light and breath, 

I pass'd the crowded street — 
O, great extremes of life and death, 

How strangely do ye meet ! 



ROBERT BLAKE, 

ADMDIAL AMD OKNKEAL OF THK PABLIAIICMTART FOaOBS 

What ! will they sweep the channels, 

And brave us as they go ! 
There's no place in English annails 

For the triumph of a foe. 

Thus spoke the English admiral. 

His hand was on his sword ; 
Hurrah ! was the sole answer 

From everv man on board. 
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The Dutch came o'er the ocean, 

As if it were their home, 
With a slow and gliding motion 

The stately vessels come. 

The sky is hlae above them, 

But ere an hour be past, 
The shadows of the battle 

Will over heaven be cast 

They meet— it is in thunder, 
The thunder of the gun ; 

Fire rends the smoke asunder 
The battle is begun. 

He stands amid his seamen. 
Our Admiral of the White, 

And guides the strife more calmly. 
Than of that strife I write. 

For over the salt water 

The grape^hot sweeps around ; 
The decks are red with slaughter, 

The dead are fiilling round. 

But the bold flag of old England 
Flies bravely at the mast ; 

The Dutch take down their colours. 
While the cannons lire their last 

From that hour victorious 

Have we kept the seas. 
And our navy glorious, 

Queens it o'er the breeze. 

Long may we keep such empire. 

It is a noble debt 
We owe to those past triumphs, 

We never may forget 



All generous feelings nursed the love 

That out of pity came ; 
Womanly kindness, severing truth, 

Might sanctify its claim. 
But better had she shared the doom, 

She bade from him depart ; 
Death has no bitterness like life. 

Life with a wasted heart 

Proud — ^beautiful — she boweth down 

Beneath one deep despair ; 
Youth lingers lovely on her cheek. 

It only lingers there. 
She will command herself, and bear 

The doom by Fate assign'd ; 
In natures high as hers, the heart 

Is master*d by the mind. 

But not the less 'tis desolate. 

All lo% thoughts and dreams ; 
The poetry, with whose deep life 

All stronger feeling teems. 
These aggravate the ill, and give 

A misery of their own ; 
The gifted spirit suffers much. 

To common ones unknown. 

Why did she love t Alas, such cnoioe 

Is not at woman's will ; 
Once must she love, and on that cast 

Is set life's good or ill. 
Sorrows, and timid cares, and tears, 

The happiest entertain ; 
But this world has no other hope, 

For her who loves in vain. 



REBECCA. 

8hi looketh on the glittering scene 

With an unquiet eye ; 
The shadow of the wakening heart 

Is passing darkly by. 
The heart that is a woman's world. 

Her temple and her home. 
Which coloureth with itself her cares. 

Whence all her joys must come. 



♦ Th« victory over the Dutch was won by AdTniml Blake 
In the time of the Protftctonitf>. Vnn Tromp sailed into 
the channel with a broom at hia mast h^ad, intimating that 
he would sweep the seas of the English. The result is 
sutad above. 



CAFES IN DAMASCUS.* 



**And Mahomet turned aside, and would not enter tha 
fair city : * It is,* said he, ' too delicious.' " 



Lavguidlt the night wind bloweth 

From the gardens round. 
Where the clear Barrada floweth 

W^th a lulling sound. 

Not the lute note's sweetest shiver 

Can such music find, 
As is on a wandering river. 

On a wandering wind. 

* The cafes are perhaps the greatest luxury that a stran 
ger finds in Damascus. Gardens, ki<«ques, fountains, and 
groves are abundant around every Easiei^ capital; hut 
cafes on the very boeom of a rapid river, and bathed by its 
waves, are peculiar to thir ancient city: they are (nrmed 
80 as to exclude thti rays of the sun while they admit the 
breexe. 
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There the Moslem leaneth, dreaming 

O'er the inward world, 
While around the fragrant steaming 

Of the smoke is carl*d. 

Rising from the coflee berry, 

Dark grape of the South ; 
Or the pipe of polish'd cherry, 

With its amber mouth. 

Cool'd by passing through the water. 

Gurgling as it flows — 
Scented by the Summer's daughter, 

June's impassion'd rose* 

By that Rose's spirit haunted 

Are the dreams that rise. 
Of far lands, and lives enchanted. 

And of deep black eyes. 

Thus, with some sweet dream's assistance, 
Float they down life's stream ; 

Would to Heaven, our whole existence 
Could be such a dream ! 



SIR ROBERT PEEL. 



Mrs. Hemans' last hours were cheered by the kindness 
of Sir Robert Peel ; and the letter promising an appoint- 
ment to her eld^dt sun, was one of ihe latest that she re- 
ceived. This fact is mj excuse for having deviated from 
my general rule of leaving cotempnrary portraits to speak 
for themselves. I frankly conf<»88 that I can never write 
till interested in my subjects. Now, a female writer cannot 
pretend to even an opinion on the political and public 
characters of the day. The above incident, on the con- 
trary, belongs to the many who look back with admiration 
and gratitude to the gifted and the gone. 



Dim through the curtains came the purple 

twilight slowly, 
Deepening hke death's shadow around that silent 

room; 
There lay a head, a radiant head, but lowly, 
And the pale face like a statue shone out amid the 

gloom. 
Never again will those white and wasted 

fingiers 
Waken the music they were wont to wake of 

yore, 
A music that in many a beating heart yet lingers. 
The sweeter and the sadder that she will breathe 

no more. 
It is a lovely world that the minstrel leaves 

behind him, 
It i» B lovely world in which the minstrel lives, 



Deep in its inmost life hath the soul of lore en- 
shrined him, 

And passionate and general the pleasures which 
he gives. 
But dear-bought is the triumph, what dark fiites 
are recorded 

Of those who held sweet masteiy o'er the pulses 
of the lute, 

Mournfully and bitterly their toil has been re- 
warded, 

For them the tree of knowledge puts forth its 
harshest fniit 
Glorious and stately the ever-growing laurel. 

Flinging back the stunmer sunshine, defying 
winter's snow ; 

Yet its bright history has the darkly pointed 
moral, 

Deadly are the poisons that through its green leayes 
flow. 
And she, around whose couch the gentle day- 
light dying, 

Seems like all nature's loving, last &rewell ; 

She with the world's heart to her own soft one 
replying, 

How much of song's fever and sorrow could she 
tell. 
Yet upon her lip a languid smile is shining. 

Tokens of far-off sympathy have sooth'd that hour 
of pain ; 

Its sympathy has warm'd the pallid cheek re- 
clining 

On the weary pillow whence it will not rise 
again. 
It is the far-off friend, the unknown she is 
blessing. 

The statesman who has paused upon toils* hurried 
way, 

To learn the deepest charm that power has in pos- 
sessing. 

The power to scatter benefits and blessing round 
its sway. 



THE DELECTABLE MOUNTAINS 



** Is this the way to the celestial city f 
" You are just in the way. 

-—They went up the mountains, to behold the 



u 



gardens and the orchards "—Pilgrim^t Progrtatk 



O, PAR away ye are, ye lovely hills. 

Yet can I feel the air 

Grow sweet while gazing where 
The valley with the distant sunshine fills. 
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Fair Morning ! lend thy wings, and let me fly 

To thy eternal home, 

Where never shallow s come. 
Where tears are wiped away from every eye. 

Fm weary, weary of this earth of ours ; 

Fm sick with the heart's want ; 

My fever'd spirits pant. 
To ding to things less transient than its flowers. 

I ask of the still night — ^it answers me, 

This earth is not my home : 

Great Father ! let me come, 
A wanderer and a penitent, to Thee ! 

Ye &r, fair mountains, echo with my cry, 

Unto your realm of bliss 

The grave the threshold is ; 
Let its dark portals open — ^let me die ! 



CEMETERY OF THE SMOLENSKO 
CHURCH.» 

Thit gather, with the sammer in their hands, 
The summer from their distant valleys bringing ; 
They gather round the church in pious bands, 
With funeral array, and solemn singing. 

The dead are their companions ; many ^ays 
Have past since they were laid to their last 

slumber ; 
And in the hjirry of life's crowded ways. 
Small space has been for memory to cumber. 

But now the past comes back again, and death 
Adceth its mournful tribute of the living : 
And memories that were garner'd at the heart. 
The treasures kept from busier hours are giving. 

The mother kneeleth at a little tomb. 
And sees one sweet face shining from beneath it ; 
She has brought all the early flowers that bloom. 
In the small garden round their home, to wreath it. 

Friend Uiinks on friend ; and youth comes back 

again 
To that one moment of awaken'd feeling ; 
And prayers, such prayers as never rise in vain. 
Call down the heaven to which they are appealing. 



* The Cemetery of the Smolensko Church is situated 
sbout two vflrsts from Peter»burgh. on one of the islands 
on the mouth of the Neva, and less than quarter of a mile 
from the gulf of Finland. The curious ceremony alluded 
to, lalces place yearly, when the Russisns gather fcv>ni 
all pans, to scalier fluwere on the graves, and to mourn 
above the dead, and afierwanis proceed to regale them- 
■elves with soup, fruii <>f alt kinds, and wine; in many 
Instances spreading ineir cloths on the very graves over 
which ihey had been liiiierlv inuurniug. 



It Lb a superstitious rite and old. 
Yet having with all higher things connexion ; 
Prayers, tears, redeem a world so harsh and cold. 
The future has its hope, the past its deep affection. 



LINCOLN CATHEDRAL.* 

TwAs the deep forest bodied forth that fane, 
So rose the arches of the old oak trees. 
So wreath'd the close set branches at their side, 
So through the open spaces gleamM the sun ; 
While like an anthem sang the morning birds. 

All nature teacheth worship unto man. 
And the first inatinct of the heart is faith. 
Those carved aisles, so noble in their state, 
So graceful in each exquisite device, 
Are of the past ; a rude and barbarous past. 
And yet they rose to heaven. Though the red 

sword 
Flashed in the sun, and with unholy flash 
Disturb'd the silver moonlight's quiet hour ; 
Yet even then men craved for peace and heaven. 
Hence rose these glorious temples, where the 

Cross 
Still sanctifies its merciful domain. 



THE SACRED SHRINES OF DWARKA. 

Such was the faith of old— obscure and vast, 
And offering human triumphs unto heaven. 
Then rose the stately temple, rich with spoils 
Won from the* vanquished nations. There the god 
Stood visible in golden pageantry ; 
And pride, pomp, power were holy attributes. 
A humbler creed has wander'd o*er the earth. 
Known, as a quiet scarce-seen stream is known. 
But by the greener growth upon its banks. 
It is our Christian worship, which doth lead 
The heart of man to Heaven by love alone. 
Plant ye the Cross then by these ancient shrines r| 
Far let it spread its genial influence — 
Peace for its shadow — Hope for its sunshine. 



* It is curious to observe how much the aspect of nature 
has in evory country eiven its aspect to architecture. The 
cohesal pm^urtiona of Indian scenery have not more given 
their likeness to the vast temples of the Hindoos, than our 
own northern forests have given their own character to the 
Gothic cathedral. 

t The ininiduction of Christian missionaries was always 
advocated by Sir Alexander Johnston, while President of 
His MHJesiy's Council in Ceylon. A leading Brahmin 
mentioned, while in conversation with him, the ibilowing 
striking facL "For our toleration," said he^"l c^bst m* 



S30 



MISS LANDON'S WORKS. 



SONG OF THE SIRENS.* 

Hither, famed Tllysses, steer, 
Paflf) not, pride of Greece, along 
To our haven come and hear. 
Come and hear the Sirens* song. 

Never did a sable bark 
Coasting by our island stray — 
That it did not stop to mark, 
With raptured ear our honey 'd lay. 

Here the seamen, loath to part, 
Ever found a welcome kind ; 
We with pleasure cheer *d his heart 
We with wisdom fiU'd his mind. 

Well we know each gallant deed 
Done in Ilion's spreading land, — 
When, as gods of heaven decreed, 
Greece and Troy fought hand to hand. 



the little Roman Catholic chapel of St. Francis, which had 
for the last three hundred years stood under a iMiDyan tree, 
close bjr the great Hindoo temple. Not one of the innu- 
merable devotees who resort thither on pilgrimages had 
ever molested the shrine of another faith." 

* The original verses, eight in number, from which the 
above song is rather imitated than translated, are perfect 
models of harmony. They are generally supposed to give 
Homer's own idea of what an epic poem should be— bland 
and conciliatory iu its opening, but at the same lime ex- 
pressing a thorough conscinusoess that the poet had the 
power of doing that which would make all ears liAen. 
Ulysses wandering by, in his '* winged pines," as Browne 
phrases it, is accosted in words of gentle accent, but the 
Sirens take care to tell him that, mucl^ praised and de- 
servedly honoured as he is, he must listen to f/t«ir song, for 
never yet had man heard them sing, without being sub- 
dued. The tioet proceeds to promise, thai sweetness of 
melody is to mark the flowing numbers of his lay, and that 
in the honied song are to be conveyed lessons of wisdom. 
The sailor, they Say, dwells here delighted and 6lled with 
ampler knowledge. Such are the general promises, but 
as, ader all, we must come to the particular incidents of 
human life— the soaring poem is to relate whatever is roost 
spiritHBtirring, most heart-moving, most thought-awakening 
in the doings of men. We must not h^r ol mere abstrac- 
tions—we must have names and deeds interesting to every 
bosom ; and we must be shown, too, that these deeds are 
regulated by powers above human control. The Sirens, 
therefore, announce that they shall sing of the most re- 
nowned event of their time, those wars and battles which 
took place before the ** wind swept towers of Illon," — 
events to which he to whom they were sung had so mainly 
contritiuted, and which were done by the impulse of the 
gods. Such is the lay, continues the poet, I am about to 
pour into your ear ; and that it may be done with every 
certainty of affecting all whose intellect or whose feeling 
can be approached in tone not to be resisted, I, the min- 
strel, (tpe, say the Siren«, but it is Homer, the one Homer, 
who speaks,) come to my task prepared with long-stored 
knowledge of all that can concern mankind. " We know 
all that is done upttn the fertile bosom of earth." 

Such is the ancient interpretation of the song of the 
Sirens. It may, perhaps, be fanciful,— but those who con- 
sider the Song with care will find that there is much in the 
comment, and will, at all events, agree that the poet who 
wrout the vetseg has fulfilled the conditions. 



Whatsoe'er beside is done 
In earth's confines know we well ; 
These to thee, Laertes* son. 
Shall our witching numbers telL 

Hither, famed Ulysses, steer. 
Pass not, pride of Greece, along; 
To our haven come and hear. 
Come and hear the Sirens' song. 



EXPECTATION. 

Shi look'd from out the window 

With long and asking gaze. 
From the gold clear light of morning 

To the twilight's purple haze. 
Cold and pale the planets shone, 
Still the girl kept gazing on. 
From her white and weary forehead 

Droopeth the dark hair. 
Heavy with the dews of evening. 

Heavier with her care ; 
Falling as the shadows fall. 
Till flung round her like a pall. 

When from the carved lattice 

First she leant to look. 
Her bright face was written 

Like some pleasant book ; 
Her warm cheek the red air quaff *d. 
And her eyes look'd out and laugh'd 
She is leaning back now languid 

And her cheek is white. 
Only on the drooping eyelash 

Glistens tearfid light. 
Colour, sunshine hours are gone, 
Yet the lady watches on. 

Human heart this history 

Is thy fated lot. 
Even such thy watching, 

For what cometh not ^ 
Till with anxious waiting dull. 
Bound thee fades the beautiful, 
Still thou eeekest on, though weaxy 

Seeking still in vain ; 
Daylight deepens into twilight. 

What has been thy gain ? 
Death and night are closing round, 
All that thou hast sought unfound. 



I 



THE LAKE OF COMO 

AeAiir I am beside the lake, 
The lonely lake which used to be 
The wide world of the beating heart 
When I was, love, with thee. 
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I see the quiet evening lights 
Amid the distant mountains shine ; 
I hear the music of a lute. 
It used to come from thine. 

How can another sing the song, 

The sweet sad song that was thine own ? 

It is alike, yet not the same, 

It has not caught thy tone. 

Ah, never other lip may catch 

The sweetness round thine own that clung ; 

To me there is a tone unheard, 

There is a chord unstrung. 

Thou loveliest lake, I sought thy shores. 
That dreams from other days might cast, 
The presence elsewhere sought in vain. 
The presence of the past. 

I find the folly of the search. 
Thou bringest but half the past again ; 
My pleasure calling faintly back 
Too vividly my pain. 

Too real the memories that haunt 
The purple shadows round thy brinks 
I only ask'd of thee to dream, 
I did not ask to think. 

False heauty haunting still my heart, 
Though long since from that heart removed ; 
These waves but tell me how thou wert 
Too well and vainly loved. 

Fair lake, it is all vain to seek 
The influence of thy lovely shore— 
I ask of thee for hope and love— 
They come to me no more. 



THE PRINCESS VICTORIA. 

A VAiK young face o'er which is only cast 
The delicate hues of spring, 
Though round her is the presence of the past. 
And the stem future gathers darkly fast ; 
As yet no heavy shadow loads their wing. 

A little while hast thou to be a child. 

Thy lot is all too high ; 

Thy face is very fair, thine eyes are mild, 

But duties on thine arduous path are piled — 

A nation's hopes and fears blend with thy destiny. 

Change is upon the world, it may be thine 
To soothe its troubled way, 
To make thy throne a beacon and a shrine 
Whence knowledge, power, and liberty may shine. 
As yet they have not shone on mortal day. 

(40 



There is much misery on thib worn earth. 
But much that may be spared : 
Of great and generous thought there is no dearth^ 
And highest hopes of late have had their birth, 
Hopes for the many, what the few have shared. 

The wind that bears our flag from soil to soil. 

Teaches us as it flies ; 

It carries in its breath a summer apoil, 

And seeds spring up to stimulate man's toil, 

So should our mind spread round its rich supplies. 

Thou, royal child, the future is thine own. 

May it be bless'd in thee ! 

May peace that smiles on all be round thy throne. 

And universal truth, whose light alone 

(lives golden records unto history. 



A DUTCH INTERIOR. 

Thet were poor, and by their cabm, 
Pale want sat at the door ; 

And the summer to their harvest 
Brought insufficient store. 

On one side, the fierce ocean 

Proglaim'd perpetual war ; 
On the other, mighty nations 

Were threatening from afar. 

Foes and seas denied a footing, 
On the very ground they trod ; 

But they had their native courage, 
And they had their trust in God. 

They made the sea defender 
Of the lately threatened shore, 

And their tall and stately vessels 
Saird the conquered waters o'er. 

To the poor and scanty cabin, 

Pour'd wealth from East and Wet>t 

And freedom came with commerce. 
From all old times her guest. 

Dyke by dyke they beat their enemiea, 

As they had beat the sea ; 
Till Faith stood by her altar, 

Secure — triumphant — ^free.* 



* The brilliant theory of a republic has never been re- 
duced to more rational practice ihan in the history of Hol- 
land. Commerce, religious toleration, security of life ana 
property, and universal Instruction—these have been tlio 
principles of the states from the very first. Liberty can 
hare no securer foundations. We know of nothing finer 
in all history, than their unequal but triumphant stru<;ifle 
with ^ Qrarui Manarqiu. Tha «^VtvvVttSssits^"wJss3Bs>B«^^^»^ 
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EUCLES ANNOUNCING THE VICTORY 
OF MARATHON. 

Hb Cometh from the purple hills, 
Where the fight has been to-day; 
He bears the standard in his hand~- 
Shout round the victor's way. 
The sunset of a battle won, 
Is round his steps from Marathon. ■ 

Gather the myrtles near, 
And fling them on his path ; 
Take from her braided hair 
The flowers the maiden hath, 
A welcome to the welcome one. 
Who hastens now from Marathon. 

They crowd around his steps, 

Rejoicing young and old ; 

The laurel branch he bears. 

His glorious tale hath told. 

The Persuings hour of pride is done. 

Victory is on Marathon. 

She Cometh with brighten*d cheek. 
She who all day hath wept ; 
The wife and mother's tears. 
Where her youngest infant slept, 
The heart is in her eyes alone. 
What careth she for Marathon 1 

But down on his threshold, down ! 

Sinks the warrior's fiuling breath, 

The tale of that mighty field 

Is left to be told by death.— 

'TIS a common tale — the victor's sun 

Sets, in tears and blood, o'er Marathon. 



There sleepeth one who left his heart 

Behind him in his song ; 
Breathing of that diviner part 

Which must to heaven belong. 
The language of those spirit chords. 

But to the poet known, 
Youth, love, and hope yet use his words» 

They seem to be his own. 
And yet he has not left a name. 
The poet died without his &me. 

How many are the lovely lays 

That haunt our English tongue. 
Defrauded of their poet's praise 

Forgotten he who sung. 
Tradition only vaguely keeps 

Sweet fancies round this tomb ; 
Its tears are what the wild flower weepa^ 

Its reconi is that bloom ; 
Ah, surely nature keeps with her 
The memory of her worshipper. 

One of her loveliest mysteries 

Such spirit blends at last, 
With all the fairy fantasies 

Which o'er some scenes are cast. 
A softer beauty fills the grove, 

A light is in the grass, 
A deeper sense of truth and love 

Comes o'er us as we pass ; 
While lingers in the heart one line^ 
The nameless poet hath a shrine. 



THE UNKNOWN GRAVE. 

Thirk is a little lonely grave 

Which no one comes to see, 
The foxglove and red orchis wave 

Their welcome to the bee. 
There never falls the morning sun. 

It lies beneath the wall. 
But there when weary day is done 

The lights of sunset fall, 
Flushing the warm and crimson air 
As life and hope were present there. 



young and fraUant Prince of Orange, waa ihat of the whole 
natUin. " You will »ee ihe ruin of your country," was the 
prophecy of those who looked to the inferior means, not to 
the nipehor ap'thL *♦ Never," was the heruic reply, " for I 
wiiJ die n her last dluh.*' 



THE WOODLAND BROOK. 

Thou art flowing, thou art flowing, 

O, small and silvery brook ; 
The rushes by thee growing. 

And with a patient look 
The pale narcissus o'er thee bends 
Like one who asks in vain for friends. 

I bring not back my childhood, 
Sweet comrade of its hours ; 

The music of the wild wood, 
The colour of the flowers ; 

They do not bring again the dream 

That haunted me beside thy stream. 

When black-lettcr'd old romances 
Made a world for me alone ; 

O, days of lovely fancies, 
Are ye forever flown s 

Ye are fled, sweet, vague, and vain, 

8p I cannot dream again. 
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I have left a feverish pillow 
For thy soothing soug ; 

Alas, each fairy billow 
An image bears along. 

Look where I will, I only see 

One fiice too much beloved by me. 

In vain my heart remembers 
What pleasure used to be. 

My past thoughts are but embers 
Consumed by love for thee. 

I wish to love thee less— and feel 

A deeper fondness o'er me steaL 



CARTHAGE. 



^'Earljon the morning following, I walked to the site 
of the great Carthage,— of that town, at the sound of whose 
oame mighty Rome herself had so often trembled,-<of 
Carthage, the roisireas of powerful and brave armies, of nu- 
merous fleets, and of the world's commerce, and to whom 
Africa, Spain, Sardinia, Corsica, Sicily, and Italy herself 
bowed in submiasion as to their sovereign— in short,—" Car- 
thago, dives opum,8tudii8que asperrima belli :" I was pre- 
pared to see but few vestiges of its former grandeur, it had 
so often suffered from the devastating effects of war, that I 
knew many could not exist; but my heart sunlc within me 
when ascending one of its hills, (from whose summit the 
eye embraces a view of the whole surrounding country to 
the edge of the sea.) I beheld nothing more than a few 
scattered and shapeless masses of masonry. The scene 
that once was animated by the presence of nearly a mil- 
lion of warlilce inhabitants is now buried In the silence of 
the grave ; no living soul appearing, if we occasionally ex- 
cept a soldier going or returning from the lort,or the solitary 
and motionless figure of an Arab, watching his flocks from 
the summit of the fragment of some former palace or 
temple."— Sut G. Tbjiplb's EaeunUma in the Mtditer- 
mnsan. 



Low it lieth — earth to earth^ 
All to which that earth gave births- 
Palace, market-street, and fane ; 
Dust that never asks in vain. 
Hath reclaimed its own again. 

Dust, the wide world's king. 
Where are now the glorious hours 
Of a nation's gathered powers 1 
Like the setting of a star. 
In the fiithomless a&r ; 

Time's eternal wing 
Hath around thoee ruins cast 
The dark presence of the past 

Mind, what art thoul dost thou not 
Hold the vast earth for thy lot ? 
In thy toil, how glorious ! 
What dost thou achieve for vs, 
Over ail victorious ! 

Godlike thoa dost 



But the perishing still lurks 
In thy most immortal works ; 
Thou dost build thy home on sand, 
And the palace-girdled strand 

Fadeth like a dream. 
Thy great victories only show 
AU is nothingness below. 



LORD MELBOURNE. 

It is a glorious task to guide 
The vessel through the dashing tide 
When dark is the tumultuous sea 
And thunder clouds are on the lea. 
While war notes mount upon the wind 
From the fierce storm that rides behind* 

And such a task it is to steer 
A people in their high career, 
When old opinions war, and change 
Is sudden, violent, and strange ; 
And men recall the past, to say, 
So shall not be the coming day. 

Such time is passing o'er our land, 
New thoughts arise — ^uew hopes expand. 
And man knows in his own strong will 
It is his purpose to fulfil : 
In the fierce contest of such hour, 
How mighty is the leader's power. 

More glorious than the conqueror's brand. 

The rule intrusted to such hand. 

From it the past and present dtiim 

The rights they teach, the hopes they firame : 

Do what the island of the free ; 

What England should expect of thee I 



THE PIRATE'S SONG. 

To the mast nail our flag, it is daik as the grsTe, 

Or the death which it bears while it sweeps o'er 
the wave. 

Let our deck clear for action, our guns be pre- 
pared ; 

Be the boarding-axe sharpen'd, the dmetar bared ; 

Set the canisters ready, an^ then bring to me, 

For the last of my duties, the powder-room key. 

It shall never be lower'd, the black fiag we bear ; 

If the sea be denied us, we sweep through the air 

Unshared have we left our last victory's piej ; 
It is mine to divide it, and yours to oVms^* 



324 



MISS LANDON'S WORKS. 



There are shawls that mig^t suit a saltana's white 

neck, 
And pearls that are fair as the anns they will deck ; 
There are flasks which, unseal them, the air will 

I disclose 
Diametta's fair summers, the home of the rose. 
I claim not a portion : I ask but as mine, 
'Tis to drink to our victory— one cup of red wine. 

Some fight, *tis for riches; some fight, 'tis for 

fame: 
The first I despise, and the last is a name. 
I fight, 'tis for vengeance. I love to see flow, 
At the stroke of my sabre, the life of my foe. 
I strike for the merijory of long vanished years ; 
I only shed blood, where another sheds tears. 
I come, as the lightning comes red from above, 
O'er the race that I loathe, to the battle I love. 



THE CHURCH AT POLIGNAC. 

Kirssi, down in yon chapel, but only one prayer 
Shoul^ awaken the echoes its tall arches bear ; 
Pale mother, pray not for the child on the bed. 
For the sake of the prisoner let matins be said ; 
Old man, though the shade of thy gravestone be 

nigh. 
Yet not for thyself raise thy voice to the sky ; 
Young maiden there kneeling, with blush and with 

tear, 
Name not the one name to thy spirit most dear. 
The prayer for another, to Heaven addrest. 
Comes back to the breather thrice blessing and 

blest. 

Beside the damp marsh, rising sickly and cold, 
Stand the bleak and stem walls of the dilrk prison 

hold; 
There fellen and friendless, forlorn and opprest. 
Are they — once the flattered, obey'd, and carest 
From the blessings that God gives the poorest 

exiled. 
His wife is a widow, an orphan his child ; 
For years there the prisoner has wearily pined, 
Apart from his country, apart from his kind ; 
Amid millions of freemen, one last lonely slave, 
He knoweth the gloom, not the peace of the grave. 

I plead not their errors, my heart's in the cause. 
Which bows dpwn the sword with the strength of 

the laws; 
But France, while within her such memories live, 
With her triumphs around, can afford to forgive. 
Let freedom, while raising her glorious brow. 
Shake the tears from her laurels that darken there 

DOW, 



Be the chain and the bar from yon prison removed. 
Give the children their parent, the wife her beloved. 
By the heart of the many is pardon assigned. 
For, Mercy, thy cause is the cause of mankind. 



THE KNIGHT OF MALTA. 

Thb vessel swept in with the light of the mon^ 
High on the red air its gonfalon borne ; 
The roofs of the dwellings, the sails of the maat 
Mix'd in the crimson the daybreak had cast 

On came the vessel : — the sword in his hand. 
At once from the deck leapt a stranger to land. 
A moment he stood, with the wind in his hair. 
The sunshine less golden — the silk was less fiur. 

He look'd o'er the waters — what look'd he to 
see! 
What alone in the depths of his own heart oonld 

be. 
He saw an old castle arise from the main. 
The oak on its hills, and the deer on its plain. 

He saw it no longer ; the vision is fled ; 
Paler the prest lip, and firmer the tread. 
He takes from his neck a light, scarf that he 

wore; 
*Tis flung on the waters, that bare it from shore. 

'Twaa the gift of a false one ; — and with it he 

flung 
All the hopes and the fancies that round it had 

clung. 
The shrine has his vow — the Cross has his 

brand ; — 
He weareth no gift of a woman's white hand. 

A seal on his lip, and an oath at his heart. 
His future a warfare— he knoweth his part. 
The visions that haunted his boyhood are o'er. 
The young knight of Malta can dream them no 
more. 



\ 



DERWENT WATER. 

I KKsw her — though she used to make 
Her dwelling by that lonely lake. 
A little while she came to show 
How lovely distant flowers can go. 
The influence of that fairy scene 
Made beautiful her face and mien. 
I have seen faces far more fair, 
But none that had such meaning theie. 
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For to her downcast eyes were given 
The azure of an April heaven ; 
The softening of those sunny hours, 
By passing shadows, and hy showers. 

0*er her cheek the wandering red. 
By the first wild rose was shed. 
Evanescent, pure, and clear, 
Just the warm heart's atmosphere. 
Lilce the sweet and inner world, 
In that early rosebud furled. 
All whose rich revealings glow 
Bound the lovelier world below. 
Light her step was, and her voice 
Said unto the air, rejoice ; 
And her light laugh's silvery breaking 
Sounded like the lark's first waking. 

Return to that fair lake, return, 

On whose green heathlands grows the fern ; 

And mountain heights of dark gray stone. 

Are bright with lichens overgrown. 

Thou art too fay-like and too fair 

For our more common clouded air. 

Beauty such as thine belongs 

To a world of dreams and songs; 

Let thy image with us dwell. 

Lending music to fiirewelL 



THE SPANISH PAGE. 

OR, THE C1TT*8 RANSOM. 

She was a chieftain's daughter, and he a captive 

boy, 
Yet playmates and companions they shared each 

childish joy; 
Their dark hair often mingled, they wander'd hand 

in hand, 
Bat at last the golden ransom restored him to his 

land. 
A lovely town is Seville amid the summer air. 
But, though it be a little town Xenilla is as fair; 
Fair are the glittering minarets where the purple 

daylight falls. 
And rosy the pomegranates of the gardens in its 

walla. 

Bat its pleasant days are over, for an army girds it 
round, 

With the banner of the red croas, and the Chris- 
tian trumpet's sound ; 

They have sworn to raze the city that in the sun- 
shine stood. 

And its silvery singing foontaint shall flow with 
Moslem blood. 



Fierce, is the Christian leader, a young and orphan 
lord, 

For all the nobles of his house fell by the Moorish 
sword ; 

Himself was once a captive, till redeem'd by Spa- 
nish gold, 

Now to be paid by Moorish wealth and life an 
hundred-fold. 

The sound of war and weeping reach'd where a 

maiden lay. 
Fading as fades the loveliest, too soon from earth 

away. 
Dark fell the silken curtains, and still the court 

below, 
But the maiden's dream of childhood was disturb'd 

by wail and wo. 
She question*d of the tamult ; her pale slaves told 

the cause ; 
The colour mounted to her cheek, a hasty breath 

she draws ; 
She call'd her friends around her, she whisper'd 

soft and low. 
Like music from a wind-touch'd lute her languid 

accents flow. 

Again upon her crimson couch she laid her weary 

head; 
They look'd upon the dark-eyed maid — they look'd 

upon the dead. 
That evening, ere the sunset grew red above the 

town, 
A funeral train upon the hills came winding slowly 

down; 
They come with mournful dianting, they bear the 

dead along, 
The sentinels stood still to hear that melancholy 

song: 
To Don Henrique they bore the corpse — ^they laid 

it at his feet, 
Pale grew the youthful warrior that pale fiioe to 

meet 

As if in quiet slumber the Moorish maid wai 

laid. 
And her white hands were folded, as if in death 

she pray'd ; 
Her long black hair on either side was parted on 

her brow. 
And her cold cheek was colder than marble or 

than snow. 
Yet lovelier than a living thing she met the war- 
rior's gaze, 
Around her was the memory of many happy 

days. 
He knew his young companion, though long dark 

years had flown. 
Well had she kept her childish laith-HdiQ ^ii«ik>a^ 

death. hi&^'VTv« 
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*< Bring ye this here, a nnsom for thoie devoted 
walls !" 

None answerM — ^but around the tent a deeper si- 
lence falla ; 

None knew the maiden'i meaning, save he who 
bent above, 

Ah ! only love can read within the hidden heart 
of love. 

There came from these white silent lips more elo- 
quence than breath. 

The tenderness of childhood — the sanctity of 
death. 

He felt their old familiar love had ties he could not 

break. 
The warrior spared the Moorish town, for that dead 

maiden's sake. 



DIRGE. 

Lat her in the gentle earth, 
"Where the summer maketh mirth ; 
Where young violets have birth ; 

Where the lily bendeth. 
Lay her there, the lovely one ! 
With the rose, her funeral stone ; 
And for tears, such showers alone 

As the rain of April lendpth. 

From the midntght*8 quiet hour 
Will come dews of holy power. 
O'er the sweetest human flower 

That was ever loved. 
Bat she was too fair and dear 
For our troubled pathway here ; 
Heaven, that was her natural sphere, 

Has its own removed. 



STRADA REALE— CORFU. 

I AM weary of the greenwood 
Where haunteth the wild bee. 
And the olive*s silvery foliage 
Droops o'er the myrtle tree. 

The fountain singeth silveiy, 
As with a sieepy song. 
It wandereth the bright mosses, 
And drooping flowers among. 

I will seek the dieerful city, 
And in the crowded street, 
See if I can tinJ the traces 
Of pleuan^u winged feet. 



llie .bells are ringing gayly. 
And their mu»c gladdens all. 
From the towers in the sunshine. 
To the date and orange stalL 

Gay voices are around me, 
I seem to gladden tcx> ; 
And a thousand changing objects 
Win my wandering eyes anew. 

It is pleasant through the city 
In a sunny day to roam ; 
And yet my full heart turns to thee. 
My own, my greenwood home. 



ANTIOCH. 

Wflair the vulture on the wind 
Mounted as in days of old. 

Leaving hope and feur behind. 
What did his dark flight behdd ! 

Conquest, in its crimson car. 

Reddening sword and broken spear. 

Nations gathering to the war. 
These were in his wide career. 

When the thunder and his wing 
Swept the startled earth below, 

Did the flight prophetic bring 
Omen of the world we know. 

Vainly did the augur seek 
In its path the will of heaven ; 

Not to that fierce eye and beak. 
Was the feted future given. 

No, the future's depths were stirr*d 
By the white wings of the dove ; 

When the troubled earth first heard 
Words of peace and words of love. 

Now, far other hopes arise 

Over life's enlarging day. 
Science, commerce, enterprise, 

Point to man his glorious way. 

Where those distant deserts wind. 
Even now an English band 

Urge the triumphs of the mind 
Through a wild and savage land. 

Mind, and only mind, could gain 
Such a conquest as they ask ; 

Stormy wind, and sandy plain, 
Dcmbt and death attend the tadb 
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They will make their gallant way, 
Must achieve their glorioua goal ; 

It is night subdaed by day, 
Tis the mastery of the souL 

Let the dark Euphrates bear 
English keel and English sail ; 

Not alone o'er wind and air 
Will the enterprise prevail : 

But our flag will bear around. 

Faith and knowledge, light and hope, 
Empire with no other bound 

Than the wide horizon's scope. 

Honour to the generous hand, 

Bearing round our name and laws, 

For the honour of our land. 
For humanity's great cause.* 



LANCASTER CASTLE. 

"DkitK with age these towers look down 
Over their once vassal town ; 
Warlike — yet long years have past 
Since they look'd on slaughter last 

Never more will that dark wall 
Echo with the trumpet's poll, 
When the Red Rose and the White 
Call'd their warriprs to the fight. 

Never more the sounding yew, 
Which the English archer drew, 
Will decide a battle-day 
Past like its own shads away. 

Never more those halls will ring 
With the ancient harper's string, 
When the red wine pass'd along 
With a shout and with a song. 

• I allude to the voyage down the Euphrates. Conquest 
and commerce have been ihe two great principles of 
civilisation. It is only of late yean thai we huve seen the 
superiority of the sail over the sword. The expedition, 
whose advaniAgee I have ventured above to prophesy, is 
In the noblest spirit of enlightened euteriirise. We must 
take with us our knowledge ; and so disturb, and eventuaU 
ly destroy the darkness, menul and moral, tno long 
gathered on the Eusu The generous earnestness of 
science, and the enthusiasm of enterprise, were never more 
nobly marked than in the concluding passage of Colonel 
Chesney*s letter to the Admiralty, announcing the loss of 
the Tigris steamer :— 

** We are, therefore, continuing our descent and survey 
10 Buasorah, hoping not only to bring up the mail from 
India within the specified time, but also, if it pleases God 
to spare us, to demonstrate the speed, economy, and 
commercial advantages of the river Euphrates, provided 
the decision of ministers shall be, in the true spirit of 
Englishmen, to give it a fair trial, rather than aiiendon the 
original purpose in consequence of an uoCoressen, and, as 
it is proved, an unavoidable caUmitj." 



Trumpet, harp, and good yew bow 
Are so many memories now. 
While the loom, the press, the gun. 
Have another age begun. 

Yet that old chivalric hour 
Hath upon the present power 
Changed — and sofVen'd and refined 
It has left its best behind. 

What may its bequeathings be 1 
Honour, song, and courtesy. 
Like the spirit of its clay, 
Yesterday redeems to^ay. 



SIR WILLIAM STANLEY. 



The man was old, his hair was gray— 
And I have heard the old man say, 
" Keep thou from royal courts away ;'* 
In proof thereof, he wont to tell 
The Stanley's fioal chronicle. 



Kivo Henry sat amid his court, and of the nobles 

there 
Not one with William Stanley for favour could 

compare; 
He was the royal chamberlain, and on his bended 

knee 
Within King Henry's silver cap the red wine 

poured he. 

There came a knight in presence there, he named 

my master's name. 
As he stood betting golden coin upon the royal 

game. 
And on Sir Robert Clifford's word, they took hie 

sword away. 
And William Stanley to the Tower was prisoner 

sent that day. 

Grod only knows the hearts of men, but 'twas a 

wondrous thing 
My noble master should conspire against the 

crowned king ; 
For well I know on Bosworth Field it was hie 

red right hand 
That placed upon Earl Richmond's brow King 

Richard's royal band. 

But ancient service is forgot ; and he, the Wise- 
man, said, 

Think thou no evil of the king upon diy lonely 
bed; 
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And therefore little will I name of what I then 

heard told. 
That my good lord's worst treasons were his broad 

lands and his gold. 

I saw him on the scaffold stand, the axe was 

gleaming bright, 
But I will say he faced its shine as best became 

a knight ; 
He pray'd a prayer — ^he knelt him down — there 

smote a sullen sound, 
I saw my master's sever'd head upon the dariL red 

ground. 

No nobles bore the noble's pall, there was no 

funeral bell. 
But I stood weeping by the grave of him I loved 

so well. 
I know not of the right or wrong, but this much 

let me say, 
Would God my master had been kept from kings 

and courts away ! 



Though the grave were on his way, 
Forward, would that soldier say ; 
And upon his latest breath 
Would be, ** Victory or Death.' 



)* 



CLAVERHOUSE AT THE BATTLE OF 
BOTHWELL BRIG. 

Hb leads them on, the chief^ the knight f 
Dark is his eye with fierce delight, 
A calm and unrelenting joy. 
Whose element is to destroy. 

Down falls his soft and shining hair, 
His face is as woman's fair ; 
And that slight frame seems rather meant 
For lady's bower than soldier's tent 

But on that kindled brow is vnrought 
The energy that is of thought, 
The sternness and the strength that grow 
In the high heart that beats below. 

The golden spur is on his heel. 
The spur his war-horse does not feel ; 
The sun alone has gilt the brand, 
Now bared in his tti(isparing hand. 

But ere the sun go down again 
That sword will wear a deeper stain 
Sun and sword alike will go 
Down o'er the dying and the foe. 

Never yet hath fail'd that brand. 
Never yet hath spared that hand ; 
Where their mingled light is shed, 
Are the fugitive or dead. 



THE HALL OF GLENNAQUOICH. 

No more the voice of feasting is heard amid those 

halls, 
The grass grows o'er the hearthstone, the fern 

o'ertops the walls ; 
And yet those scenes are present, as they were 

of our age — 
Such is the mighty mastery of one enchanted 

page. 

The name of Scott awakens a world within the 

heart; 
The scenes are not more real wherein ourselves 

have part 
Beneath the tree in sunshine — beside the hearth 

in snow. 
What hours of deep enjoyment to him and his we 

owe! 

And yet recall the giver — recall him as those saw 
Before his glorious being obey'd our nature's law ; 
His strength has soon departed — his cheek is sunk 

and wan-— 
He is, before his season, a worn and weary manu 

The fine creative spirit that lit his path of yore. 
Its light remains for other»-~it warms himself no 

more. 
The long and toilsome midnight, the fever and the 

haste, 
The trouble and the trial, have done their work of 

waste. 

And such is still the recompense appointed for the 

mind, 
That seeketh, with its eyes afar, the gloiy of its 

kind. 
The poet yields the beautiful that in his being 

lives: 
Unthankful, cold, and careless, are they to whom 

he gives. 

They dwell amid his visions— for new delights 

they cry ; *- 

But he who form'd the lovely may lay him down 

and die. 
Then comes the carved marble— then late remorse 

is shown. 
And the poet's search for sympathy ends in a 

funeral stone. ^ 
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STRADA ST. URSOLA,— MALTA. 

YovHo knight, thot broider*d cloak undo, 
And break that golden chain in two ; 
Take from your hand its jewels fair, 
Shear thoee bright curls of sunny hair, 
And offer up at yonder shrine 
All vanities that once were thine. 

No more the yictor of the ring, 
Thy triumphs will the minstrel sing ; 
No more upon thy helm the glove 
Will ask of fame to sanction love. 
The saraband untrod must be. 
The lists, the dance are dosed for thee. 

Look to the past — if present there 
Be visible one great despair : 
Look to the future — ^if it give 
Nothing which charmeth thee to live. 
Then come — the present knows its doom , 
Thy heart already is a tomb. 

Thy cheek is pale — thy brow is worn — 
Thy lip is bitter in its scorn. 
I read in them the signs that tell 
The heart's inipassionM chronicle. 
Tis past ! — and Malta's iron vow 
To thee is less than nothing now. 



THE EARL OF SANDWICH. 

Thbt caird the Islands by his name,* 
Those isles, the far away and fair ; 

A graceful fancy link'd with fame, 
A flattery — such as poets' are ; 

Who link with lovely things their praise. 
And ask the earth, and ask the sky. 

To colour with themselves their lays 
And some associate grace supply. 

But here it was a sailor's thought, 

That named the island ftt>m the Eari — 

That dreams of England might be brought 
To those soft shores, and seas of pearL 

How very lair they must have seem'd 
When first they darkened on the deep ! 

Like all the wandering seamen dream'd 
When land rose lovely on his sleep. 

How many dreams they tum'd to truth 
When first they met the sailor's eyes ; 

€lTeen with the sweet earth*8 southern youth, 
And axure with her southern skies. 



And yet our English thought beguiles 
The mariner where'er he roam. 

He looks upon the new-found isles. 
And calls them by some name of home. 



• The Sandwich UlaDds were so caUm) in honour of the 
Earl of Saiui-ivlch, then tttst lord of lbs Admiimlty. 

C42J 



TOWN AND HARBOUR OF ITHACA. 

Bt another light surrounded 

Than our actual sky ; 
With the purple ocean bounded 
Does the island lie. 

Like a dream of the old world. 
Bare the rugged heights ascending. 

Bring to mind the past. 
When the weary voyage ending. 
Was the anchor cast, 

And the stranger sails were fufl'd 
Beside the glorious island 
Where Ulysses was the king. 

8U11 does fancy see the palace. 

With its carved gates ; 
Where the suitors drain'd the chalice, 
Mocking at the Fates. 

Stem, and dark, and veil'd are, Ihej. 
Still their silent thread entwining 

Of our wretched life ; 
With their cold pale hands combining 
Hate, and fear, and strife. 

Hovers the avenging day 
O'er the glorious island 
Where Ulysses was the king. 

Grant my fancy pardon. 

If amid these trees 
Still it sees the garden 

Of old Laertes, 

Where he met his glorious son. 

The apple boughs were drooping 

Beneath their rosy fruit. 
And the rich brown pears were stooping 
To the old man at their foot. 

While his daily task was done 
In the glorious island. 
Where Ulysses was die king; 

Tis a vain and cold invention, 

Tis the spirit's wrong. 
Which to some small mind's pretension 

Would subdue that song, 

Shrined in manhood's general heait 

One almighty mind— one only, 

Could such strain have sung ; 
Ever be the laurel lonely, 
Where such lyre is hung. 

Be the world a thing apart. 
Of the glorious island, 

Wh0C« \iV^^J»»» ^«^'^M^XSB%'' 
Si tSL 
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BELVOIR CASTLE : 

8BAT or THB DUKB Or BUTLAICD. 
nfSOftlBBD TO LAST SMXSLXMB STDART WORTLSY. 

Tib an old and stately castle, 

In an old and stately wood ; 
Thoughts and shadows gathered round it. 

Of the ages it had sUxmL 

But not of the ancient warrion, 
Whose red banners swept its towen^ 

Nor of any lovely lady, 
Blooming in its former bowera*' 

Think I now ; — ^but one as lovely. 
And more gifted, haunts my line. 

In the visions round yon castle 
Is no ftdrer one than thine ! 

I can fancy thee in childhood 

Wandering through each haunted scene, 
Peopling the green glades around thee 

With the thoughts of what had been ; 

Asking of each leaf its lesson, 

Of each midnight star its tale, 
THll thy fancy caught revealings 

From the music of the gale. 

Yet, whence did thy lute inherit 
All it knows of human grief 1 — 

What dost thou know of the knowledge 
On life's dark and daily leaf 1 

In thy woman-hearted pages, 

How much sympathy appears 
With the sorrowful and real, 

All that only speaks in tears ! 

Have those large bright eyes been darkened 

By the shadows from below ! 
Rather would I deem thee dreaming 

Over giief thou canst not know. 

But thou hast the poet*s birthright, 

In a heart too warm and true. 
Wreath thy dark hair with the laorel— > 

On it rests the midnight dew I 



REGATTA,— WINDERMERE LAKE. 

With sunshine on their canvass, 

And sunshine at their side- 
Like court beauties at a pageant^ 
Tbe.tUtelj tcmmIs glide. 



The sound of shout and music 
Comes from the boats behind ; 

And the peal of youthful laughter 
Makes glad the summer wind. 

But we will not go with them, 
My loved one and my own ; 

We never are so happy 
As when we are alone. 

Tet when the purple shadows 
Of the quiet eve come on, 

And the ripple of those vessels 
From each still wave is gone :— 

When stars with silver footsteps 
Pass like angels o*er the sky ; 

When the breath of leaf and blossom 
To the lulling winds reply :-* 

Then let our boat, my sweet one ! 

To yonder shore depart. 
When not a sound is louder 

Than our own beating heart 

Like a dream beneath the moonlight. 

Our fiury float will be ; 
IjCt the weary crave the many— 

I ask only for thee ! 



GIBRALTAR. 

SCSHE DURIirO TDK PLAOUI. 

At first, I only buried one. 

And she was borne along 
By kindred mourners to her grave. 

With sacred rite and song. 
At first they sent for me to pray 

Beside the bed of death : 
They bless'd their household, and they brsath'd 

Prayer in their latest breath. 
But then men died more rapidly— 

They had not time to pray ; 
And from the pillow love had smooth*d 

Fear fled in haste away. 
And then there came the &sten'd doop— 

Then came the guarded street-^ 
Friends in the distance watch'd for friends; 

WatchM, — that they might not meet. 
And Terror by the hearth stood cold. 

And rent all natural ties, 
And men, upon the bed of death. 

Met only stranger eyes : 
The nuiflo— *and guard, stem, harsh, and wm 

Remained, unpitying, by ; 
They had known so much wretchednen^ 

They did not fisar to die. 
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Heavily rung the oU ch*jrch belli, 

But no one came to prayer : 
The weeds were growing in the street, 

Silence and Fate were there. 
0*er the first grave by which I stood. 

Tears fell, and flowers were thrown, 
The last grave held six hundred livesy* 

And there I stood alone. 



SCALE FORCE, CUMBERLAND. 



This cascade, distant about a mile and a half from the 
village of Buitermere, exceeds in extent of (all the re- 
nowned Niagara, yet, owing to a difficulty of access, it is 
frequently neglected by the tourist. 



It sweeps, as sweeps an army 
Adown the mountain side, 
With the voice of many thunders, 
Like the battle's soimding tide. 

Yet the sky is blue above it. 
And the dashing of the spray 
Wears the colour of the rainbow 
Upon an April day. 

It rejoices in the sunshine 
When after heavy rain 
It gathers the far waters 
To dash upon the plain. 

It is terrible, yet lovely. 

Beneath the morning rays : 

Like a dream of strength and beauty, 

It haimted those who gaze. 

We feel that it is glorious, 
Its power b on the soul ; 
And lofty thoughts within us 
Acknowledge its oontroL 

A generous inspiration 
Is on the outward world ; 
It wakcth thoughts and feelings 
In careless ookiness furl'd. 

To love and to admire 
Seems natural to the heart; 
Life's small and selfish interests 
From such a scene depart 



BLACK LINN OF LINKLATER 



« Toujoon lui— lui partouu"— Fi'ctor Bugo. 

But of Himself Him only speak these hills ! 
I do not see the sunshine on the vale, 
I do not hear the low song of the wind 
Singing as sings a child. Like fancies filing 
Around the midnight pillow of a dream. 
Dim pageantries shut out the real scene. 
And call up one associate with Him. 

I see the ancient master pale and worn, 
Though on him shines the lovely southern heaven 
And Naples greets him with festivity. 

The Dying by the Dead :— for his great sake, 
They have laid bare the city of the lost. 
His own creations fill the silent streets ; 
The Roman pavement rings with golden spur^ 
The Highland plaid shades dark Italian eyes. 
And the young king himself is Ivanhoe. 

But there the old man aits — ^majestic— wan. 
Himself a mighty vision of the past ; 
The glorious mind has bow'd beneath iu toil ; 
He does not hear his name on foreign lips 
That thank him for a thousand happy hours. 
He does not see the glittering groups that press 
In wonder and in homage to his side ; 
Death is beside his triumph.* 



THE EVENING STAR, 

Ah, loveliest ! that through my casement gleaming, 
Bringeth thy native heaven along with thee, 

Touching with fiur-ofi* light that lovelier dreaming, 
Which but for that, all earthly else would be. 

The smoke is round the housetops slowly wreath- 
ing. 

Until upgather'd in one gloomy cloud. 
It rises like the city's heavy breathing, 

Material, dense, the sunshine's spreading shroud. 



• A fact, mentioned to me by a clergyman, Mr. Howe, 
whose duty euforced resideuce during the ravages of the 
fellow fever. 



• When Sir Waller ScoU arrived at Napl(>«, the picturw 
eaquff imagination of ihe south was all alive to do him 
honour. Contrary to esublished etiquette, Uie king called 
upon him. 

** Nice customs courtesy to great names.'' 
A (Ute was then given in his honour, and Pompeii was 
chosen lor its site. All the guests took some character 
from the Waveriey novels. The deserted city echoed with 
music; lamps flung their tight over walls so lung uncon- 
scious of festivity. The city of the dead suited well the 
festival of the dying. Sir Waller was present, but uncon- 
scious; he sat wan, exhausted, and moiloiiless,— '* the 
centre of the glittering ring" formed by his own genius. 
The uiuuiph had its usual moral^ii came too late. 
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Nignt knows not silence, for that living ocean 
Pants night and day with its perpetual flow. 

Stirring the anquict air with restless moti;)n, 
From that vast human tide which rolls below. 

Trouble and discontent, and hours whose dial 
Is in the feverish heart which knows not rest ; 

These give the midnight's sinking sleep denial, 
These leave the midnight's dreaming couch 
^ unprest. 

But thou, sweet Star, amid the harah and real, 
The cares that harass night with thoughts of 
day, 

Dost bring the beautiful and the ideal, 
Till the freed spirit wanders far away. 

Then come the lofty hope—the fond remembrance, 
All dreams that in the heart its youth renew, 

Till it doth take, fifur planet, thy resemblance. 
And fills with tender light, and melts with dew. 

What though it be but a delicious error, 

The influence that in thy beauty seems. 
Still let love — song — and hope — make thee their 
mirror, 
O, life and earth, what were ye without 
dreamt! 



THE DEVOTEE. 

Pratbr on her lips — ^yet, while die maiden 
prayeth, 

A human sorrow deepens in her eyesf 
For e'en the very words of prayer she sayeth, 

A sad and lingering memory supplies. 

She leans beside the vault where sleeps her mother. 
The tablet has her name upon the wall— 

Her only parent, for she knew no other ; 
In losing whom, the orphan lost her alL 

Toung, very, young, she is, but wholly vanishM 
Youth's morning colours from her cheek are 
gone; 

All gayer and all careless thoughts are banish'd 
By the perpetual presence of but one. 

And yet that sweet fiioe is not all of sorrow. 
It wears a softer and a higher mood ; 

And seemeth from tho world within to borrow 
A holy and a constant fortitude. 

Early with eveiy sabbath-mom returning. 
You hear her light step up the chancel come, 

She looketh ail the week with tender yearning 
To tbMt old church which ia to her a home. 



For her own home \» desolate and lonely. 
Hers is the only seat beside the hearth. 

Sad in its mmmer garden, as she only 

Were the last wanderer on this weary earth. 

But in that ancient church her heart growi 
stronger 

With prayers that raise their earnest eyes above ; 
And in the presence of her God, no longer 

Feels like an outcast from all hope and love. 

Glorious the mighty anthem round her swelling. 
Fills the rapt spirit, sacred and sublime ; 

Soon will for her unfold th* immortal dwelling— 
She waiteth patient, God's appointed time. 



JESUITS IN PROCESSION : 

TALBTTA, MALTA. 

WesNca rose the sect that 'neath yon azure dome. 

Hath had such wide domain o'er courts ajifl 
kings, 

An4 the wild forest where the condor aprings, 
Darkening the lonely vale which has his home 
Whence did that sect with all its power come 1 
From the dim shadows of the sick man's room ! 

The founder, Sl Ignatius, knew of life 
Whatever of that life might seem the beat : 

The glorious fever of the battle strife. 
The pleasure that in court or bower is gueat ; 

But in all things were care and sorrow life. 
And the soul's instinct craved diviner rest. 

Then to his hopes a holier aim was given^ 

He made of earth the stepping-stone to heaven t 



RUNJEET-SINGH, AND HIS SUWAR- 
REE OF SEIKS. 

Tbi hunters were up in the light of the mom. 
High on the clear air their banners were borne ; 
And the steeds that they mounted were bright to 

behold. 
With housings that glitter'd in silver and gold. 

Proud at their head rode the chief of Lahore, 
A dagger that shone with the ruby he wore ; 
And Inde, and Bokhara, and Iran supplied 
The dogs, staunch and gallant, that coursed at hie 
side. 

He wears the green robe of the Prophet's high 

line. 
He is sprung from the chieftain of Mecca's far 
\ 1111100; 
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Hia horae, on whose bridle the white pearls are 

■own. 
Has a lineage as distant and pure as his own. 

His falconers are round him, a bird on each 

hand — 
No Norman from Norway ere brought such a 

band, 
So strong is each wing, so dark is each eye 
That fling3 back the light it has learnt in the sky. 

In vain from the chase of that gallant array 
The wild boar will hide in the forest to-day ; 
In vain will the tiger spring forth from its gloom. 
He springs on the sabre that beareth his doom. 

On, on through the greenwoods that girdle the 

pass, 
The sun and the dew are alike on the grass ; 
On, on till by moonlight the gathering be 
Of the hunters that rest by the banyan tree.* 



THE VILLAGE OF KURSALEE. 

HioH in the azure heavens, ye ancient mountains^ 
Do ye uplift your old ancestral snows, 

Gathering amid the clouds those icy fountains. 
Whence many a sunny stream through India 
flows. 

Flows with a lovely and unceasing motion, 
That only rocks the lotus on its wave ; 

Unknown the various storms that rend the ocean — 
Ocean, each river's mighty home and grave. 

Lost in a world of undistinguishM waters. 
Where are the lovely memories of the past, 

The leaves — the flowers — ^the Brahmin's dark-eyed 
daughters. 
Whose images were on its mirror cast 1 

All £ur humanities behind it leaving : 
For little knows the sea of human things. 

Save a few ships their lonely progress cleaving. 
And the white shadows of the sea-bird's wings. 



* Mr. Burnes gives a most splendid description of the 
hunting CAvalcades iu Lahore. Pan, however, of the sport 
was cruel. The captured hoss were fastened to a slake, 
and baited with dngs, and their spirit rrnewed, when it 
tailed, by cold water dashed over them. At length Runjeet 
gaveonlers that thejr should be liberated, in order, as he 
said, that ** they might praise his humanity." This laUer 
consideration seems to have arrived somewhat late.— The 
horses sent from England attracted great admiration ; but 
that was nothing compared to the praise bestowed on their 
shoes. The letter of thanks from Runjeet to our king 
says, ''On t)eholding the shoes, the new moon turned pale, 
and nearty Uisdppesred firom the sky.'' 



'Tis strange how much of this wide world it 
lonely, 

Earth hath its trackless forests dark and green. 
And its wild deserts of the sand, where only 

The wind, a weary wanderer, hath been. 

The desert and the forest, lone and solemn, 
May know in time the work of mortal hand ; 

There may arise the temple, tower and column. 
Where only waved the tree, or swept the sand. 

But on the ocean never track renudning 
Attests the progress of the human race ; 

The ship will pass without a wave retaining 
The lovely likeness mirror'd on its face. 

And thus, O Time, that hast our world in 
keeping, 

So dost thou roll the current of thy years ; 
Away, away, in thy dark waters sweeping, 

All mortal cares and sorrows, hopes and fearfc 



THE TOURNAMENT. 

His spur on his heel, his spear in its rest, 

The wild wind just waving the plumes on his 

crest; 
The young knight rides ibrward^-his armour it 

bright 
At that which it mirrors, the morning's clear light. ' 

His steed it is black as the raven that flies 

'Mid the tempest that darkens its way through the 

skies; 
From his nostril the white foam* is scatter'd 

around ; 
He knoweth the battle and spumeth the ground. 

His master is young — but fiaimiliar his hand 

Has been from its childhood with axe and with 

brand. 
His gold locks have darken'd with blood and with 

toil. 
Where the battle of Ascalon darken'd the soiL 

He is calm, though a youth, save when his blue eye 
Sees afar the red banners that sweep through ,the 

sky; 
It kindles — there waiteth the triumph again^- 
He poises his lance and he tightens his rein. 

The belt of a knight was in Palestine won ; 

By the hand of King Richard the belt was bound 

on. 
On his shoulder the cross, by his helmet a glove. 
Tell he sorveth hit God, and his King, and hit 

Love. 
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On his lip is a song whose last muirnar was heard 
When the castle's old ivy the summer wind 

stirr*d ; 
Low and love-touch*d the words, that are never so 

dear 
As when, battle and danger and triumph are near. 

He flings the bright marks from his scarTs silken 

fold— 
What careth the warrior for silver or gold 1 
And he bends till his plumes touch his horse's 

dark mane, 
To the minstrel who mingles one name with his 

strain. i 

So loyal of heart, and so liberal of hand, 

Were the gallant — the high-born— of England's 

fair land. 
But their glory is gather'd — their honours are 

told— 
Let the race of to-day match the good knights of 

old. 



FELICIA HEMANS. 

No more, no more — O, never more returning. 

Will thy beloved presence gladden earth ; 
No more wilt thou with sad, yet anxious, yearning 

Cling CO those hopes which have no mortal 
birth. 
Thou art gone from us, and with thee departed. 

How many lovely things have vanish'd too : 
Beep thoughts that at thy will to being started, 

And feelings, teaching us our own were true. 
Thou hast been round us, like a viewless spirit. 

Known only by the music on the air ; 
The leaf or flowers which thou hast named inherit 

A beauty known but from thy breathing there : 
For thou didst on them fling thy strong emotion. 

The likeness from itself the fond heart gave ; 
As planets from afar look down on ocean. 

And give their own sweet image to the wave. 

And thou didst bring from foreign lands their 
treasures, 

As floats thy various melody along ; 
We know the softness of Italian measures, 

And the grave cadence of Castilian song. 
A general bond of union is the poet. 

By its immortal verse is language known. 
And for the sake of song do others know it — 

One glorious poet makes the world his own. 
And thou — how &r thy gentle sway extended ! 

The heart's sweet empire over land and sea ; 
Many a stranger and far flower was blended 
la the toft wreath that glory bound for thee. 



The echoes of the Susquehanna's waters 

Paused in the pine woods words of thine to 
hear; 

And to the wide Atlantic's younger daughters 
Thy name was lovely, and thy song was dear. 

Was not this purchased all too dearly ? — never 

Can fame atone for all that fame hath cost 
We see the goal, but know not the endeavour. 

Nor what fond hopes have on the way been 
lost 
What do we know of the unquiet pillow. 

By the worn cheek and tearful eyelid prest. 
When thoughiB chase thoughts, like the tumultuous 
billow. 

Whose very light and foam reveals unrest t 
We say, the song is sorrowful, but know not 

What may have left that sorrow on the song ; 
However mournful words may be, they show not 

The whole extent of wretchedness and wrong. 
They cannot paint the long sad hours, passed only 

In vain regrets o'er what we feel we are. 
Alas ! the kingdom of the lute is lonely-— 

Cold is the worship coming from afar. 

Yet what is mind in woman but revealing 

In sweet clear light the hidden world below, 
By quicker fancies and a keener feeling 

Than thr»se around, the cold and careless, know 1 
What is to feed such feeling, but to culture 

A soil whence pain will never more depart 1 
The fable of Prometheus and the vulture. 

Reveals the poet's and the woman's heart 
Unkindly are they judged — unkindly treated— 

By careless tongues and by ungenerous words ; 
While cruel sneer, and hard reproach, repeated. 

Jar the fine music of the spirit's chords. 
Wert thou not weary — thou whose sooUung 
numbers 

Gave other lips the joy thine own had not t 
Didst thou not welcome thankfully the slumbers 

Which closed around thy mourning human lot t 

What on this earth could answer thy requiring, 

For earnest faith — for love, the deep and true. 
The beautiful, which was thy soul's desiring, 

But only from thyself its being drew. 
How is the warm and loving heart requited 

In this harsh world, where it awhile must dwell ! 
Its best affections wrong'd, betray'd, and slighted— 

Such is the doom of those who love too well. 
Better the weary dove should close its pinion. 

Fold up its golden wings and be at peace. 
Enter, O ladye, that serene dominion. 

Where earthly cares and earthly sorrows cease. 
Fame's troubled hour has clear'd, and now replying, 

A thousand hearts their music ask of thine. 
Sleep with a light the lovely and undying 

Around thy grave— a grave which is a shrines 
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THE TOMBS OF THE KINGS OF 
GOLCONDA. 

MoKHTiro is round the ■hining palace, 

MirrorM on the tide, 
Where the Kly lifts her chalice, 
With its gold inside, 

Like an offering from tlie waves. 
Early wekenM from their slumbers. 

Stand the glittering ranks ; 
Who is there shall count the numbers 
On the river's banks 1 

Forth the household pours the slaves 
Of the kings of fair Golconda, 
Of Golconda's ancient kings. 

Wherefore to tlie crimson morning 

Are the banners spread. 
Daybreak's early colours scorning 
With a livelier red 1 

Pearls are wrought on each sUk fold. 
Summer flowers are flung to wither 

On the common way. 
Is some royal bride brought hither 
With this festival array, 

To the city's mountain-hold 
Of the kings of old Golconda, 
Of Golconda*8 ancient kings. 

From the gates the slow procession. 

Troops and nobles come. 
This hour takes the king poasessicm 
Of an ancient home — 

One he never leaves agun. 
Musk and sandal wood and amber 

Fling around their breath : 
They will fill the murky chamber 
Where the bride a Death. 

Where the worm hath sole domain 
O'er the kings of old Golconda, 
O'er Golconda's ancient kings. 



Now the monarch must surrender 

All his golden, state, 
Tet the mockeries of splendour 
On the pageant wait 

That attends him to the tomb. 
Music on the air is swelling, 

'TIS the funeral song. 
As to his ancestral dwellings 
Is be borne along. 

They must share life's common doom, 
The kings of fair Golconda, 
Golconda's ancient kings. 

What are now the chiefii that gather 1 
What their diamond mines! 



What the heron's snowy feather 
On their crest that shines 1 

What their valleys of the rosel 
For another is their glory. 

And their state, and gold t 
They are a forgotten story. 
Faint and feebly told — 

Breaking not the still repose 
Of the kings of fair Golconda, 
Of Golconda's ancient kinga. 

Glorious is their place of sleeping. 

Gold with azure wrought. 
And embroider'd silk is sweeping, 
Silk from Persia brought, 

• Round the carved marble walls.* 
Not the less the night owl's pinion 

Stirs the dusky air. 
Not the less is the dominion 
Of the earth worm there. 

Not less deep the shadow fiiUi 
O'er the kings of fair Golconda, 
O'er Golconda's ancient kings. 

Not on such vain aids relying. 

Can the human heart 
Triumph o'er the dead and dying. 
It must know its part 

In the glorious hopes that wait 
The bright openings of the portal. 

Far beyond the sky — 
Faith whose promise is immortal. 
Life, that cannot die. 

These, and stronger than the stata 
Of the kings of fair Golconda, 
Of Golconda's ancient kings. 



TUNIS. 

No more that dty's pirate baika 

Molest the distant waves ; 
No more the Moslem idler marka 

The sale of Christian slaves. 
And yet how much is left undone 

These city walls within ! 
What though the victory may be woo, 

Its fruit is yet to win. 

What should the fruit of victoiy be t 
What spoil should it command !— 

Commerce upon the sweeping 
And peace upon the land. 



♦ Tbevenot gives a splendid descHpiion of ihess t ombfc 
In sddUkio lo ihelr archlieclursl decoisUoaN <*»«\ 
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As when the crimson sunset ends, 

In twilight's quiet hours, 
The fertilizing dew ascends, 

That fe^ the fruits and flowers. 

A quiet time hath Europe now, 

And she should use that time. 
The seed of general good to sow, 

Eternal and sublime ! 
Mighty is now the general scope 

To mortal views assignM ; 
Direct from heaven is the hope 

That wcrketh for mankind. 

Too many objects worth its care 

The mind has left unwon ; 
But who is there that shall despair 

Knowing what has been done 1 
The Press, that on the moral world 

Has risen, like a star. 
The leaves of light in darkness furl'd 

Spread with its aid afar. 

Far may it spread !•— its influence 

Is giant in its might : 
The moral world's intelligence 

Lives, on its guiding light 
To teach, to liberate, to save, 

Is empire's noblest worth. 
Such be our hope across the wave, 

Our triumph o'er the earth ! 



ON'S WORKS. 

And rightly hast thou judged. On the atrong 
pinion 

Of an unfetter'd will thy flight was made ; 
At once escaping from the false dominion 

Of our cold life, whose hopes are still betray'd. 

What is the social world thou hast forsaken 1 — 
A scene of wrong and sorrow^ guilt and guile ; 

Whence Love a long and last farewell has taken, 
Where friends can smile, and « murder white 
they smile." 

Small truth is there among us — little kindness — 
And falsehood still at work to make that k 

We hurry onward in our selfish blindness, 
Not knowing that the truth were happini 

Ah ! wisely hast thou chosen thus to leave oa, 

For thou hast left society behind. 
What are to thee the petty cares that grieve ua» 

The cold— the false— the thankless— the un- 
kind? 
Thy home b in the desert ; fit disdaining 

Thou showest to the present and to us. 
Calm with the future and the past remaining 

Hopeful the one — the other glorious. 



DJOUNI: 

Tni BKSID«irC« Of LADT HXSTSB iTAHHGFl.* 

O LADT», wherefore to the desert flying, 

Didst thou forsake old England's sea-beat 
strand. 

To dwell where never voice to thine replying, 
Repeats the accents of thy native landl 

Around thee the white pelican is sweeping, 
Watching the sluml)crs of her callow brood ; 

And at the fountains of her fond heart keeping 
The last supply of their precarious food. 

Far spreads the wilderness of sand, as lonely 
As is the silence of the eternal grave ; 

And for thy home companions, thou hast only 
The dog, the Arab steed, the flower, the slave. , 



• « How cmild I," said L%dy H«4ter, « live wllh the ctm- 
moa pttopl^of usuaI lifr, after hating lived with my uacle 
'-Eaglmad^B prime mtnistar— Pitt V* \ 



GIBRALTAR— FROM THE SEA. 

Dow If 'mid the waves, accursed bark, 
Down, down before the wind ; 

Thou canst not sink to doom more dark 
Than that thou leavest behind. 

Down, down for his accursed sake 

Whose hand is on thy helm. 
Above the heaving billows break—* 

Will they not overwtielm 1 

The blood is red upon the deck. 

Of murder, not of strife ; 
Now, Ocean, let the hour of wreck 

Atone for that of life ! 

^lany a brave heart has grown cold. 
Though battle has been done : 

And shrieks have risen from the hold. 
When human help was none. 

We've sailM amid the Spanish lines, 

The black flag at the mast. 
And burning towns and rifled shrines 

ProclaimM where we had past 

The captive's low and latest cry 

Has risen on the night. 
While night carousals mock'd the sky 

With their unholy light 



Tbe captain he ia young and &ir-* 
How can he look so young ? 

Hia k)cka of youth, hia golden hair. 
Are o'er his shoulders flung. 
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And dwell in stately halls ; 

The red gold shines upon the board, 
The silk upon the walla. 
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Of all the deeds that he has done, 

Not one has left a trace : 
The midnight cup, the noontide aan. 

Hare daiken'd not his fiice. 

His voice is low — his smile ia aweetp— 

He has a girl's blue eyes ; 
And yet I woukl far rather meel 

The storm in yonder skies 

The fiercest of our pirate band 
Holds at his name the breath ; 

For there is blood on his right hand. 
And in liis heart is death 

He knows he rides above his grave. 

Yet careless is his eye ; 
He looks y/ith scorn upon the wave. 

With scorn upon the sky. 



Great God ! the sights that I have 
When far upon the main ! 

I'd rather that my death had been 
Than see those sights again. 

Pale faces glimmer, and are gone- 
Wild voices rise from shore ; 

I see one giant wave sweep on—' 
It breaks ! — we rise no more. 



MILLER'S DALE, DERBYSHIRE, 

Do you remember, Love, the laka 

We used to meet beside ? 
The only sound upon the air. 

The ripplea on the tide. 

Do you remember, Love, the hour 
When first the moonbeam shone, 

Biaing above the distant hilla. 
We used to meet alone. 

YoQ knew not then my rank and atale, 

You only knew my love. 
Whose gentlt* witness waa the moon. 

That watch*d us from above. 



Tbe valley, silveT'd with her lij 

Was lovely as a shrine ; 
The truth within that young fiwah heart 

Felt there was truth in mine. 



A thousand watch my Lady's eye. 
The minstrel sings her name ; 

None were so fiur at Henry's court, 
Where all the fiurest came. 

For the soft moonshine's rising light, 
The pearls are on your brow : 

Now, were you, lovely Ladye mine, 
The happiest then, or now 1 

** Nor lake, nor castle," soft she aaid, 
** Have any choice of mine ; 

I know in life one only lot, 
80 long as I am thine j" 



CAPTAIN COOK. 

Do you recall the fancies of many years ago, 
When the pulse danced those light measures that 

again it cannot know 1 
Ah ! we both of us are alter'd, and now we tajk 

no more 
Of all the old creations that haunted us of yore. 

Then any favourite volume was a mine of long 

delight. 
From whence we took our future, to &shioa aa 

we might 
We lived again its pagea, we were its chiefs and 

kings. 
As actual, but more pleasant, than what the day 

now brings. 

It waa an August evening, with sonaet in the 

trees. 
When home you brought his Voyages who found 

the &ir South Seas. 
We read it till the sunset amid the boughs grew 

dim; 
AU other &vourite heroes were nothing beside 

him. 

For weeks he was our idol, we sail'd with him at 



And the pond amid the willowa the ocean seciu'd 

to be. 
The water-liliea growing beneath the momhig 

smile, 
Wecall'd the South Sea islands, each ^owerft 

different isle« 
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And Dew dtacorer'd ooantiiei 



If o golden lot that SottaoB amid dimw lor haman 

life. 
To m seemM like a Milor^e, 'mid the ilonn and 

■trifie. 
Our talk was of iur veawb that awept befixe the 



the Southern 



Within that lonelj garden what happj hooia 

went by, 
While we fiuicied that aroond ns apread foreign 

•ea and Aj. 
Ah! the dreaming and the distant no longer 

haunt the mind; 
We leave, in leaving childhood, life'* (airy land 

behind. 

There is not of that gaiden a angle tree or flower ; 
They have ploagh'd its long green graaaes, and cat 

down the lime tree bower. 
Where are the Guelder rofe% whoae nlver used to 

bring, 
With the gold of the labomnma, their tiibate to 

the Spring ? 

They have vanish'd with the childhood that with 

their trcarares play*d ; 
The life that cometh after dwelb in a darker 

shade. 
Tet the name of that sea captain, it cannot bat re- 

caO 
How much we loved his dangers, and how we 

moom'd his &U. 



THE ABBEY, NEAR MUSSOOREE. 



Tfll aXAT or J. G. GLTH, XS^ 



** On the brow of a nigged moonuin, ft Is quhe isolated 
fiofn snj other dwelliof ; and during the rainy season, 
when dense clouds are floating about, it has the appear- 
ance of an island in a sea of vapour." 



Ai^iiri, alone, on the moantain brow. 

The sky above, the earth below ; 

Your comrades the clouds, with the driving rain 

Bathing your roof ere it reach the plain. 

Load on its way, aa a forest blast. 

The eagle that dwells at your side sweeps past ; 

Dark are its wings, and fierce its eye. 

And its shadow falls o*er you in passing by. 

White with the snow of a thousand yean, 
Tall in the distance the Chor appears ; 
Hot though the sunsliine kindle the air, 
Biili hAtb the winter a palace there« 



Away to the aooth the Jnmna takea 
Its way through the melooa' golden btafcei^ 
Through gaidena, dtiea, and crowded 
Little, methinks^ on ita oouae it gains. 



Round are the woods of the ancient oak. 
And pines that aoom at the woodman'a 
And yet the axe ia on ita way, 
Thoae stately trees in the dost to 1^. 



They havaopen*d the quarries of lime and 
There ia nothing that man will leave akme : 
He boiUeth the house— he tilleth the aoil ; 
No place ia fitee firom care and toil. 

Ye old' and ye stately aolitudca, 
Where the white snow lies, and the eag|e bioodi^ 
Where eveiy soimd but the wind waa still ; 
Or the voice of the torrent adown the hiD. 

Wo on our wretched and busy race. 
That will not leave Nature a resting-place. 
We roam over earth, we sail o*er the wave. 
Till there is not a quiet qM>t but the grave. 



THE CHURCH OF ST. JOHN, AND THE 
RUINS or LAHNECK CASTLE. 

rOBMXRLT BKLOirOIirO TO THE TUMTUkMM, 

Oif the dark hoights that overlook the Rhine, 
Flinging long shadows on the watery plains, 

Crown*d with gray towers, and girdled by the vine 
How little of the warlike past remains ! 

The castle vralls are shattered, and wild flowen 
Usurp the crimson banner's former sign. 

Where are the haughty Templars and their 
powers 1 
Their forts are perish'd — ^bnt not so their shrine. 

Like Memory veil'd, Tradition sits and teHa 
Her twilight histories of the olden time. 

How few the records of those craggy della 
But what recall some sorrow or some crime. 

Of Europe's childhood was the feudal age. 

When the world's aeeptn was the swofd ; and 
power, 

Unfit for human weakness, wrong, and rage, 
Knew not that curb which waits a wiser hour. 

ni suited empire with a human hand ; 

Authority needs rule, restraint, and awe; 
Order and peace spread gradual through the kuid» 

And force aubmits to a diviner law 
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A few great mindB appear, and by their light 
The many find their way ; truth after truth 

Kiae starlike on the depths of moral night. 
Though even now is knowledge in its youth. 

Still as those ancient heights, which only bore 
The iron harvest of the sword and qiear, 

Are now with purple vineyards cover'd o'er, 
While corn-fields fill the fertile valleys near. 

Our moral progress has a glorious scope, 

Much has the past by thought and labour done ; 

Knowledge and Peace pursue the steps of Hope, 
Whose noblest victories are yet unwon. 



DEATH OF THE LION AMONG THE 
RUINS OF SBEITLAH. 

HuBBisDLT, disturbing night 
With a red and sudden light, 
Came the morning, as it knew 
What there was for day to do, 
And that ere it sank again. 
It must show the lion's den. 

All night long, a sullen roar. 
Like the billows on the shore, 
Sounded on the desert air. 
Telling who was lurking there. 
And the sleepless child was prest 
Closer to the mother's breast 

Girdled by the watch-fire's ra^ 
Did we wait the coming day ; 
And beneath the morning sun 
Flash'd the spear and gleam'd the gun. 
Forth we went to seek the shade 
Where the lion-king was laid. 

Dark the towering palm was spread. 
Like a giant, overhead ; 
But the dewy grass below 
Served the lion's path to show. 
Long green bough and flowery spray 
He had rent upon his way. 

By the aqueduct of old. 
Where the silver river roll'd. 
Long since laid in ruins low — 
But there still the waters flow. 
Soon decayeth man's endeavour, 
Nature's works endure for ever. 

There we found the lion's cave— 
There we made the lion's grave. r 

Three shots echo'd — three— no more, 
And the grass is red with gore. 
For the claws and skin we come— 
Let us bear our trophy home. 



THE IONIAN CAPTIVE. 

Sadlt the captive o'er her flowers is bending, 
While her soft eye with sudden sorrow fills : 

They are not those that grew beneath her tending 
In the green valley of her native hills. 

There is the yiolet-^not from the meadow 
Where wander'd carelessly her childish feet ; , 

There is the rose — it grew not in the shadow 
Of her old home— 4t cannot be so sweet 

And yet she loves them — for those flowers are 
bringing 

Dreams of the home that she will see no more ; 
The languid perfumes are around her, flinging 

What almost for the moment they restore. 

She hears her mother's wheel, that, slowly turning, 
Murmur'd unceasingly the summer day ; 

And the same murmur, when the pine boughs 
burning 
Told that the summer hours had passed away. 

She hears her young companions sadly singing 
A song they loved — an old complaining tune ; 

Then comes a gayer sound — the laugh is ringing 
Of the young children — hunying in at noon. 

By the dim myrtles, wandering with her sister, 
They tell old stories, broken by the mirth 

Of her young brother: alas ! have they miss'd heb 
She who was borne a captive from their hearth ? 

She starts — too present grows the actual sorrow. 
By her own heart she knows what they have 
borne; 

Young as she is, she shudders at to-morrow. 
It can but find her prisoner and foriom. 

What are the glittering trifles that surround hei^— 
What the rich shawl — and what the golden 
chain 1 
Would she could break the fetters that have bound 
her. 
And see her household and her hills again ! 



THE CEDARS OF LEBANON. 

Ya ancients of the earth, beneath whose shade 
Swept the fierce banners of earth's mightiest kings, 

When millions for a battle were array'd. 
And the sky daiken'd with the vulture's wings. 

Long silence follow'd on the battle-cries ; 

First the bones whiten'd, then were seen no more ; 
The summer grasses sprang for summer skies, 

And dim tradition told no tales of yore. 
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The works of peace succeeded those first wais, 
Men left the desert tents for marble walls ; 

Then rose the toweni from whence thej watch'd 
the stars. 
And the vast wonders of their kinglj halls. 

And thej are perished— those imperial towers 
Read not amid the midnight stars their doom ; 

The pomp and art of all their glorious hours 
Lie hidden in the sands that are their tomb. 

And ye, ancestral trees ! are somewhat shorn 
Of the first strength that mark'd earth's earlier 
clime; 

But still ye stand, stately and tempest-worn. 
To show how nature triumphs over time. 

Much have ye witness*d — but yet more renuins ; 

The mind's great empire is but just begun ; 
The desert beau^ of your distant plains 

Proclaim how much has yet been left undone. 

Will not your giant columns yet behold 
The world's ohl age, enHghten'd, calm, and free ; 

More glorious than the glories known of old — 
The spirit's placid rule o'er land and 



All that the pact has taught is not in vain— > 
Wisdom is gamer'd up from centuries gone ; 

Love, Hope, and Mind prepare a nobler reign 
Than ye have known — Oedam of Lebanon ! 



RYDAL WATER ANB GRA8MERE LAKE, 

THK BKSIDSVCI OT WORDSWORTH. 

Not for the glory on their heads 

Those stately hilUops wear. 
Although the summer sunset sheds 

Its constant crimson there. 
Not for the gleaming lights that break 
The purple of the twilight lake, 

Half dusky and half fair, 
Does that sweet valley seem to be 
A sacred place on earth to me. 

The influence of a moral spell 

Is found around the scene. 
Giving new shadows to the dell. 

New verdure to the green. 
With every mountain-top is wrought 
The presence of associate thought, 

A music that has been ; 
Calling that loveliness to life 
With which the inward world is rife. 

His home— our English poet's home— 

Amid these hills is made ; 
fiere, with the morning, hath he come. 

There, with the nig^t delay'd. 



On all things is his memory cast, 
For every place wherein he past 

Is with his mind array'd. 
That, wandering in a summer hour, 
Ask'd wisdom of the leaf and flower. 

Great poet, if I dare to throw 

My homage at thy feet, 
rris thankfulness for hours which thoa 

Hast made serene and sweet ; 
As way&rers have incense thrown 
Upon some mighty altar-stone. 

Unworthy, and yet meet, 
The human spirit longs to prove 
The truth of its uplooking love. 

Until thy hand unlock'd its store. 

What glorious music slept ! 
Music that can be hush'd no more 

Was from our knowledge kept. 
But the great Mother gave to thee 
The poet's universal key. 

And forth the fountains swept-^ 
A gushing melody forever. 
The witness of thy liigh endeavour. 

Rough is the rond which we crc t;enty 

Rough with long toil and pnin ; 
And when upon the steep ascent, 

A litlie way we gtiiiji 
Vex'd wit5 orr o\/n pcrpctoil care, 
Ltttb "?^c hi'jJ • .iiat sweet ^'lings are 

Around onr {^thway blent ; 
V/ith nriAir.u • i,;:ps we hurry ou. 
The very fccr.ae of pleasure gone. 

But thou dost jn this feverish dream 

Awake a hotter mood, 
With vcices from the mountain staneam, 

With voices firora the wood. 
And with their mnsic dost impart 
Their freshness to the world-worn hearty 

Whose fever b subdued 
By memories sweet with other years. 
By gentle hopes, and soothing tears. 

A solemn creed is thine, and high. 

Yet simple as a child. 
Who lookelh hopeful to yon sky 

With eyes yet undefiled. 
By all the glitter and the glare 
This life's deceits and follies wear. 

Exalted, and yet mild, 
Conscious of those diviner powers 
Brought from a better world than ounb 

Thou hast not chosen to reheaise 

The old heroic themes ; 
Thou hast not given to thy verse 

The heart's impession'd dieama. 
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Forth flows thy song at watera flow» 
So bright above— so calm below, 

Wherein the heaven seems 
Eternal as the golden shade 
Its sunshine on the stream hath laid. 

The glory which thy spirit hath, 
Is round life's common things, 

And flingeth round our common path, 
As from an angePs wings, 

A light that is not of our sphere, 

Yet lovelier for being here. 

Beneath whose presence springa 

A beauty never marked before. 

Yet once known, vanishing no more. 

How often with the present sad, 

And weary with the pest, 
A sunny respite have we had. 

By but a chance look cast 
Upon some word of thine that made 
The sullenness forsake the shade. 

Till shade ^tself was past : 
For Hope divine, serene, and fltiODg, 
Perpetual lives within thy song. 

Eternal as the hills thy name. 

Eternal as thy strain ; 
80 long as ministers of Fame 

Shall Love and Hope remain. 
The crowded city in its streets. 
The valley^ in its- green retreats, 

Alike thy words retain. 
What need hast thou of sculptured stone ?• 
Thy temple, is thy name alone. 



WABKWORTH CASTLE, 

MORTHD MBERLAND. 

CoMx, up with the banner, and on with the 

sword, 
]kfy Cither's flrst-bom of his castle is lord ; 
No knight, I will say, that e'er belted a brand. 
Was ever more worthy of lady or land. 

Ring the horns through the forest that girdles our 

haU, 
Let the glades of the green oaks re-echo the 

caU; 
And many a morning with dew on the plain. 
And the red sun, just rising, shall hear them 

again. 

Fill up the clear wine cup that danees in lig^it. 
One name, and one only, shall crown it tofoifl^ : 



Tis the health of the young knight just oome o'er 

the main: 
He will cross it an earl, if he cross it again. 

Farewell! O my brother; fiuewell! mineabode^ 
The hawk that I flew — the horse that I rode— 
They are safis-^ commend them, my brother, to 

thee; 
But my white greyhound goes witti me over the 



For a thousand white crowns I have mortgaged 

my land. 
And fifty bold seamen await my command ; 
My letters of marque are now sign'd by the queen, 
I hasten where Drake and where Raleigh have 

been. 

Away to the south is the course that I hold, 

If the sea has its storm — ^why, the Spaniard has 

gold. 
A&r in the distance I see its light shine, 
And all is fair warfare that crosses the Line. 

One last charge, my brother, you only may hear, 
'Tis the hope to my soul the most deep, the most 

dear: 
Be my Blanche to thy heart like a sister, in love ; 
I leave in thy shadow the nest of my dove. 

No doubt of her truth, and no fear of her change. 
Can darken my pathway where'er it may range ; 
My heart is my omen — I know, o'er the main, 
I return to her side, and to England, again. 



CAN YOU FORGET ME? 

Cait you forget me ? — I who have so cheriah'd 

The veriest trifle that was memory's link ; 
The roses that you gave me, although perish'd. 

Were precious in my sight; they made me 
think. 
You took them in their scentless beauty stooping 

From the warm shelter of the garden wall ; 
Autumn, while into languid winter drooping. 

Gave its last blossoms, opening but to fall. 

Can you forget them ? 

Can you forget me 1 I am not relying 

On plighted' vows — alas ! I know their worths 
Man's faith to woman is a trifle, dying 

Upon the very breath that gave it birth 
But I remember hours of quiet gladness, 

When, if the heart had truth, it spoke it then. 
When thoughts would sometimes take a tone of 
sadness. 

And then unconsciously grow glsd again. 

Can yoo. iatsst^.^&&s3(^V. 
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Can you forget me 1 My whole soul was blended ; 

At least it sought to blend itself with thine ; 
My life's whole purpose, winning thee, soem'd 
ended; 
Thou wert my heart's sweet home— my spirit's 
shrine. 
Can you forget me? — ^when the firelight burning, 

Flung sudden gleams around the quiet room, 
How would thy words, to long past moments 
turning, 
Trust me with thoughts soft as the shadowy 
gloom! 

Can you forget them 1 

Hiere is no truth in love, whate'er its seeming, 
And heaven itself could scarcely seem more 
tru^— 
Sadly have I awaken'd from the dreaming, 
Whose charm'd slumber — false one ! — was of 
you. 
I gave mine inmost being to thy keeping — 
I had no thought I did not seek to share ; 
Feelings that hush'd within my soul were sleeping, 
Waked into voice, to trust them to thy care» ' 

Can you forget them 1 

Can you forget me ! This is vainly tasking 

The faithless heart where I,nLlas ! am not 
Too well I know the idleness of asking— 

The misery— of why am I forgot ? 
The happy hours that I have paas'd while 
kneeling 

Half slave, half child, to gaie upon thy face. 
—But what to thee this passionate appealing-* 

Let my heart break^t is a common case. 

You have forgotten me^ 



DR. MORRISON AND HIS CHINESE 
ATTENDANTS. 

Thxt bend above the page with anxious eyes, 
Devoutly listening to the sacred words 
Which have awaken'd all the spiritpchords 

Whose music dwells in the eternal skies. 

And still their teadier hope and aid supplies. 

For those dark priests are (Sod's own messengers, 
To bring their land glad tidings from above, 

And to the creed that in its darkness errs. 
To teach the words of truth and Christian 
love. 

Blessings be on their pathway, and increase ! 
These are the moral conquerors,, and bekmg 
To them the palm-branch and triumphal 
song— 
Cboqtwon, Mnd yet the harinngen of ^endA. 



THE GANGES. 

Ob^ sweeps the mighty river— calmly fbwing^ 

Through the eternal flowers 

That light the summer hours. 
Year after year, perpetual in their blowing. 

Over the myriad plains that current ranges^ 

Itself as clear and bright 

As in its earliest light. 
And yet the mirror of perpetual changes. 

Here must have ceased the echo of those 8laiigfatei% 

When stoppM the onward jar 

Of Macodonian war. 
Whose murmur only reach*d thy ancient watenu 

Yet have they redden'd with the fierce oa^pouring 

Of human blood and life. 

When over kingly strife 
The vuKure on his foted wing vms sooringi 

How oft its watch, impatient of the monow. 

Hath mortal misery kept, 

Beside thy banks, and wept. 
Kissing thy quiet night winds with their 



Vet thou art on thy course majestic keeping, 

Unruffled by the breath 

Of man*8 vain life or death. 
Calm as the heaven upon thy bosom sleeping 

Still dost thou keep thy calm and onward motion. 

Amid the ancient ranks 

Of forests on thy banks. 
Till thou hast gain'd thy home— the mighty 



And thou dost scatter benefits around thee : 

Thy silver current yields 

Life to the green rice-fields. 
That have like an enchanted girdle bound the*. 

By thee are royal gardens, each possessing 

A summer in its hues. 

Which still thy wave renews. 
Where'er thou flowest dost thou bear a blessing. 

Such, O my countiy I riiould be thy advancing ■■■ 

A glorious progress known 

As is that river's, shown 
By the glad sunshine on its waters glancing. 

So should thy moral light be onwards flowing— 

So should its course be bound 

By benefits around. 
The blessings which itself hath known bestowing. 

Faith — commerce — knowledge — laws -— thMt* 
should be springing. 

Where'er thy standard flies 

Amid the aiure skies, 
Wfaasa higfaast gifts that redpcrois Hag is bili^fa^ 
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Already much for man has been effected ; 

The weak and poor man's cause 

Is strengthen'd by the laws, 
The equal right, bom with us, all respected. 

But much awaits, O England ! thy redressing; 

Thou hast no nobler guide 

Than yon bright river's tide : 
Bear as that bears — where'er thou goest, biwring I* 



KALENDRIA ; 

▲ PORT IN OILIOIA. 

Do you see yon rcsscl riding, 

Anchor'd ui our island bay, 
Like a sleeping sea-bird biding 

For the morrow's onward way ? 
8ee her white wings folded round her 

As she rocks upon the deep; 
Slumber with a spell hath bound her, 

With a spell of peace and sleep. 

Seems she not as if enchanted 

To ^at lone and lovely place. 
Henceforth ever to be haunted 

By that irweet sh^'s shadowy grace. 
Tet, come here again to-morrow. 

Not a vestige will remain. 
Though those sweet eyes strain in 

They will search the sea in Tain. 

nVas for this I bade thee meet me. 

For a parting word and tear ; 
Other lands and lips may greet me ; 

None will ever seem so dear. 
Other lands— I may say, other^ 

Mine again I shall not see ; 
I have left mine aged mother. 

She has other sons than me. 

MThere my father's bones are lying, 

There mine own will never lie ; 
Whf^re the myrtle groves are sighing. 

Soft beneath our summer sky. 
Mine will be a wilder ending, 

Mine will be a wilder g^ve. 
Where the shriek and shout are blending, 

Or the tempest sweeps the wave. 



• Will General Fagan permit me to quote sd expresskm 
ef his wlilch struck me roost forcibly 1 ** We have," 

said he, " b<*eii the conquerors of India: we have now to 
be hs benefactors. Its legislatocs, Its iiistnictoi% and kf 
Ubsnion.** 



Mine may be a fate more lonely. 

In some sick and foreign ward, 
Where my weary eyes meet only 

Hired muse or sullen guard. 
Dearest maiden, thou art weeping ; 

Must I firom those eyes remove 7 
Hath thy heart no soft pube sleeping 

Which might ripen into love t 

No ! I see thy brow is frosen. 

And thy look is cold and strange ; 
Ah ! when once the heart has chosen, 

Well I know it cannot change. 
And I know that heart has spoken 

That another's it must be. 
Scarce I wish that pure faith broken, 

Though the falsehood were for me. 

No : be still the guileless creature 

Tliat tipon my boyhood shone ; 
Couldst thou change thy angel nature. 

Half my faith in heaven were gone. 
Still thy memory eball be cherish'd. 

Dear as it is now to me ; 
When all gentler thoughts have perish' 

One shall linger yet for thee. 

Farewell ! — With those words I sever 

Every tie of youth and home ; 
Thou, &ir isle ! adieu for ever ! 

See, a boat cuts through the foam. 
Wind, time, tide, alike are pressing, 

I must haston from the shore. 
One first kiss, nnd one last blessing — 

Farewell, love ! we meet no more. 



INFANTICIDE IN MADAGASCAR; 

A LuxrBT of summer green 

Is on the southern plain. 
And water-flags, vrith dewy screen. 

Protect the ripening grain. 
Upon the sky is not a cloud 

To mar the golden glow. 
Only the palm-tree is allow'd 

To fling its shade below. 

And silvery, 'mid its fertile bmkei^ 

The winding river glides, 
And every ray in heaven makes 

Its mirror of its tides. 
And yet it is a place of death-* 

A place of sacrifice ; 
ILtvrf with childhood's parting breafli 

Weaiy with childhood's criea. 

The mother takes her little child- 
Its &ce b like her own ; 

The cradle of her choice u wildr— 
Why is U left alone! 
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The trampling of the buffiUo 

Lb beard among the reeds, 
And sweeps around the carrion crow 

That amid carnage feeds. 

O ! outrage upon mother Earth 

To yonder azure sky ; 
A destined victim from its birth. 

The child is left to die. 
We shudder that such crimes disgrace 

£*en yonder savage strand ; 
Alas ! and hath such crime no trace 

Within our English land 1 

Pause, ere we blame the savage code 

That such strai.ge horror keeps; 
Perhaps within her sad abode 

The mother sits and weeps, 
And thinks how oft those eyelids smiled. 

Whose close she may not see, 
And says, ** O, would to God, my child, 

I might have died for thee !" 

Such law of bloodshed to annul 

Should be the Christian's toil ; 
May not such law be merciful. 

To that upon our soil 1 
Better the infant eyes should dose 

Upon the first sweet breath, 
Than weary for their last repoae, 

A living life in death ! 

Look on the children of our poor 

On many an English chiM : 
Better that it had died secure 

By yonder river wild. 
Flung careless on the waves of life, 

From childhood's earliest time, 
They struggle, one perpetual strife, 

With hunger and with crime. 

Look on the crowded pris(»i-gat»— 

Instructive love and care 
In early life had save4 the fete 

That waits on many there. 
Cold, selfish, shunning care and cost, 

The poor are left unknown ; 
I say, for every soul thus lost. 

We answer with our own. 



HURDWAR— THE GATE OF YISHNOO. 

Fxiv« wide the sacred city gates, 

Wide on the open air ; 
A higher Conqueror awaits 

Than he whose name they bear. 



He comes not in the strength of 

He comes not in its pride ; 
No banners are around his car. 

No trumpets at his side. 

Not in the midst of armed bands 
The Christian Chief appeara, 

No swords are in his followers' hands, 
They strive with prayers and tears. 

For feint and weak those followers seem. 

Yet mighty is their voice : 
The Ganges' old and holy stream 

Will in its depths rejoice. 

Low is the voice with which they plead— 

A voice of peace and love ; 
Peaceful and loving is the creed 

Whose emblem is the dove. 

Far in the east a star arose, 

And with its rising brought 
God's own appointed hour to those 

By whom it had been sought 

And still that guiding star hath shone 

O'er all its light hath won ; 
And it vrill still keep shining on 

Until its work be done. 

A glorious ending at its birth 

Was to that planet given : 
For never will it set on earth 

Till earth is lost in heaveiL 

Fling wide the ancient city's gjates, 

The hours of night are past, 
And Christ, the Conqueror, awaits 

Earth's holiest and her last 



THE PROPHETESS. 

Iir the deep silence of the midnight bourse 
I call upon ye, O ye viewless powers, 
Before whose presence mortal daring cowers. 

I have subdued ye to my own stem will, 
I fear ye not ; but I must shudder still, 
Faint with the awful purpose ye ftilfiL 



Not for myself I caU the ether-bom. 
They have no boon my being doth not 
Wholly and bitterly am I forlorn. 



Dearly is bought the empire of the mind ; 
It sitteth on a sullen throne, designed 
To elevate and part it from its kind. 
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Long yAura my Btricken soul has tam'd away 
From the sweet dreams that round my childhood 

lay : 
Would it still own*d their false but lovely sway ! 

In the dark gjave of unbelief thoy rest, 
Worthless they ^ere, and hollow, while poasest 
J am alone — unbleasing, and unblest I 

Knowledge is with me — guest that once receiTed, 
Love, hope, ambition, are no more believed ; 
And we disdain what formerly had grieved. 

A few fair flowers around their colours fling, 
But what does questioning their sources bring 1 
That from corruption and from death they spring. 

Tls thus with those sweet dreams which life begin. 
We Weary of them, and we look within : 
What do we find 1 Guile, su£fering, and sin. 

I know my kind too well not to despise 
The gilded sophistry that round it lies : 
Hat<3, sorrow, falsehood — mocking their disguise. 

O, thou old world ! so full of guilt and cares, 
8o mean, so small — I marvel heaven bears 
Thy struggle, which the seeing almost shares. 

Yet, mine ancestral city, for thy sake 
A lingering interest on this earth I take ; 
In the dim midnight 'tis for thee I wake. 

8ofliy the starlight falleth over fenes 
That rise above thy myrtle-wooded plains, 
Where summer hath her loveliest domains. 

Beneath, the gardens spread their pleasant shade. 
The lutes are hush'd that twilight music made. 
Sleep on the world her honey-spell hath laid. 

Sweet come the winds that o'er these flower beds 

rove, 
I only breathe the perfumes that ye love. 
Spirits ! my incense summons yd above. 

What of yon stately city, where are shrined 
The warrior's and the poet's wreath combined- 
All the high honours of the human mind ! 

Her walls sre bright with colours, whose fine dyes 
Imbody shapes that seem from yonder skies. 
And in her scrolls the world's deep wisdom lies. 

What of her future? ^Through the silveiy 

smoke 
I see the distant vision I invoke. 
These glorious walls have bow'd to Time's dark 

yoke. 

I see a plain of desert sand extend, 
Scatter'd with ruins where the wild flowers bend, 
And the green ivy, like a last sad fiiend. 

(44) 



Low are the marble columns on the sand. 

The palm trees that have grown among them stand 

As if they mock'd the fallen of the land. 

Hence, ye dark Spirits ! bear the dream away ; 
To-morrow but repeateth yesterday : 
First, toil — then, desolation and djBcay. 

Life has one vast stern likeness in its gloom, 
We toil with hopes that must themselves coo- 

sume— 
The wide world round us is one mighty tomb. 



GIBRALTAR. 

FBOM TBI aUSlN OP SPAIir's CHAIB. 

Hioa on the rock that fronts the sea 
Stands alone our fortress key 
Ladye of the southern main, 
Ladye, too, of stately Spain. 

Look which way her eye she bends. 
Where'er she will her sway extends. 
Free on air her banner thrown, 
Half the world it calls its own. 

Let her look upon the strand- 
Never was ir.ore lovely land : 
Hrd Kdr rule dominion there, 
It t7cre free as it is ftiir. 

Let her look across the waves, 
They arc but her noblest slaves ; 
Sweeping north or south, they still 
Bear around her wealth and will. 

Siege and strife these walls have home, 
By the red artillery torn ; 
Human life has pour'd its tide 
In the galleries at her side. 

But the flag that o'er her blows 
Rival nor successor knows. 
Lonely on the land and sea. 
Where it has been, it will be. 

Safe upon her sea-beat rock, 
She might brave an army's shock : 
For the British banner keeps 
Safe the fortress where it sweeps. 



THE RIVER WEAR. 

CoMS back, come back, my childhood. 

To the old familiar spot, 
Whose wild flowers, and whose wild wood 

Have nevec \K«^iat5e:^^ 
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It 18 the shining river, 

With the bulrush by its tide, 
Where I fill'd my green rush quiver 

With arrows at its side ; 

And deem'd that knightly glories 

Were honour'd as of old. 
My head was fiird with stories 

My aged nurse had told. 
The Douglas and the Percy 

Alike were forced to yield ; 
I had but little mercy 

Upon the battle field. 

' Ah ! folly of the fandes, 

That haunt our childhood's hour. 
And yet those old romances 

On after life have power, 
When the weight appears too weary 

With which we daily strive, 
'Mid the actual and the dreary, 

How much they keep alive ! 

How often, amid hours 

By life severely tried, 
Have I thought on those wild flowers 
I On the sweet Wear's silver tide. 
Each ancient recollection 

Brought something to subdue \ 
I lived in old affection, 

And felt the heart was true. 

I am come again with summer. 

It is lovely to beholds 
Will it welcome the new comer. 

As it seem'd to do of old 1 
Within thoae dark green covers. 

Whose shade is downward cast, 
How many a memory hovers 

Whose light is from the past ! 

I see the bright trout springing. 

Where the wave is dark yet clear, 
And a myriad flies are winging. 

As if to tempt him near. 
With the lucid waters blending. 

The willow shade yet floats, 
From beneath whose quiet bending 

I used to launch my boats. 

Over the sunny meadows, 

I watch them as of old. 
Flit soft and sudden shadows 

That leave a greener gold. 
And a fiunt south wind is blowing 

Amid the cowslip beds, 
A deeper glow bestowing 
To the light around their heads. 



Farewell, sweet river ! ever 

Wilt thou be dear to me ; 
I can repay thee never 

One half I owe to thee. 
Around thy banks are lying 

Nature's diviner part, 
And thou dost keep undying 

My childhood at my heart 



CORFU. 

O, LOYKLT isle ! that, like a child. 

Art sleeping on the sea. 
Amid whose hair the wind is wild, 
And on whose cheek the sun has smiled 

As there it loved to be. 
How fair thou art, how very fiiir, 

A lone and lovely dream, 
That sprung on the enchanted air, 
A fairy likeness seems to wear, 

A fidry world to seem. 

Thou bringest to me a pleasant mood 

Of fanciful delight : 
To me thou art a solitude 
Known only to the sea bird's brood. 

And to the stars at night * 

I should so like to have thee mine. 

Mine own — my very own, 
The shadows of thy sweeping vine. 
Wherein the scarlet creepers twine. 

Broken by me alone. 

I would not have a footstep trace 

Thy solitary shore: 
No human voice— no human face 
Should trouble my sweet resting plaoa 

With memories of yore. 

I would forget the wretched years 

Pass'd in this world of ours. 
Where weary cares and feverish fears. 
Ending alike in bitter tears. 

Darken the heavy hours. 

But I would dwell beside the sea. 

And of the scatter'd shells 
Ask, when they murmur mournfully. 
What sorrow in the past may be^ 

Of which their music tells. 

Winds, waves, and breathing shells are sad- 

Methinks I should repine. 
If their low tones were only glad, 
'Twould seem too much as if they had 

No sympathy for mine. 
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Not long tuch fancies can beguile 

Dreams of what cannot be ; 
Gone is thy visionary smile, 
And thou art but a distant isle 
Upon a distant 



THE CASTLE OF CHILLON. 

Faib lake, thy lovely and thy haunted shore 

Hath only echoes for the poet*8 lute ; 

None may tread there save with unsandall'd foot, 
Sobmissive to the great who went before, 
Fiird with the mighty memories of yore. 

And yet hpw mournful are the records there^ 

Captivity, and exile, and despair. 
Did they endure who now endure no more. 

The patriot, the woman, and the bard, 
Whose names thy winds and waters bear along ; 

What did the world bestow for their reward 
But suffering, sorrow, bitterness, and wrong 1— > 

Grenius ! — a hard and weary lot is thine— 

The heart thy fuel — and the grave thy shrine. 



DEATH OF LOUIS OF BOURBON, 

BI8H0P OP UBOB. 

How actual, through the lapse of years, 
That scene of death and dread appears. 
The maiden shrouded in her veil. 
The burghers half resolved, half pale ; 
And the young archer leant prepared. 
With dagger hidden, but still bared — 
Are real, as if that stormy scene 
In our own troubled life bad been. 
Such is the magic of the page 
That brings again another age. 
Such, Scott, the charms thy pages cast, 
O, mighty master of the past ! 



ADMIRAL BENBOW. 

Thi Admiral stood upon the deck* 
Before a shot wis thrown ; 

Before him rode a Frenchman's fleeti 
Behind him lay his own. 



Six gallant ships upon the 
Their stately shadows cast : 

In all of them St George's flag 
Was waving at the mast. 



Dark was the shadow on the sea. 

And dark upon the sky ; 
In stillness like the coming storm. 

The English fleet eail'd by. 

Our Admiral he gave the word-^ 

Up rose the gallant crew ; 
And far across the sounding seas 

Their iron welcome threw. 

The earthly thunder of the deep 
Pour'd from the Breda's side ; 

With welcome fleiy as their own, 
The Fleur-de-lis replied. 

" Signal to form our battle-line !" 
The English admiral said ; 

At once above the rising smoke 
The signal-flags are spread. 

The wind sprung up^a hotter fire 

Is carried o'er the flood ; 
The deck whereon the seamen stand 

Is slippery with blood. 

The smoke that rises from the gnna 

Rolls on the heavy air. 
So thick above 'twere vain to ask 

If heaven itself be there. 

The thunder growls along the deep. 
The echoing waves reply ; 

Tet, over all is heard the groan. 
Deep, faint, of those who die. 

The wind goes down — down drop the 
A while the conflict stops ; 

A last chain-shot sweeps o*er the deck- 
Our admiral, he drops ! 

What careth he for life or wound 1^ 
The flowing blood they check : 

Again, though helpless as a child. 
They bear him to the deck. 

With heavy eyes he looks around— 

An angry man was he ; 
He sees three English frigates lie 

All idle on the 



** Out on the cowards !" mutter'd he^ 
Then tum'd to where beside. 

The Ruby, his true consort, by 
A wreck upon the tide. 

Hiere is no time for thought or wofd. 
The French are coming fast ; 

Again the signal flag is hung 
Unnotioed at his mast 
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A Taking fire vweepn through her deck. 

The Breda has resigned ; 
For the first time her sails are spread, 

And with the foe behind. 

They take the dying admiral, 

They carry him ashor^ ; 
They lay him on the bed of death 

From whence bie rose no more. 

But not unhonour'd is his nam^» 
Recalled and honour'd long ; 

His name on many a song that speeds 
The midnight watch along. 

But for the cowards who could leave 
The brave man to hb doom, 

Theirs was the scorned memory. 
And theirs the nameless tomb. 

They died — their long dishonour flung 

Forever on the wave ; 
Time brings no silence to the shame 

Cast on the coward's grave. 



DISENCHANTMENT. 

Do not ask me why I loved him, 

Love*s cause is to love unknown ; 
Faithless as the past has proved him, 

Once his heart appeared mine own. 
Do not say he did not merit 

All my fondness, all my truth ; 
Those in whdm love dwells inherit 

Every dream that haunted youth. 

He might not he all I dream'd him, 

Noble, generous, gifted, true. 
Not the less I fondly deem'd him, 

All those flattering visions drew. 
All the hues of old romances 

By his actual self grew dim ; 
Bitterly I mock (he fancies 

That once found their liie in him. 

From the hour by him enchanted, 
Fiom the moment when we met, 

Henceforth with one image haunted, 
Jiift may never more foiget 



All my nature changed— his being 
Seem'd the only source of mine. 

Fond heart, hadst thou no foreseeing 
Thy sad future to divine t 

Once, upon myself relying, 

All I ask'd were words and thought ; 
Many hearts to mine replying, 

Own'd the music that I broughL 
Eager, spiritual, and lonely, 

Visions fill'd the fairy hour, 
Deep with love — though love was only 

Not a presence, but a power. 

But firom that first hour I met thee, 

All caught actual life from you. 
Alas ! how can I forget ibee, 

Thou who mad*st the fancied tniel 
Once my wide world was ideal. 

Fair it wa»— ah ! very fiiir : 
Wherefore hast thou made it real ? 

Wherefore is thy image there ? 

Ah ! no more to me b given 

Fancy's far and fidry birth ; 
Chords upon my lute are riven. 

Never more to sound on earth. 
Once, sweet music could it borrow 

From a look, a word, a tone ; 
I could paint another's sorrow — 

Now I think but of mine own. 

Life's dark waves have lost the glitter 

Which at morning-tide they wore. 
And the well within is bitter ; 

Naught its sweetness may restore : 
For I know how vainly given 

Life's most precious things may be. 
Love that might have look'd on heaven. 

Even as it look'd on thee. 

Ah, farewell ! — ^with that word dying, 

Hope and love must perish too : 
For thy sake themselves denying, 

What is truth with thee untrue 1 
FareweH ! — 'tis a dreary sentence. 

Like the death-doom of the grave, 
May it wake in thee repentance. 

Stinging when too late to save ! 



THE END. 
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